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Fonewond
his volume forms one of a continuing series of World

Tieasuries published in cooperation with the Book-of-

the-Month Club. Each of these Tieasuries gathers, from

as many literatures as possible, previously published, high-

order writing of our time, fiction or nonfiction. Each covers a

specific field or genre of general interest to the intelligent

,Lrdet. Each has been constructed and edited by a recognized

authority in the field.
The underlying purpose of the series is to meet the expecta-

tions of the thoughtful modern reader, one conscious of the

striking change that has taken place in our view of the world.

That change has run counter to parochialism. It recognizes

the contribution made by thinkers and Prose artists of the

Orient as well as the Occident, of those who use languages

other than English. Hence World Tieasuries.

The series is planned to cover a great variety of fields, from

the life sciences to religious thought, from science fiction to

love stories to mystery and detection, and will be issued over

the next several years' 
crifton Fadiman

General Editor





lntroduction
his book is the largest and most ambitious collection of

science fiction from all over the world ever compiled. It

represents the state of the art today. The selections date

from the modern period , 1939 to the present. The majority

are from the past thirty years, for science fiction did not

become an international literary form until the 1950s and did

not become truly widespread even in the West until the

1970s. Thus this anthology could not have been assembled

until now.
Science fiction is largely a twentieth-century phenom-

enon. The term was coined in I9Z9 to signify the birth,
phoenixlike, of a new genre from the ashes of an older one,
"scientific romance." Hugo Gernsback, the pulp editor and

writer who fathered the new genre, pointed to the works of
Edgar Allan Poe, Jules Verne, and H. G. Wells for exemplars
of science fiction. In the editorial of the first issue of Amazing

Stories (April 1926), he defined it as "charming romance
intermingled with scientific fact and prophetic vision." For a
fuller description of what science fiction is and where it has

come from, the reader might consultthis writer's book, funof
Wonders (1984).

Gernsback initially referred to his new genre by many
names, one of which, scientifiction, was used commonly
until the 1960s. For our purposes, though, there is one other
aspect of the naming to be considered. In a historic speech
before the l94l World Science Fiction Convention (actually a
gathering of a couple of hundred American fans in Denver),
Robert A. Heinlein proposed that the initials SE the common
abbreviation for science fiction, be fused with the broader
name "speculative fiction," and SF it has remained, es-
pecially because speculative fiction was the rallying cry of the
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young Ttrrks of the 1960s. This aspect of the name SF reflects an ambiguity
toward science that is easily discerned in the literature.

Amazing Stories, ThrillingWonder Stories, Astounding Stories of Super
Science-American pulp magazines with these titles dominated the new
genre from the start. The British were the first to experience the invasion of
American S[ in the form of pulp magazines used as ballast in freighters and
then sold for pennies in British Woolworth before World Warlt. A few
British writers responded by creating their own fantastic stories for this new
market; the first British SF pulp magazine , Thles of Tbmorrow, was founded
in the late 1930s but perished in the early days of World War II. However,
such writers as C. S. Lewis had noticed the new genre. They combined
some of its characteristics with other influences, notably the quite healthy
Wellsian tradition (Wells himself was still alive and quite an important
man). Thus was created a steady though small stream of distinctive British
Sfl like Lewis's Perelandra trilogy, especially the first volume, Out of the
Silent Planet (1938).

It was clear, however, that the real action lay in the United States, in the
magazines filled with intellectual ferment and all kinds of excitements
(except sex-that was reserved for the garish artwork and the advertisements
in the back). In this collection I have included examples of energetic stories
by fohn w campbell, Jr., and fohn Berryman from this pulp period,
charged with wonder. This SF was a kind of born-again message from
converts to the idea of an awesome, technophilic future.

The magazines went out much like the idealistic messages sent into
space, in the faint hope that some other intelligence out there in'the
plurality of worlds in the universe would receive them and respond. But just
as early U. S. radio broadcasts, and later television, were beamed in every
direction, however weakly, American SF was sent out indiscriminately. It
preached a gospel of technological and social optimism.

These early stories did find an audience, usually young, male, and
uninitiated into any literary culture. For the most part the readers were
interested in science and technology, especially in the rapidly expanding
technology ofthe present and near future, the technology of the atom and of
space travel, both wildly visionary in their time and yet related to real
science in the real world. No matter how crudely executed-and much was
indeed very crude-the vision was communicated to engineers and scien-
tists and to the children who would grow up to be engineers and scientists,
eager to transform and improve a world torn by war and poverty. Other than
technical material, they had no literature that refected their concerns and
their visions of what they might accomplish, given the tools. American SF
said to its audience, "Look, here's a strange predicament, pretty unlikely but
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ilteresting-and if we just use our knowledge and our tools to build a neat

gadget, the problem is solved."

There was a time lag before the messages were received and translated

into other tongues because World War II disrupted communications from

the late 1930s through the late 1940s. Most of the prewar U.S. magazines

died during this period. But by the end of the war, American SF was ready to

boom again, this time under the leadership of a firmly entrenched editor,

fohn W Campbell, fr., and his fagship magazine, Asfounding Stories.

Campbell had spentthe war years as the new leader of SE developing young

writers and creating what came to be known as the Golden Age of the 1940s.

But SF was growing so fast and so strong that by 1950 two influential new

magazine s, Galaxy and The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, had

been founded and were seriously challenging the Campbell aesthetic, the

former from a sociological, the latter from a literary, point of view. This was

certainly a good thing for the international appeal of SE since the human

chauvinism of Campbellian SF (in Campbell's magazine, humans were

always smarter, better than aliens) was often nearly indistinguishable from

American chauvinism and was therefore certain to disturb a significant

number of foreign readers.
Throughout the 1950s and 1960s, SF flourished intermittently in the

United States, spreading to television and the movies, to hardcover and then

to paperbackbooks, all disseminated worldwide. But itwas always difficultto

tell whether the message was being received in the non-English-speaking

world and whether it was garbled in transmission. Few translations of foreign

SF appeared in English, even fewer were published in the United States.

Perhaps the most significant result of the decline of Campbell's Astound-

ing was the rise in satirical SF and the concomitant rise in influence of a

small group of New York fans turned writers, most of whom had been

members of a club called the Futurians in the late 1930s and 1940s. The

group included Isaac Asimov, Donald A. Wollheim, Damon Knight, fames
Blish, Frederik Pohl, Cyril M. Kornbluth, Virginia Kidd, Judith Merril,

and Robert A. W Lowndes. Among them, they have accounted for a large

percentage of the effective communications between American SF and the

non-English-language world. Starting as members of an idealistic teenage

fan club, they have carried through their careers definite leftist leanings and

a deep utopian optimism. Thus each one of the primary members has
become a strong independent force for worldwide communication through
SE often as publishers, editors, writers, and public figures visiting many

countries. Their efforts are strongly represented in this book, often behind
the scenes, as translators or as editors who commissioned and published

original translations.
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Internationalism has been appealing to the Anglo-American SF com-
munity since the 1940s; for more than four decades the colorful fan, agent,
and Esperantist Forrest I Ackerman, for example, has traveled widely to
spread the greetings of American SE In the 1970s there was a large enough
international science fiction community among the peoples of ihe devel-
oped nations for Harry Harrison to call a conference in Ireland in order to
found World SB the world SF professional organization, which now awards
prizes for translations in many languages and promotes the cross-fertiliza-
tion of SF literatures, inviting international responses to English-language
SE

There is not yet a really identifiable third world SE The underdeveloped
countries have not responded to the technologically optimistic appeal of SE
perhaps because thatvisionary future filled with mechanical*ond.r, seems
so far beyond their present resources.

Until the 1970s and 1980s, the international response was most often a
repetition of the messages sent from the United States in the 1930s and
1940s, at best accurate, at worst filled with literary static or extraneous
matter. 'Io 

the discredit of the West, we did not hear from Eastern Europe
because until recently our antennas were not pointed in that direction. Yet it
was from there that some of the most important messages were being
returned, in the works of Stanislaw Lem and of Arkady and Boris Strugatsky.
Here were serious attempts at true SF of the highest quality, but new and
different in approach and often in sensibility. In England and the United
States more translations from the Russian have been published than from
any other language, but until quite recently very little attention was paid to
any of them, because the first wave of translations was poorly done, and the
stories usually met political criteria first and literary standards second.
While most SF from communist countries has been didactic in the particu-
lar direction of socialist utopianism, to the detriment of storytelling, the
best of it equals the best Western science fiction.

The stories in this collection demonstrate the range of responses to the
dissemination of U. S. science fiction since the primitive days of the 1920s
and 1930s. In the works of many British writers emerging in the late 1950s,
like Brian Aldiss and |. G. Ballard, it is easy to observe a clear reaction
against the technological optimism, naive materialism, and empire-build-
ing consciousness of the U.S. literature. By the early 1960s there was a
distinct rift opening between United States and British SE This rift was
institutionalized in the mid-1960s under the banner of the "New Wave." A
young editor, Michael Moorcock, took the helm at New Worlds, a leading
British SF magazine, and proclaimed a break with the American tradition,
holding up Ballard as the exemplar of the new literature. The idea of a new



INTFIODUCTION / X.\/ll

literature and revolutionary reform spread to the United States in the late

1960s, and many modernist and postmodern literary techniques were

incorporated for the first time into SE Since the New Wave, SF has, in

general, been written to a higher literary standard.
The reaction in the 1960s against the standards of American SF is just as

clear in other literatures, as evidenced by the work of, say, fosef Nesvadba or

Italo Calvino. It is probably not too far off the mark to say that only the

Soviets took the attitudes of American SF entirely seriously and attempted

to build upon them as foundations, and that in Europe only the French had

a strong tradition of literal SF adventure, going back to fules Verne, that

allowed SF to take hold and writers to produce stories reflecting the attitudes

toward scientific method and technological wonder so characteristic of
American science fiction. The rest of the world seems to have taken the
Campbellian SF of the Golden Age of the 1940s and the fowering of
Heinlein, Clarke, and Asimov as some kind of joke or as a repository of
imagery to be used for purposes other than SE

To be fair, the same attitude of bemused rejection-surely no one could
be expected to take this stuff seriously-has characterized the general
reaction in the United States of mainstream literary culture at all levels to
science fiction. So much early science fiction was unsophisticated politi-

cally, shallow sociologically, lacking in rounded characterization or psycho-

logical depth, stylistically uninteresting, and most of all, so unreal on the
one hand (space travel and atomic power were considered fantastic and
laughable when most of the classics of Heinlein, Asimov, Clarke, and
Bradbury were published), and so concerned with the gritty realities of
science and technology on the other, that a majority of educated readers had
no interest in learning how to read the genre, a practice easily picked up by
children and teenagers-by taking every detail literally at first, until given
other directions by the text. This is just the reverse of the way we approach
the prose literature of this century; we teach ourselves to read with a
sensitivity to metaphor and subtext, assuming that that is the route by which
the essential communication between reader and text will take place. The
rationalist traditions of SF demand, however, that the reader first experience
the text as a literal report of something that, by a thin thread of possibility,
could be true, given a specified set of circumstances, at some other time, in
some other place. SF gives the reader the experience of the fantastic, of
magic and wonder, then explains or implies how that wonder could be
generated through real science and technology. SF is inherently optimistic
because, a priori, it assumes a future, whether dismal or colorful.

I do not, of course, deny the metaphorical level of SF texts. I simply state
the obvious. which somehow seems to have been lost in several decades of
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critical discussion: In a work of science fiction the reader must grant the
premise that whatever is stated as the case in the story is literal and true. For
instance, in Gdrard Klein's "Valley of Echoes, " the reader must believe that
we are two hundred years in the future, exploring the planet Mars, not
merely in some surreal landscape that embodies a metaphor for the human
condition. The vehicle, in other words, has just as much weight as the tenor
in SE This is equally true in contemporary science, when we are asked to
believe that something is both a wave and a particle. Still, given the hasty
writing of the magazine days, when writers lived on the penny-a-word prose
they generated, and given the comically hyperbolic covers of the magazines
and the paperbacks, it is easy to understand why so many serious people have
found it hard to take SF seriously-although, as Theodore Sturgeon was
wont to remark, rarely has a literature been judged so exclusively by its worst
examples.

The international response to SF is best measured, it seems to me, by
analogy to other aspects of American popular culture--iazz, rock'n'roll,
movies, and comics. France is the country where ferry Lewis is a genius and
A. E. Van Vogt is literature. French SF is a hybrid of high literary art and
pulp and comic-book sensibilities, too often in conflict in the same story.
The selections in this book are exceptions to this and to that extent not
characteristic. The British have always considered SF'' part of contemporary
literature-although often, inferior literature, like most of the stuff the
Americans write. Ballard and Aldiss are important British writers, and
Kingsley Amis, in New Maps of HeII, wrote the first significant mainstream
book of criticism on science fiction in the late 1950s. But one feels a kind of
gloom emanating from British SR characteristic, as Brian Aldiss has
remarked, of a civilization that has, for the time being, given up on Empire
and technological advance. There are vigorous SF publishing industries in
Germany, Italy, Spain, and Scandinavia, but too little native writing of
high quality. The same holds for the countries of South America. fapan has
taken a great interest in SF in recent years, but the traditions of narrative
that we take for granted in fiction do not obtain in Japanese SF and very little
has been translated into English. Chinese SF is in the process of forming in
the 1980s, but no works have been translated yet. Only the Soviets have
gained faith in science and technology over recent decades, and it is from
the Soviet Union that the preponderance of foreign SF emanates.

Many commentators, including Darko Suvin and Franz Rottensteiner,
have noted that the primary force behind Soviet SF is utopian social
aspiration. Indeed, this seems to provide an impetus precisely parallel to the
imperial dreams of U. S. SF of a future made better through the application
of scientific knowledge and technology, a future filled with wonders. Most of
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the rest of the world sees SF as a repository of images that can be used in any

fantastic context. This attitude-so foreign to the core idea of U. S. science

fiction-will undoubtedly have an increasing influence upon SF writers

who aspire to literary eminence, even in the United States, whose science

fiction literature the acerbic Polish critic and writer Stanislaw Lem has

declared a hopeless case, redeemed only in the works of Philip K. Dick.

SF has been written off with repeated vehemence, perhaps because it

challenges so many preconceptions about what is good in literature by

being outside the normal criteria and yet popular and influential. Such a

writer as Kurt Vonnegut, lr., was recognized as important as he was

disavowin g any connection with genre SE iust as earlier Ray Bradbury

allowed himself to be winnowed out of the field he had grown up in by

friendly critics who said, in effect, "This is so good it can't possibly be SE " It

is high time readers discard such preconceptions, which have prevented the
recognition of many works of varied strengths and, sometimes, depth and
profundity.

This is a rich book, filled with ideas and images, wonders and excite-
ment. It offers many hours of thought-provoking reading, which will, I
hope, lead you to investigate the world of SF in more depth and with more
satisfaction. It contains a large variety of stories, providing a mixture of
American and international SE I confess to frustration that this volume
could not contain three times as much material, for the world of SF has
much more to offer.

David G. Hartwell
Pleasantville, New York
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Kurt Vonnegutb frrrt novel, Player Piano (/,952), was offered
by the Science Fiction Book Club and sold as SFrn paperback
as Utopia 14. In the 1950s Vonnegut published his short
stories in both slick fiction and SF magazines, attended the
Milford SF-writing workshop, wrote The Sirens of Titan
(1959), a Hugo Award nominee, about travel in space and
time, tfien Mother Night (1961), a mainstream novel on the
same theme as Robert A. Heinlerni Double Star (1956). But
he publicly disavowed the appellation of SF writer, iust as Ray
Bradbury had earlier in the 1950s allowed that label to be
lifted from his works, for the cultural and literary preiudices
of the 1950s and early 1960s denied serious attention and
monetary rewards to science frction writers, regardless of
merit. The situation has changed enough forVonnegutto say,
recently, "When I began to write stories about things I had
seen and wondered about in real life, people said I was
writing, hey presto, science frction. Yes, and people who write
faithfully about American urban life today will find them-
se/ves writing, hey presto, science fiction. This is nothing to
be ashamed about-and never was."

"Harrison Bergeron" was frrst published in The Magazine
of Fantasy & Science Fiction rn /96/,. It has all the out-
rugeous wit and moral force of Vonnegut at firs besf.
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-l-he year was 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren't only

I equal before God and the law. They were equal every which way.
I Nobody was smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better looking

than anybody else. Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. All
this equality was due to the 2l lth, 2l2th, and 2llth Amendments to the
Constitution, and to the unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States
Handicapper General.

Some things about living still weren't quite right, though. April, for
instance, still drove people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that
clammy month that the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron's
fourteen-year-old son, Harrison, away.

It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn't think about it very
hard. Hazel had a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn't
think about anything except in short bursts. And George, while his intel-
ligence was way above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear.
He was required by law to wear it at all times. It was tuned to a government
transmitter. Every twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out
some sharp noise to keep people like George from taking unfair advantage of
their brains.

George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel's
cheeks, but she'd forgotten for the moment what they were about.

On the television screen were ballerinas.
A buzzer sounded in George's head. His thoughts fled in panic, like

bandits from a burglar alarm.
"That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did," said Hazel.
"Huh?" said George.
"That dance-it was nice," said Hazel.
"Yup," said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They

weren't really very good-no better than anybody else would have been,
anyway. They were burdened with sash-weights and bags of birdshot, and
their faces were masked, so that no one, seeing a free and graceful gesture or
a pretty face, would feel like something the cat drug in. George was toying
with the vague notion that maybe dancers shouldn't be handicapped. But he
didn't get very far with it before another noise in his ear radio scattered his
thoughts.

George winced. So did two out of the eight ballerinas.
Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask

George what the latest sound had been.
"Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen hammer, "

said George.
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"l'd think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds,"
said Hazel, a little envious. 'All the things they thinkr'rp."

"um," said George.
"Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?" said

Hazel. Hazel, as a matter of fact, bore a strong resemblance to the Hand-

icapper General, a woman named Diana Moon Glampers. "lf I was Diana
Moon Glampers," said Hazel, "l'd have chimes on Sunday-just chimes.
Kind of in honor of religion."

"I could think, if it was just chimes," said George.
*Well-maybe make'em real loud," said Hazel. "l think I'd make a good

Handicapper General."
"Good as anybody else," said George.
"Who knows better'n I do what normal is?" said Hazel.
"Right," said George. He began to think glimmeringly about his abnor-

mal son who was now in jail, about Harrison, but a twenty-one-gun salute

in his head stopped that.
"Boy!" said Hazel, "that was a doozy, wasn't it?"

It was such adoozy that George was white and trembling, and tears stood

on the rims of his red eyes. Two of the eight ballerinas had collapsed to the

studio floor, were holding lheir temples.
'All of a sudden you loo$ so tired," said Hazel. "Why don't you stretch

out on the sofa, so's you lcan rest your handicap bag on the pillows,

honeybunch." She was referring to the forty-seven pounds of birdshot in a

canvas bag, which was padlocked around George's neck. "Go on and restthe

bag for a little while," she said. "l don't care if you're not equal to me for a

while. "

George weighed the bag with his hands. "l don't mind it," he said. "l

don't notice it any more. It's just a part of me."
"You been so tired lately-kind ofwore out," said Hazel. "lfthere was just

some way we could make a little hole in the bottom of the bag, and just take
out a few of them lead balls. fust a few. "

"Tho years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took
out," said George. "l don't call that a bargain."

"lf you could just take a few out when you came from work,' said Hazel.
"l mean-you don't compete with anybody around here. You just set
around. "

"lf I tried to get away with it," said George, "then other people'd get away
with it-and pretty soon we'd be right back to the dark ages again, with
everybody competing against everybody else. You wouldn't like that, would
you?"
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"l 'd hate it," said Hazel.
"There you are," said George. "The minute people start cheating on

laws, what do you think happens to society?"
If Hazel hadn't been able to come up with an answer to this question,

George couldn't have supplied one. A siren was going off in his head.
"Reckon ifd fall all apart," said Hazel.
"What would?" said George blankly.
"Society," said Hazel uncertainly. "Wasn't that what you just said?"
"Who knows?" said George.
The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It

wasn't clear at first as to what the bulletin was about, since the announcer,
like all announcers, had a serious speech impediment. For about half a
minute, and in a state of high excitement, the announcer tried to say,
"Ladies and gentlemen-"

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read.
"That's all right-" Hazelsaid of the announcer, "he tried. That's the big

thing. He tried to do the best he could with what God gave him. He should
get a nice raise for trying so hard. "

"Ladies and gqntlemen-" said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She
must have been extraordinarily beautiful, because the mask she wore was
hideous. And it was easy to see that she was the strongest and most graceful
of all the dancers, for her handicap bags were as big as those worn by two-
hundred-pound men.

And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair
voice for a woman to use. Her voice was a warm, luminous, timeless
melody. "Excuse me-" she said, and she began again, making her voice
absolutely uncompetitive.

"Harrison Bergeron , agefourteen," she said in a grackle squawk, "has just
escaped from iail, where he was held on suspicion of plotting to overthrow
the government. He is a genius and an athlete, is under-handicapped, and
should be regarded as extremely dangerous. "

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen-
upside down, then sideways, upside down again, then right side up. The
picture showed the full length of Harrison against a background calibrated
in feet and inches. He was exactly seven feet tall.

The rest of Harrison's appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody
had ever borne heavier handicaps. He had outgrown hindrances faster than
the H-G men could think them up. Instead of a little ear radio for a mental
handicap, he wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and spectacles with
thick wavy lenses. The spectacles were intended to make him not only half
blind, but to give him whanging headaches besides.



KURT VONNEGU]; JFI. / 7

Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain
symmetry, a military neatness to the handicaps issued to strong people, but
Harrison looked like a walking junkyard. In the race of life, Harrison
carried three hundred pounds.

And to offset his good looks, the H-G men required that he wear at all
times a red rubber ball for a nose, keep his eyebrows shaved off, and cover
his even white teeth with black caps at snaggle-tooth random.

"lf you see this boy," said the ballerina, "do not-l repeat, do not-try to
reason with him."

There was the shriek of a door being torn from its hinges.
Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set.

The photograph of Harrison Bergeron on the screen jumped again and
again, as though dancing to the tune of an earthquake.

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might
have-for many was the time his own home had danced to the same
crashing tune. "My God-" said George, "that must be Harrison!"

The realization was blasted from his mind instantlv bv the sound of an
automobile collision in his head.

When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was
gone. A living, breathing Harrison filled the screen.

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood in the center of the
studio. The knob of the uprooted studio door was still in his hand. Balle-
rinas, technicians, musicians, and announcers cowered on their knees
before him, expecting to die.

"I am the Emperor!" cried Harrison. "Do you hear? I am the Emperor!
Everybody must do what I say at once!" He stamped his foot and the studio
shook.

"Even as I stand here-" he bellowed, "crippled, hobbled, sickened-l
am a greater ruler than any man who ever lived! Now watch me become
what I can become!"

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper, tore
straps guaranteed to support five thousand pounds.

Harrison's scrap-iron handicaps crashed to the floor.
Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock that secured his

head harness. The bar snapped like celery. Harrison smashed his head-
phones and spectacles against the wall.

He flung away his rubber-ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed
Thor, the god of thunder.

"l shall now select my Empress!" he said, looking down on the cowering
people. "Let the first woman who dares rise to her feet claim her mate and
her throne!"
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A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying like a willow.
Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her

physical handicaps with marvelous delicacy. Last of all, he removed her
mask.

She was blindingly beautiful.
"Now-" said Harrison, taking her hand, "shall we show the people the

meaning of the word dance? Music!" he commanded.
The musicians scrambled back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped

them of their handicaps, too. "Play your best," he told them, "and I'll make
you barons and dukes and earls. "

The music began. It was normal at first-cheap, silly, false. But Harrison
snatched two musicians from their chairs, waved them like batons as he sang
the music as he wanted it played. He slammed them back into their chairs.

The music began again and was much improved.
Harrison and his Empress merely listened to the music for a while-

listened gravely, as though synchronizing their heartbeats with it.
They shifted their weights to their toes.
Harrison placed his big hands on the girl's tiny waist, letting her sense the

weightlessness that would soon be hers.
And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang!
Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and

the laws of motion as well.
They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capered, gamboled, and spun.
They leaped like deer on the moon.
The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers

nearer to it.
It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling.
They kissed it.
And then, neutralizing gravity with love and pure will, they remained

suspended in air inches below the ceiling, and they kissed each other for a
long, long time.

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came
into the studio with a double-barreled ten-gauge shotgun. She fired twice,
and the Emperor and the Empress were dead before they hit the floor.

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the
musicians and told them they had ten seconds to get their handicaps
back on.

It was then that the Bergerons' television tube burned out.
Hazelturned to comment about the blackout to George. But George had

gone out into the kitchen for a can of beer.
George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook
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him up. And then he sat down again. "You been crying?" he said to Hazel.
"Yrp," she said.
"What about?" he said.
"l forget," she said. "Something real sad on television."
"What was it?" he said.
"lt 's all kind of mixed up in my mind," said Hazel.
"Forget sad things," said George.
"l always do," said Hazel.
"That's my girl," said George. He winced. There was the sound of a

riveting gun in his head.
"Gee-l could tell that was a doozy," said Hazel.
"You can say that again," said George.
"Gee-" said Hazel, "l could tell that one was a doozy."



Fongetfulness

A revolutionary writer and editor, John W. Campbell, lr., was
the frrst man to set out to have a career in science fiction. He
imposed his ideas on the freld first through writing, both
under his own name and his pen name, Don A. Stuart, then
through his editorship of Astounding Science Fiction from
1937 until his death in 1971. "Forgetfulness"rs one of the last
Stuart stories, published in the lune 1937 issue ofAstounding
only months before Campbell became its editor and created
what is generally refened to as the Golden Age of SF in the
Iate 1930s and 1940s.

Campbell developed a whole stable of new young writers
willing and eager to meet his rigorous standards-Isaac Asi-
mov Robert A. Heinlein, L. Sprague de Camp, A. E. Van
Vogt, Theodore Sturgeon, and Alfred Bester, among them.
He also attracted the established writers, such as Clifford D.
Simak, Edward E. Smith, and lack Williamson, to fashion
the dominant model of contemporary science fiction, a com-
pound of scientifrc method, technological optimism, and
clear iournalistic prose, a problem-solving literature imbued
with depth of feeling and humanity.

"Forge{ulness" is the earliest story in this book, one of the
founding works of the modern field. According to Lester Del
Rey, another Campbell writer who has gone on to become a
major infuence, it is "one of the high points of all science
fiction." Less sophisticated in some ways than many other
selections, it remains a great original.
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on Thule, the astronomer, stood in the lock gate and looked down

across the sweep of gently rolling land. Slowly, he breathed in the

strange, tangy odors of this planet. There was something of a vast

triumph in his eyes, and something of sorrow. They had been here now

scarcely five hours, and the sun was still low in the east, rising slowly. Out
beyond, above the western horizon, a pale ghost of the strange twin world of
this planet, less than a third of a million miles distant, seemed a faint,
luminous cloud in the deep, serene blue of the sky.

It was triumph, for six long years of travel, at a speed close to that of light,
lay behind them; three and a half light-years distant was Pareeth, and the
crowding people who had built and launched the mighty two-thousand-
five-hundred-foot interstellar cruiser that had brought this little band of one
hundred. Launched in hope and striving, seeking a new sun with new
planets, new worlds to colonize. More than that, even, for this new-found
planet was a stepping-stone to other infinities beyond. Ten years of un-
broken travel was the maximum any ship they could build would endure.
They had found a planet; in fact, nine planets. Now, the range they might
explore for new worlds was extended by four light-years.

And there was sorrow there, too, for there was a race here now. Ron Thule
turned his eyes toward the little clustering village nestled in the swale of the
hills, a village of simple, rounded domes of some opalescent, glassy mate-
rial. A score of them straggled irregularly among the mighty, deep-green
trees that shaded them from the morning sun, twenty-foot domes of pearl
and rose and blue. The deep green of the trees and the soft green of the
mosslike grass that covered all the low, rounded hills made it very beautiful;
the sparkling colors of the little gardens about the domes gave it further
enchantment. It was a lovely spot, a spot where space-wearied, interstellar
wanderers might rest in delight.

Such it was. There was a race on this planet the men of Pareeth had found
after six long years of space, six years of purring, humming atomic engines
and echoing gray, steel fabric that carried and protected them. Harsh utility
of giant girders and rubbery flooring, the snoring drone of forty quadrillion
horsepower of atomic engines. It was replaced now by the soft coolness of the
grassy land; the curving steel of the girders gave way to the brown of arching
trees; the stern ceiling of steel plates gave way to the vast, blue arch of a
planet's atmosphere. Sounds died away in infinitudes where there was no
steel to echo them back; the unending drone of the mighty engines had
become breezes stirring, rustling leaves-an invitation to rest.

The race that lived here had long since found it such, it seemed. Ron
Thule looked across the little village of domes to the largest of them,
perhaps thirty feet across. Commander Shor Nun was there with his



1 2  /  F O F I G E T F U L N E S S

archeologist and anthropologist, and half a score of the men of this planet.
Rhth, they called it.

The conference was breaking up now. Shor Nun appeared, tall and
powerful, his muscular figure in trim Interstellar Expedition uniform of
utilitarian, silvery gray. Behind him came the other two in uniform-
young, powerful men of Pareeth, selected for this expedition because of
physical and mental perfection, as was every man of them.

Then came Seun, the man of Rhth. He was taller, slimmer, an almost
willowy figure. His lean body was clothed in an elastic, close-fitting suit of
golden stuff, while over his shoulders a glowing, magnificently shimmering
cape of rich blue was thrown. Five more of these men came out, each in a
golden suit, but the draped capes glowed in deep reds, and rich greens,
blues and violets. They walked leisurely beside the men of Pareeth. An
unconscious force made those trimly uniformed men walk in step between
the great, arching trees.

They came near, and Shor Nun called out, "ls the expedition ready?"
From the forward lock, Toth Mour replied, 'Ay., commander. Twenty-

two men. What do these people say?"
Shor Nun shook his head slightly. "That we may look as we wish. The city

is deserted. I cannot understand them. What arrangements have you
made?"

"The men you mentioned are coming. Each head of department, save
Ron Thule. There will be no work for the astronomer. "

"l will come, Shor Nun," called out the astronomer, softly. "l can sketch;
I would be interested."

"Well enough, as you like. Toth Mour, call the men into formation; we
will start at once. The day varies in length, but is some thirteen hours long at
this season, I am told."

Ron Thule leaped down to the soft turf and walked over toward the group.
Seun looked at him slowly and smiled. The man of Rhth looked taller from
this distance, nearly six and a third feet in height. His face was tanned to a
golden color that came near to matching the gold of his clothing. His eyes
were blue and very deep. They seemed uncertain-a little puzzled, curious
about these men, curious about the vast, gray bulk that had settled like a
grim shadow over the low hill. Half a mile in length, four hundred feet in

diameter, it loomed nearly as large as the age-old, eroded hills it had berthed

on. He ran a slim-fingered hand through the glinting golden hair that

curled in unruly locks above a broad, smooth brow.
"There is something for an astronomer in all this world, I think." He
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smiled at Ron Thule. 'Are not climate and soils and atmospheres the
province of astronomy, too?"

"The chemists know it better, " Ron Thule replied, and wondered slightly
at his replying. He knew that the man of Rhth had not spoken, simply that
the thought had come to be in his mind. "Each will have his special work,
save for me. I will look at the city. They will look at the buildings and girders

and the carvings or mechanisms, as is their choice. I will look at the city."

Uneasily, he moved away from the group, started alone across the field.
Uneasiness settled on him when he was near this Seun, this descendant of a
race that had been great ten millions of years before his own first sprang
from the swamps. Cheated heir to a glory five million years lost.

The low, green roll of the hill fell behind him as he climbed the grassy
flank. Very slowly before his eyes, the city lifted into view. Where the
swelling curve of the hill faded softly into the infinite blue of the sky, first
one little point, then a score, then hundreds appeared, as he walked up the
crest-the city.

Then he stood on the crest. The city towered before him, five miles away
across the gently rolling green swale. Titan city of a Titan race! The towers
glowed with a sun-fired opalescence in the golden light of the sun. How
long, great gods of this strange world, how long had they stood thus? Three
thousand feet they rose from the level of age-sifted soil at their bases, three
thousand feet of mighty mass, stupendous buildings of the giants long
dead.

The strange little man from a strange little world circling a dim, forgotten
star looked ,rp at them, and they did not know, or care. He walked toward
them, watched them climb into the blue of the sky. He crossed the broad
green of the land, and they grew in their uncaring maiesty.

Sheer, colossal mass, immeasurable weights and loading they were-and
they seemed to foat there on the grace of a line and a curve, half in the deep
blue of the sky, half touching the warm, bright green of the land. They
floated still on the strength of a dream dreamed by a man dead these
millions of years. A brain had dreamed in terms of lines and curves and
sweeping planes, and the brain had built in terms of opal crystal and vast
masses. The mortal mind was buried under unknown ages, butan immortal
idea had swept life into the dead masses it molded-they lived and foated
still on the memory of a mighty glory. The glory of the race-

The race that lived in twenty-foot, rounded domes.
The astronomer turned. Hidden now by the rise of the verdant land was

one of the villages that race built today. Low, rounded things, built,



1 4  /  F C ] F I G E T F U L N E S S

perhaps, of this same, strange, gleaming crystal, a secret half-remembered
from a day that must have been-

The city flamed before him. Across ten-or was it twenty-thousand
millenniums, the thought of the builders reached to this man of another
race. A builder who thought and dreamed of a mighty future, marching on,
on forever in the aisles of time. He must have looked from some high, wind-
swept balcony of the city to a star-sprinkled sky-and seen the argosies of
space: mighty treasure ships that swept back to this remembered home,
coming in from the legion worlds of space, from far stars and unknown,
clustered suns; Titan ships, burdened with strange cargoes of unguessed
things.

And the city peopled itself before him; the skies stirred in a moment's
flash. It was the day of Rhth's glory then! Mile-long ships hovered in the
blue, settling, slow, slow, home from worlds they'd circled. Familiar sights,
familiar sounds, greeting their men again. Flashing darts of silver that
twisted through mazes of the upper air, the soft, vast music of the mighty
city. The builder lived, and looked out across his dream-

But, perhaps, from his height in the looming towers he could see across
the swelling ground to the low, rounded domes of his people, his far
descendants seeking the friendly shelter of the shading trees-

Ron Thule stood among the buildings of the city. He trod a pavement of
soft, green moss, and looked behind to the swell of the land. The wind had
laid this pavement. The moving air was the only force that maintained the
city's walks. A thousand thousand years it has swept its gatherings across the
plain, and deposited them as an offering at the base of these calm towers.
The land had built up slowly, age on age, till it was five hundred feet higher
than the land the builder had seen.

But his dream was too well built for time to melt away. Slowly time was
burying it, even as long since time had buried him. The towers took no
notice. They dreamed up to the blue of the skies and waited. They were
patient; they had waited now a million, or was it ten million years? Some
day, some year, the builders must return, dropping in their remembered
argosies from the far, dim reaches of space, as they had once these ages gone.
The towers waited; they were faithful to their trust. They had their memo-
ries, memories of a mighty age, when giants walked and worlds beyond the
stars paid tribute to the city. Their builders would come again. Till then,
naught bothered them in their silence.

But where the soft rains of a hundred thousand generations had drained
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from them, their infinite endurance softened to its gentle touch. Etched

channels and rounded gutters, the mighty carvings dimming, rounding,

their powerful features betrayed the slow effects. Perhaps-it had been so

long-so long-even the city was forgetting what once it was. They had

waited, these towers, for-
And the builders walked in the shade of the trees, and built rounded

domes. And a new race of builders was come, a race the city did not notice in

its age-long quiet. Ron Thule looked up to them and wondered if it were

meant to be that his people should carry on the dream begun so long ago.

Softened by the silence, voices from the expedition reached him.

"-diamond won't scratch it, Shor Nun-more elastic than beryl steel.

Tough-" That was Dee Lun, the metallurgist. He would learn that secret

somehow. They would all learn. And Shor Nun, commander, executive,

atomic engineer, would learn the secrets that their power plants must hold.

The dream-the city's life-would go on!

Ron Thule wandered on. No duty his, todayi no responsibility to study

carefully the form and turn of sweeping line, the hidden art that foated ten

millions of tons of mass on the grace of a line. Thatfor the archeologist and

the engineer. Nor his to study the cunning form of brace and girder, the

making of the pearly walls. That for the metallurgist and the chemist.

Seun was beside him, looking slowly about the great avenues that swept

away into slim canyons in the distance.
"Your people visited ours, once," said Ron Thule softly. "There are

legends, the golden gods that came to Pareeth, bringing gifts of fire and the

bow and the hammer. The myths have endured through two millions of our
years-four and a half millions of yours. With fire and bow and hammer my
people climbed to civilization. With atomic power they blasted themselves

back to the swamps. Four times they climbed, discovered the secret of the

atom, and blasted themselves back to the swamps. Yet all the changes could
not efface the thankfulness to the golden gods, who came when Pareeth was
young. "

Seun nodded slowly. His unspoken thoughts formed clear and sharp in
the astronomer's mind. "Yes, I know. It was the city builders. Once, your sun
and ours circled in a system as a double star. A wandering star crashed
through that system, breaking it, and in the breaking making planets. Your
sun circled away, the new-formed planets cooling; our Sun remained, these
worlds coolingtill the day life appeared. We are twin races, born of the same
stellar birth. The city builders knew that, and sought your worlds. They
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were a hundred thousand light-years distant, in that time, across all the
widfh of the galaxy, as the two suns circled in separate orbits about the mass
ofthe galaxy.

"The city builders went to see your race but once. They had meant to
return, but before the return was made they had interfered in the history of
another race, helping them. For their reward the city builders were attacked
by their own weapons, by their own pupils. Never again have we disturbed
another race."

'Across the galaxy, though. The Great Year-how could they-so manv
stars - " 

'

"The problem of multiple bodies? The city builders solved it; they traced
the orbits of all the suns of all space; they knew then what sun must once
have circled with ours. The mathematics of it-l have forgotten-l cannot
develop it. I am afraid I cannot answer your thoughts. My people have
forgotten so many things the city builders knew.

"But your people seek entrance to the buildings. I know the city, all its
ways and entrances. The drifting soil has covered every doorway, save those
that once were used for the great airships. They are still unblocked. I know
of one at this level, I think. Perhaps-"

Ron Thule walked slowly back toward the group. Seun was speaking with
Shor Nun, and now they angled off across the city. Their voices hushed;
their footfalls were lost in the silence that brooded endlessly over the towers.
Down timeless avenues they marched, a tiny band in the valley of the
Titans. The towers marched on and on, on either side, up over low hills,
beyond the horizon. Then, before them, in the side of one of the milky walls
a great opening showed. Some five feet above the level of the drifted soil, it
led into the vast, black maw of the building. The little party grouped at the
base, then, laboriously, one of the engineers boosted and climbed his way to
the threshold and dropped a rope to a companion.

Seun stood a bit apart, till Shor Nun lifted himself up to the higher level
and stood on the milky floor. Then the man of Rhth seemed to glow slightly;
a golden haze surrounded him and he floated effortlessly up from the
ground and into the doorway.

The engineers, Shor Nun, all stood
stopped, turned, half-smiling. "How? It is

"lt defies gravity?" asked Shor Nun, his
interest.

frozen, watching him. Seun
the lathan, the suit I wear."

dark eyes narrowing in keenest

"Defies gravity? No, it does not defy, for gravity is a natural law. The city
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builders knew that. They made these suits shortly before they left the city.

The lathan simply bends gravity to will. The mechanism is in the filaments

of the back, servant to a wish. Its operation-I know only vague principles.

I-l have forgotten so much. I will try to explain-"
Ron Thule felt the thoughts parading through his mind: Nodes and

vibrations, atoms and less than atoms, a strange, invisible fabric of woven

strains that were not there. His mind rebelled. Vague, inchoate stirrings of

ideas that had no clarity; the thoughts were formless and indistinct, uncer-

tain of themselves. They broke off.
"We have forgotten so much of the things the city builders knew their arts

and techniques," Seun explained. "They built things and labored that

things might surround and protect them, so they thought. They labored
generations that this city might be. They strove and thought and worked,
and built fleets that sailed beyond the farthest star the clearest night reveals.
They brought here their gains, their hard-won treasures-that they might
build and make to protect these things.

"They were impermanent things, at best. How little is left of their five-
million-year striving. We have no things today, nor any protecting of things.
And we have forgotten the arts they developed to protect and understand
these things. And with them, I am sorry, I have forgotten the thoughts that
make the lathan understandable."

Shor Nun nodded slowly, turned to his party. Ron Thule looked back
from this slight elevation, down the long avenue. And his eyes wandered
aside to this descendant of the mighty dreamers, who dreamed no more.

"Seek passages to lower levels," said Shor Nun's voice. "Their records,
their main interest must have centered near the ancient ground level. The
engineers-we will seek the lowest, subsurface levels, where the powers and
the forces of the city must have been generated. Come."

The opalescent light that filtered through the walls of the building faded to a
rose dusk as they burrowed deeper into the vastpile. Corridors branched and
turned; rooms and offices dust littered and barren opened from them.
Down the great two-hundred-foot corridor by which they had entered, ships
had once foated, and at the heart of the building was a cavernous place
where these ships had once rested-and rested still! Great, dim shapes, half-
seen in the misted light that filtered through wall on translucent wall.

The room blazed suddenly with the white light of half a dozen atomic
torches, and the opalescent walls of the room refected the flare across the
fat, dusty sweep of the great foor. Tivo-score smooth shapes of fowing lines
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clustered on the floor, a forgotten company of travelers that had stopped
here, once; when the city roared in triumphant life. A powdery, gray Just
covered their crystal hulls.

Slowly, Shor Nun walked toward the nearest of them, a slim, thirty-foot-
long private ship, waiting through eternity for a forgotten hand. The open
lock at the side lighted suddenly at the touch of his foot, and soft tiitrts
appeared throughout the ship. Somewhere a soft, low humming began, and
faded into silence in a moment. "Drus Nol-come with tne. Seun, do you
know the mechanism of these ships?"

The man of Rhth hesitated, then shook his head slowly. "l cannot explain
it. " He sighed. "They will not function now; they drew their power from the
central plant of the city, and that has ceased operation. The last of the city
builders shut it down as they left. "

The men of Pareeth entered the ship hesitantly, and even while they
walked toward the central control cabin at the nose, the white lighting
dimmed through yellow, and faded out. Only their own torches remained.
The stored power that had lain hidden in some cells aboard this craft was
gone in a last, fiful glow. Somewhere soft, muffed thuds of relays acted,
switching vainly to seek charged, emergency cells. The lights fared
and died, flared and vanished. The questing relays relaxed with a tired
click.

Dust-shrouded mechanism, etched in the light of faring torches, greeted
their eyes, hunched bulks, and gleaming tubes of glassy stuff that, by its
sparkling, fiery life must be other than any glass they knew, more nearly kin
to the brilliant refraction of the diamond.

"The power plant, " said Shor Nun softly, "l think we had best look at that
first. These are probably delayed; there might still be some stored power in
the central plant they could pick up and give us a fatal shock. The insulation
here-"

But the city builders had built well. There was no sign of frayed and age-
rotted insulation. Only slight gray dust lay in torn blankets, tender fabric
their movements had disturbed.

Seun walked slowly toward the far end of the room, rounding the silent,
lightless bulks ofthe ancient ships. The dust of forgotten ages stirred softly in
his wake, settled behind him. The men of Pareeth gathered in his steps,
followed him toward the far wall.

A doorway opened there, and they entered a small room. The archeolo-
gist's breath whistled: the four walls were decorated with friezes of the history
of the race that had built, conquered and sailed a universe-and lived in
domes under sheltering trees.

Seun saw his interest, touched a panel at his side. Soundlessly, a door slid
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from the wall, clicked softly, and completed the frieze on that wall. The

archeologist was sketching swiftly, speaking to the chemist and the photog-

rapher rr-h. worked. The torches flared higher for a moment, and the men

*bued about in the twenty-foot room, making way for the remembering eye

of the little camera.
As Seun touched another stud, the door slid back into the wall. The room

of the ships was gone. Hastily, the men of Pareeth turned to Seun'

"Will that elevator work safely to raise us again? You said the power was

cut off-"
"There is stored power. Nearly all has leaked away, but it was designed to

be sufficient to run all this city and all its ships, wherever they might be, for

seven days. There is power enough. And there are foot passages if you fear

the power will not be sufficient. This is the lowest level; this is the level of the

-r.hin.r, the heart of the city-nearly one thousand feet below the level at

which we entered."
'Are the machines, the power plant, in this building?"
"There is only one building, here beneath the ground. It is the city, but it

has many heads. The power plant is offhere, I think. It has been a long time

since I came this way. I was young then, and the city builders fascinated me.

Their story is interesting and-"
"lnteresting-" The thought seemed to echo in Ron Thule's mind. The

story of the conquest of the universe, the story of achievement such as his

race could only dream of yet. They had dreamed-and done! And that, to

their descendants, that was- interesting. Interesting to this dark, strange

labyrinth of branching corridors, and strange, hooded bulks. Production

machinery, he knew, somehow, production machinery that forgotten work-

men had hooded as they stepped away temporarily-for a year or two,

perhaps till the waning populition should increase again and make new

d.*andt on it. Then great storerooms, bundled things that might be

needed, spare parts, and stored records and deeds. Libraries of dull metal

under gray dust. The unneeded efforts of a thousand generations, rotting in

this quiet dark that he, Ron Thule, and his companions had disturbed with

the moment's rush of atomic fame.
Then the tortuous corridor branched, joined others, became suddenly a

great avenue descending into the power room, the heart of the city and all

that it had meant. They waited still, the mighty engines the last of the
builders had shut down as he left, waited to start again the work they had

dropped for the moment, taking a well-earned rest. But they must have
grown tired in that rest, that *iiting for the resurgence of their masters.
They glowed dimly under the thin blankets of grayed dust, reflecting the
clear brilliance of the prying light.



2 Q  /  F O F I G E T F U L N E S S

Shor Nun halted at the gate, his engineer beside him. Slowly, Seun of Rhth
paced into the great chamber. "By the golden gods of pareeth, Drus Nol, do
you see that insulation-those buss-bars!"

"Five million volts, if it's no better than we build," the engineer said, "and
I suppose they must be busses, though, by the stars of qpace, they look
like columns! They're twenty-five feet through. But, man, man, the
generator-for it must be a generator-it's no longer than the busses it
energizes. "

"When the generator operated," Seun's thoughts came, ,.the field it
created ran through the bars, so that they, too, became nearly perfect
conductors. The generator supplied the city, and its ships, wherever in all
space they might be. " And the further thought came into their minds, "lt
was the finest thing the city builders had. "

Shor Nun stepped over the threshold. His eyes followed the immense
busses, across in a great loop to a dimly sparkling switch panel, then across,
and down to a thing in the center of the hall, a thing-

Shor Nun cried out, laughed and sobbed all at one moment. His hands
clawed at his eyes; he fell to his knees, groaning. "Don't look-by the gods,
don't look-" he gasped.

Drus Nol leaped forward, bent at his side. Shor Nun's feet moved in slow
arcs through the dust of the floor, and his hands covered his face.

Seun of Rhth stepped over to him with a strange deliberation that yet was
speed. "Shor Nun," came his thought, and the man of pareeth straightened
under it, "stand up. "

Slowly, like an automaton, the commander of the expedition rose,
twitching, his hands falling to his sides. His eyes were blank, white things in
their sockets, and horrible to look at.

"Shor Nun, look at me, turn your eyes on me, " said Seun. He stood half a
head taller than the man of Pareeth, very slim and straight, and his eyes
seemed to glow in the light that surrounded him.

As though pulled by a greater force, Shor Nun's eyes turned slowly, and
first their brown edges, then the pupils showed again. The frozen madness
in his face relaxed; he slumped softly into a more natural position-and
Seun looked away.

Unsteadily, Shor Nun sat down on a great angling beam. "Don't look for
the end of those busses, Drus Nol-it is not good. They knew all the
universe, and the ends of it, long before they built this city. The things these
men have forgotten embrace all the knowledge our race has, and a thousand
thousand times more, and yet they have the ancient characteristics that
made certain things possible to the city builders. I do not know what that
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thing may be, but my eyes had to follow it, and it went into another

dimension. Seun, what is that thing?"
"The generator supplied the power for the city, and for the ships of the

city, wheiever they might be in space. In all the universe they could draw on

the power of that generator, through that sorgan unit. That was the master

uniq from it flowed the power of the generator, instantaneously, to any ship

in all space, so long as its corresponding unit was tuned. It created a field

rotating"-and the minds of his hearers refused the term- "which involves,

as well, time.
"ln the first revolution it made, the first day it was built, it circled to the

ultimate end of time and the universe, and back to the day it was built. And

in all that sweep, every sorgan unit tuned to it must follow. The power that

drove it died when the city was deserted, but it is still making the first

revolution, which it made and completed in the first hundredth of a second

it existed.
"Because it circled to the end of time, it passed this moment in its swing,

and every other moment that ever is to be. Were yqu to wipe it out with your

mightiest atomic blast, it would not be disturbed, for it is in the next instant,

as it was when it was built. And so it is at the end of time, unchanged.

Nothing in space or time can alter that, for it has already been at the end of

time. That is why it rotates still, and will rotate when this world dissolves,

and the stars die out and scatter as dust in space. Only when the ultimate

equality is established, when no more change is, or can be will it be at rest-

for then other things will be equal to it, all space equated to it, because

space, too, will be unchanged through time.
"Since, in its first swing, it turned to that time, and back to the day it was

built, it radiated its power to the end of space and back. Anywhere, it might

be drawn on, and was drawn on by the ships that sailed to other stars. "

Ron Thule glanced very quickly toward and away from the sorgan unit. It

rotated motionlessly, twinkling and winking in swift immobility. It was

some ten feet in diameter, a round spheroid of rigidly fixed coils that slipped

away and away in flashing speed. His eyes twisted and his thoughts seemed

to freeze as he looked at it. Then he seemed to see beyond and through it, as

though it were an infinite window, to ten thousand other immobile, swiftly

spinning coils revolving in perfect harmony, and beyond them to strange

stars and worlds beyond the suns-a thousand cities such as this on a
thousand planets: the empire of the city builders!

And the dream faded-faded as that dream in stone and crystal and

metal, everlasting reality, had faded in the softness of human tissue.
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The ship hung motionless over the towers for a long moment. Sunlight,
reddened as the stars sank behind the far hilis, flushed their opalescent
beauty with a soft tint, softened even the harsh, utilitarian gray of ihe great,
interstellar cruiser above them into an idle, rosy dream. A dream, p.ihrp,
such as the towers had dreamed ten thousand times ten thousand times these
long eons they had waited?

Ron Thule looked down at them, and a feeling of satisfaction and
fulfillment came to him. Pareeth would send her chiidren. A colony here,
on this ancient world would bring a new, stronger blood to wash up in a great
tide, to carry the ideals this race had forgotten to new heights, new
achievements. Over the low hills, visible from this elevation, lay t[e simple,
rounded domes of the people of Rhth-Seun and his little clan of half a
hundred-the dwindling representatives of a once-great race.

It would mean death to these people-these last descendants. A new
world, busy with a great work of reconquering this system, then all space!
They would have no time to protect and care for these forgetful ones; ih.r.
people of Rhth inevitably would dwindle swiftly in a strange, busy world.
They who had forgotten progress five millions of years before; they who had
been untrue to the dream of the city builders.

It was for Pareeth, and the sons of Pareeth to carry on the abandoned path
again-

CONCLUSION OF THE REPORT
TO THE COMMITTEE OF

PAREETH
SUBMITTED BY SHOR NUN,

COMMANDER OF'THE FIRST
INTERSTELLAR EXPEDITION

-thus it seemed wise to me that we leave at the end of a single week, despite
the obiections of those members of the expedition personnel who had had
no opportunity to see this world. It was better not to disturb the decadent
inhabitants of Rhth in any further degree, and better that we return to
Pareeth with these reports as soon as might be, since building operations
would soon commence on the twelve new ships.

I suggest that these new ships be built of the new material rhthite, superior
to our best previous materials. As has been shown by the incredible endur-
ance of the buildings of the city, this material is exceedingly stable, and we
have found it may be synthesized from the cheapest materials, saving many
millions in the construction work to be undertaken.

It has been suggested by a certain member of the expedition, Thon Raul
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the anthropologist, that we may underestimate the degree of civilization

actually retained by the people of Rhth, specifically that it is possible that a

type of civilization exists so radically divergent from our own, that it is to us

,rnr..ognizable as civilization. His suggestion of a purely mental civiliza-

tion of a high order seems untenable in the face of the fact that Seun, a man

well-respected by his fellows, was unable to project his thoughts clearly at

any time, nor was there any evidence that any large proportion of his

thoughts were to himself of a high order of clarity. His answers were typified

by "I have forgotten the development-" or "lt is difficult for me to

explain-" or "The exact mechanism is not understood by all of us-a few

historians-"
It is, of course, impossible to disprove the assertion that such a civiliza-

tion is possible, but there arises in my mind the question of advantage

gained, it being a maxim of any evolutionary or advancing process that the

change so made is, in some manner, beneficial to the modified organism of

society. Evidently, from the statements made by Seun of Rhth, they have

forgotten the knowledge once held by the mighty race that built the cities,

and have receded to a state of repose without labor or progress of any kind.

Thon Raul has mentioned the effect produced on me by close observation

of the sorgan mechanism, and further stated that Seun was able to watch

this same mechanism without trouble, and able to benefit me after my

unfortunate experience. I would point out that mental potentialities decline

extremely slowly; it is possible that the present, decadent people have the

mental potentialities, still inherent in them, that permitted the immense

civilization of the city builders.
It lies there, dormant. They are lost for lack of the driving will that makes

it effective. The Pareeth, the greatest ship our race has ever built, is

powered, fueled, potentially mighty now-and inert for lack of a man's

driving will, since no one is at her helm.
So it is with them. Still, the mental capacity of the race overshadows us.

But the divine fire of ambition has died. Th.y rely wholly on materials and

tools given them by a long-dead people, using even these in an automatic

and uncomprehending way, as they do their curious flying suits.
Finally, it is our conclusion that the twelve ships under consideration

should be completed with all possible speed, and the program as at present

outlined carried out in full; i.e., seven thousand six hundred and thirty-
eight men and women between the ages of eighteen and twenty-eight will
be selected on a basis of health, previous family history, personal character
and ability as determined by psychological tests. These will be transported,
together with a basic list of necessities, to the new planet, leaving in the early
months of the coming year.
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Six years will be required for this trip. At the end of the first year on the
new planet, when some degree of organization has been attainei, one ship,
refueled, will return to Pareeth. At the end of the second year two ships *ili
return from Rhth with all data accumulated in that period. Thereafter, two
will sail each year.

On Pareeth, new ships will be manufactured at whatever rate seems
practicable, that more colonists may be sent as swiftly as they desire. It is
suggested, however, that, in view of the immense scientific advancements
already seen in the cities of Rhth, no new ships be made until a ship returns
with the reports of the first year's studies, in order that any resultant scientific
advances may be incorporated.

The present crew of the Pareeth have proven themselves in every way
competent, courageous and codperative. As trained and experienced inter-
stellar operators, it is further suggested that the one hundred men be divided
among the thirteen ships to sail, the Pareefh retaining at least fifty of her
present crew and acting as guide to the remainder of the fleet. Ron Thule, it
is specifically requested, shall be astronomical commander of the feet
aboard the fagship. His astronomical work in positioning and calculating
the new system has been of the highest order, and his jr.r.n.. is vitally
needed.

Signed by me, SHOR NUN,
this thirty-second dry after
landing.

UNANIMOUS REPORT OF THE
COMMITTEE OF PAREETH ON

THE FIRST EXPEDITION TO THE
PLANET RHTH

The Committee of Pareeth, after due consideration of the reports of
Folder Rl27-s6-l l, entitled "lnterstellar Exploration Reports, Expedition
I" do send to commander of said expedition, Shor Nun, greetings.

The committee finds the reports highly satisfying, both in view of the
successful nature of the expedition, and in that they represent an almost
unanimous opinion.

In consequence, it is ordered that the ships designated by the department
of engineering plan as numbers 18834-18846 be constructed with all such
speed as is possible.

It is ordered that the seven thousand six hundred and thirty-eight young
people be chosen in the manner prescribed in the attached docket of details.
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It is ordered that in the event of the successful termination of the new

colonizing expedition, such arrangements shall be made that the present,

decadentinhrbitrnts of the planet Rhth shall be allowed free and plentiful

land; that they shall be in no way molested or attacked. It is the policy of this

committe. oi Prr.eth that this race shall be wards of the newly founded

Rhth State, to be protected and in all ways aided in their life.

We feel, further, a deep obligation to this race in that the archeologist

and anthropological reports clearly indicate that it was the race known to

them as thecity builders who first brought fire, the bow and the hammer to

our race in mythological times. Once their race gave ours a foothold on the

climb to civilization. It is our firm policy that these last, decadent members

of that great race shall be given all protection, assistance and encourage-

ment possible to tread again the climbing path.

It isordered that the first colony city on Rhth shall be established at the

spot represented on the accompanying maps as N'yor, as called in the

lalguage of the Rhth people, near the point of landing of the first expedi-

tion. The nearby settlement of the Rhth people is not to be molested in any

way, unless military action is forced upon the colonists.

It is ordered that if this condition shall arise, if the Rhth people object to

the proposed settlement at the spot designated as N'yor, arbitration be

attempted. Should this measure prove unsuccessful, military penalties

shall be exacted, but only to the extent found necessary for effective action.

The colonists shall aid in the moving of the settlement of the Rhth people, if

the Rhth people do not desire to be near the city of the colonists.

In any case, it is ordered that the colonists shall, in every way within their

aid, advance and inspire the remaining people of Rhth.

It is further ordered that Shor Nun, commander, shall be plenipotentiary

representative of the committee of Pareeth, with all powers of a discretion-

ary nature, his command to be military and of unquestioned authority until

such time as the colony shall have been established for a period of two years.

There shall then have been established a representative government of such

nature and powers as the colonists themselves find suitable.

It is then suggested that this government, the State of Rhth, shall

exchange such representatives with the committee of Pareeth as are suitable

in the dealings of two sovereign powers.

Until the establishment of the State of Rhth, it is further ordered that-

The grassland rolled away very softly among the brown boles of scattered

trees. It seemed unchanged. The city seemed unchanged, foating as it had

a thousand thousand years halfuay between the blue of the sky and the green
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of the planet. Only it was not alone in its opalescent beauty now, twelve great
ships floated serene, motionless, above its to*ers, matching them in glow-
ing color. And on the low roll of the hilr, a thirteenth ship] gray andlrim
and scarred with eighteen years of nearly continuous space travel, ,.rt d.
The locks moved; men stepped forth into the light of the ior, ,ft.rnoon sun.

To their right, the mighty monument of the.ity Uuitaers; to their left, the
low, rounded domes of the great race's descendants. Ron Thule stepped
down from the lock to ioin the eight department commanders who stood
looking across toward the village among the trees.

Shor Nun turned slowly to the men with him, shook his head, smiling. ',I
did not think to ask. I have no idea what their life span may be. Perhaps the
man we knew as seun has died. when I first landed here, I was a young
man. I am middle-aged now. That time may mean old age and extinction to
these people. "

"There is one man coming toward us now Shor Nun," said Ron Thule
softly. "He is floating on his-what was that name?-it is a long time since I
heard it. "

The man came nearer leisurely; time seemed to mean little to these
people. The soft, blue glow of his suitgrew, and he moved a bit more rapidly,
as though conscious of their importance. "[-l think that is Seun," said the
archeologist. "I have seen those pictures so many times-"

Seun stood before them again, smiling the slow, easy smile they had
known twelve years before. Still he stood slim and straight, his face lined
only with the easy gravings of humor and kindliness. He was as unchanged
as the grassland, as the eternal city. The glow faded as he settled beiore
them, noiselessly. "You have come back to Rhth, shor Nun?"

"Yes, Seun. We promised you that when we left. And with some of our
people as well. We hope to establish a colony here, near the ancient city;
hope some day to learn again the secrets of the city builders, to roam space
as they once did. Perhaps we will be able to occupy some of the long-
deserted buildings of the city and bring life to it again.,''A permanent colony?" asked Seun thoughtfully.

"Yes, Seun."
"There are many other cities here, on this planet, nearly as large,

equipped with all the things that made this city. To -y race the quiet of the
unstirred air is very dear; could you not as easily establish your colony in
Shao-or Loun-any of the other places?"

Shor Nun shook his head slowly. "l am sorry, Seun. We had hoped to live
near you, that we might both discover again those forgotten secrets. We
must stay here, for this was the last city your people deserted; here in it are all
the things they ever built, the last achievements of the city builders. We will
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aid you in moving your colony if you wish, to some other meadowland near

the sea. All the t"otta is the same to your people; only this city was built in

this way; it was the last to be deserted. "

Seun exhaled softly, looked at the ten men of Pareeth. His mind seemed

groping, feeling foi something. His deep blue eyes misted in thought, then

.t.rt a ttowly as Ron Thule watched. Slowly, they moved from man to man

of the group, pausing a moment at the anthropologist, catching Shor Nun's

gaze for an instant, centering slowly on Ron Thule'

Ron Thule looked into the deep eyes for a moment, for a long eternity-

deep, clear eyes, like mountain lakes. Subtly, the Rhthman's face seemed to

change as he watched the eyes. The languor there changed, became a sense

of timelessness, of limitlessness. The pleasant, carefree air became, some-

how-different. It was the same, but as the astronomer looked into those

eyes, a new interpretation came to him. A sudden, vast fear welled up in

trim, so that his heart contracted, and a sudden tremor came to his hands.

"You have forgotten-" he mumbled unsteadily. "Yes-but you-"

Seun smiled, the firm mouth relaxing in approval. "Yes, Ron Thule.

That is enough. I sought your mind. Someone must understand. Remem-

ber that only twice in the history of our race have we attempted to alter the

course of another's history, for by that you will understand what I must do. "

Seun's eyes turned away. Shor Nun was looking at him, and Ron Thule

realized, without quite understanding his knowledge, that no time had

elapsed for these others. Now he stood motionless, paralyzed with a new

understanding.
"We must stay here," Seun's mind voice spoke softly. "I, too, had hoped

we might live on this world together, but we are too different. We are too far

apart to be so near."
"You do not wish to move?" asked Shor Nun sorrowfully.

Seun looked up. The twelve great interstellar cruisers hovered closer now,

forming, almost, a roof over this conference ground. "That would be for the

council to say, I know. But I think they would agree with me, Shor Nun. "

Vague pictures and ideas moved through their minds, thoughts emanat-

ing from Seun's mind. Slowly, his eyes dropped from the twelve opalescent

cruisers to the outstretched palm of his hand. His eyes grew bright, and the

lines of his face deepened in concentration. The air seemed to stir and move;

a tenseness of inaction came over the ten men of Pareeth and they moved

restlessly.

Quite abruptly, a dazzling light appeared over Seun's hand, sparkling,

myriad colors-and died with a tiny, crystalline clatter. Something lay in
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his upturned palm: a
through with veins and
altered as they watched,
light.

round, small thing of aquamarine
arteries of softly pulsing, silver light.
fading in color, changing the form

crystal, shot
It moved and

and outline of

Again the tinkling, crystalline clatter came, and some rearrangement
had taken place. There lay in his hand a tiny globe of ultimate nilht, an
essence of darkness that no light could illumine, cased in a crystal surface.
stars shone in it, from the heart, from the borders, stars that moved and
turned in majestic splendor in infinite smallness. Then faded.

Seun raised his eyes. The darkness faded from the crystal in his hand, and
pulsing, little veins of light appeared in it. He raised it in his fingers, and
nine of Pareeth's men fell back. Ron Thule looked on with frozen. wooden
face.

A wave of blue haze washed out, caught and lifted the men and carried
them effortlessly, intangibly back to the lock, through the lock. From the
quiet of the grasslands they were suddenly in the steel of the ship that
clanged and howled with alarms. Great engines bellowed suddenly io life.

Ron Thule stood at the great, clear port light of the lock. Outside, Seun,
in his softly glowing suit, floated a few feet from the ground. Abruptly, the
great atomic engines of the Pareeth shrilled a chorus of ravening hate, and
from the three great projectors the annihilating beams tore out, shrieking
destruction through the air-and vanished. Seun stood at the junction of
death, and his crystal glowed softly. Thelve floating ships screamed to the
tortured shriek of overloaded atomics, and the planet below cursed back
with quarter-mile-long tongues of lightning.

Somewhere, everywhere, the universe thrummed to a vast, crystalline
note, and hummed softly. In that instant, the green meadowland of Rhth
vanished; the eternal city dissolved into blackness. Only blackness, starless,
lightless shone outside the lock port light. The soft, clear note of the crystal
hummed and beat and surged. The atomic engine's cry died full throated.
An utter, paralyzed quiet descended on the ship, so that the cry of a child
somewhere echoed and reverberated noisily down the steel corridors.

The crystal in Seun's hand beat and hummed its note. The blackness
beyond the port became gray. One by one, six opalescent ships shifted into
view in the blackness beyond, moving with a slow deliberation, as though
forced by some infinite power into a certain, predetermined configuration.
Like atoms in a crystal lattice they shifted, seemed to click into place and
hold steady-neatly, geometrically arranged.
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Then noise came back to the ship; sounds that crept in, afraid of themselves,
grew courageous and clamored; pounding feet of men, and women's screams.

"We're out of space," gasped Shor Nun. "That crystal-that thing in his
hand - "

"ln a space of our own," said Ron Thule. "Wait till the note of the crystal
dies down. It is weakening, weakening slowly, to us, but it will be gone, and
then-"

Shor Nun turned to him, his dark eyes shadowed, his face pale and
drawn. "What do you know-hs14r-"

Ron Thule stood silent. He did not know. Somewhere, a crystal echoed
for a moment in rearrangement and tinkling sound; the universe echoed to
it softly, as the last, faint tone died away.

"Shor Nun-Shor Nun-" a slow, wailing cry was building up in the
ship. Scampering feet on metal floors became a march.

Shor Nun sobbed once. "That crystal-they had not lost the weapons of
the city builders. Space of our own? No-it is like the sorgan: It rotates us to
the end of timelThis is the space we knew-when all time has died, and the
stars are gone and the worlds are dust. This is the end of the nothingness.
The city builders destroyed their enemies thus-by dumping them at the
end of time and space. I know. They must have. And Seun had the ancient
weapon. When the humming note of the crystal dies-the lingering force
of translation-

"Then we shall die, too. Die in the death of death. Oh, gods-Sulon-
Sulon, my dear-our son-" Shor Nun, commander, seemed to slump
from his frozen rigidity. He turned abruptly away from the port light toward
the inner lock door. It opened before him suddenly, and a technician
stumbled down, white faced and trembling.

"Commander-Shor Nun-the engines are stopped. The atoms will not
explode; no power can be generated. The power cells are supplying emer-
gency power, but the full strength of the drive does not move or shake the
ship! What-what is this?"

Shor Nun stood silent. The ship thrummed and beat with the softening,
dying note of the universe-distant crystal that held all the beginnings and
the endings oftime and space in a man's hand. The note was fading; very soft
and sweet, it was. Through the ship the hysterical cry of voices had
changed; it was softening with the thrum, softening, listening to the dying
thread of infinitely sweet sound.

Shor Nun shrugged his shoulders, turned away. "lt does not matter. The
force is fading. Across ten million years the city builders have reached to
protect their descendants. "
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The note was very low-very faint; a quivering hush bound the ship.
Beyond the port light, the six sister ships began to move again, very
stealthily away, retreating toward the positions they had held when this force
first seized them. Then-

Shor Nun's choked cry was drowned in the cries of the others in the lock.
Blinding white light stabbed through the port like a solid, incandescent bar.
Their eyes were hot and burning.

Ron Thule, his astronomer's eyes accustomed to rapid, extreme changes
of light, recovered first. His word was indistinct, a cross between a sob and a
chuckle.

Shor Nun stood beside him, winking tortured eyes. The ship was waking,
howling into a mad, frightened life; the children screamed in sympathetic
comprehension of their elders' terror.

White, blazing sunlight on green grass and brown dirt. The weathered
gray of concrete, and the angular harshness of great building cradles. A
skyline of white-tipped, blue mountains, broken by nearer, less-majestic
structures of steel and stone and glass, glinting in the rays of a strong, warm
sun with a commonness, a familiarity that hurt. A vast nostalgia welled up
in them at the sight-

And died before another wave of terror. "Darun Tara," said Shor Nun.
"Darun Tara, on Pareeth. I am mad-this is mad. Acrazy vision in a crazy
instant as the translating force collapses. Darun Thra as it was when we left it
six long years ago. Changed-that half-finished shed is still only three
quarters finished. I can see Thio Rog, the port master there, coming toward
us. I am mad. I am five light years away-"

"lt is Darun Tara, Shor Nun," Ron Thule whispered. 'And the city
builders could never have done this. I understand now. I-"

He stopped. The whole, great ship vibrated suddenly to thwang like the
plucked, bass stringof aTitan's harp. Creaks and squeals, and little grunting
readjustments, the fabric of the cruiser protested.

"My telescope-" cried Ron Thule. He was running toward the inner
lock door, into the dark mouth of the corridor.

Again the ship thrummed to a vibrant stroke. The creaking of the girders
and strakes protested bitterly; stressed rivets grunted angrily.

Men pounded on the lock door from without. Thio Rog, Ton Gareth,
Hol Brawn-familiar faces staring anxiously in. Shor Nun moved dully
toward the gate controls-

Shor Nun knocked gently at the closed, metal door of the ship's observatory.
Ron Thule's voice answered, muffled, vague, from beyond.
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The commander opened the door; his breath sucked in sibilantly.
"Space!" he gasped.

"Come and see, come and see," the astronomer called softly.

Shor Nun instinctively felt his way forward on tiptoe. The great observa-

tory room was space; it was utter blackness, and the corridor lights were

swallowed in it the instant the man crossed the threshold. Blackness, starred

by tiny, brilliant points, scattered very sparsely, in every direction.
"Seun took the telescope, but he left me this, instead. I understand now;

he said that only twice had they attempted to alter a race's history.
"This is space, and that is Tioth, our own star. Watch-"
The star expanded; the whole of this imageless space exploded outward

and vanished through the unseen walls of the observatory. Tioth floated

alone, centered in the invisible room. Seven tiny dots of light hung near it,
glowing in its refected light.

'And that is our system. Now this is the star of Rhth-"
Space contracted, shifted and exploded, leaving one shining, yellowish

star, attended by five brightly visible worlds.
"The other planets are too small or too dimly illumined to see. When I

came there was a new system displayed. This one."
Another planetary system appeared.
"That is the system of Prother."
"Prother!" Shor Nun stared. "Five and a half light-years away-and

planets?"
"Planets. Uninhabited, for I can bring each planet as near as I will. But,

Shor Nun"-sorrow crept into the astronomer's voice-"though I can see
every detail of each planet of that system, though I can see each outline of
the planets of Rhth's system-only those three stars can I see, close by."

"No other planetary systems!"
"No other planetary system that Seun will reveal to us. I understand. One

we won, on the right of our own minds, our own knowledge; we reached his
worlds. We had won a secret from nature by our own powers; it was part of
the history of our race. They do not want to molest, or in any way influence
the history of a race-so they permitted us to return, if only we did not
disturb them. They could not refuse us that, for it would be a breach in their
feelings of justice.

"But they felt it needful to dispossess us, Shor Nun, and this Seun did. But
had he done no more, our history was altered, changed vitally. So-this he
gave us; he has shown us another, equally near, planetary system that we
may use. We have not lost vitally. That is his justice."
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"His justice. Yes, I came to you, Ron Thule, because you seemed to know
somewhat of the things that happened." Shor Nun's voice was low in the
dark of the observatory. He looked at the floating planets of Prother. "What
is-Seun? How has this happened? Do you know? You know that we were
greeted by our friends-and they turned away from us.

"Six years have passed for us. They wanted to know what misfortune
made us return at the end of a single year, for only one year has passed here
on Pareeth. My son was born, there in space, and he has passed his fourth
birthday. My daughter is two. Yet these things have not happened, for we
were gone a single year. Seun has done it, but it cannot be; Seun, the
decadent son of the city builders; Seun, who has forgotten the secrets of the
ships that sailed beyond the stars and the building of the Titan Towers; Seun,
whose people live in a tiny village sheltered from the rains and the sun by a
few green trees.

"What are these people of Rhth?"
Ron Thule's voice was a whisper from the darkness. "I come from a far

world, by what strange freak we will not say. I am a savage, a rising race that
has not learned the secret of fire, nor bow, nor hammer. Tell me, Shor Nun,
what is the nature of the two dry sticks I must rub, that fire may be born?
Must they be hard, tough oak, or should one be a soft, resinous bit of pine?
Tell me how I may make fire."

"Why-with matches or a heat ray-No, Ron Thule. Vague thoughts,
meaningless ideas and unclear. I-l have forgotten the ten thousand genera-
tions of development. I cannot retreat to a level you, savage of an untrained
world, would understand. I-I have forgotten."

"Then tell me, how I must hold the f int, and where must I press with a bit
of deer horn that the chips shall fly small and even, so that the knife will be
sharp and kill my prey for me? And how shall I rub and wash and treat the
wood of the bow, or the skin of the slain animal that I may have a coat that
will not be stiff, but soft and pliable?"

"Those, too, I have forgotten. Those are unnecessary things. I cannot
help you, savage. I would greet you, and show you the relics of our deserted
past in museums. I might conduct you through ancient caves, where mighty
rock walls defended *y ancestors against the wild things they could not
control.

"Yes, Ron Thule. I have forgotten the development."

"Once"-Ron Thule's voice was tense-"the city builders made atomic
generators to release the energy bound in that violent twist of space called an
atom. He made the sorgan to distribute its power to his clumsy shells of
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metal and crystal-the caves that protected him from the wild things of

space.
"Seun has forgotten the atom; he thinks in terms of space. The powers of

space are at his direct command. He created the crystal that brought us here

from the energy of space, because it made easy a task his mind alone could
have done. It was no more needful than is an adding machine. His people

have no ships; they are anywhere in space they will without such things.
Seun is not a decadent son of the city builders. His people never forgot the
dream that built the city. But it was a dream of childhood, and his people

were children then. Like a child with his broomstick horse, the mind alone
was not enough for thought; the city builders, just as ourselves, needed
something of a solid metal and crystal, to make their dreams tangible."

"My son was born in space, and is four. Yet we were gone but a single year
from Pareeth." Shor Nun sighed.

"Our fleet took six years to cross the gulf of five lighryears. In thirty
seconds, infinitely faster than light, Seun returned us, that there might be
the minimum change in our racial history. Time is a function of the
velocity of light, and five light-years of distance is precisely equal to five
years of time multiplied by the square root of minus one. When we traversed
five light-years of space in no appreciable time, we dropped back, also,
through five years of time.

"You and I have spent eighteen years of effort in this exploration, Shor
Nun-eighteen years of our manhood. By this hurling us back Seun has
forever denied us the planets we earned by those long years of effort. But now
he does not deny us wholly.

"They gave us this, and by it another sun, with other planets. This Seun
gave not to me, as an astronomer; it is his gift to the race. Now it is beyond us
ever to make another. And this which projects this space around us will
cease to be, I think, on the day we land on those other planets of that other
sun, where Seun will be to watch us-as he may be here now, to see that we
understand his meanings.

"l know only this-that sun I can see, and the planets circling it. The sun
of Rhth I can see, and those planets, and our own. But-though these
others came so near at the impulse of my thoughts, no other sun in all space
can I see so near.

"That, I think, is the wish of Seun and his race."
The astronomer stiffened suddenly.
Shor Nun stood straight and tense.
"Yes," whispered Seun, very softly, in their minds.
Ron Thule sighed.
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chwab gravely unfastened the buckles on his corset, one
by one, and finally peeled the garment off. "You know, "
he observed, holding it up and looking at it as though he

had never seen it before, "l don't think I'd mind this iob half
so much if I didn't have to wear that thing. I swear it's doing
something to my subconscious. " Sympathetic laughter from
the rest of the Monitor's crew ran around the crew room.
Space flying had its price, and part of it was wearing "strait-
jackets," and heavy corsets.

Captain Feathers, a little slower about his undressing than
the navigator, was still tugging idly at a zipper that refused to
slide. 'Agh," he breathed heavily, "it sure is good to have a trip
like that one. Not a murmur out of the rockets, no detours,



J O H N  B E R R Y M A N  /  3 5

just a nice smooth ride in an elevator. " He leaned back and stretched his

shoulders.
"What's the matter, Cap, getting old?" the navigator cracked.

"Not old, Schwab," he replied with a smile; "iust weary."

"You'll be another Lex Cloates before you know it!" Schwab shot back at

him from the shower door. "You'll be making each trip at maximum

allowable acceleration iust to get it over with!"

Feathers chuckled a little at the vagaries of some of the men who flew

spaceships to the Moon. It wasn't an easy life. The battering of the rockets,

the racking of occasional high accelerations, all tended to age a man unless

he kept in the peak of physical condition. He wondered to himself whether

the dream of flying passengers to the planets would ever materialize. The

short haul back and forth to the Moon, ferrying the precious ores from the

rich mines, was hard enough on a man. Shaking away his moody thoughts,

he stood up, calling across to Buchanan, the computer, as he did: "Hey,

Buck, what've you and your squaw got on for tomorrow night? How about

some bridge?"
The computer paused at the shower door. "Why, I'd like to, Pete," he

replied, "but I'm scheduled out at six the morning after that, I think. I can't

make itvery late." A chorus of denials broke out. "Everything's cancelled for

three days, dope," Schwab yelled from inside the shower. "The Perseids get

here 6 a.m. tomorrow. Hines told me the last ship left over two hours ago.

Everybody pulled out for the Moon. "

Buchanan began to laugh. "That's a scream. First vacation I've had in six

months and I forgot all about it. All right, then, Pete, tomorrow night's

O. K. " The showers began to hiss as the quicker ones jumped in and started

the water. Feathers had just begun to struggle with his corset when the
phone rang. He picked it up. "Yeah? Crew room. " His face lit with concern.
"What's that again? Slower, Harry. " The headphone squeaked again. "Good

Lord! That's terrible. Is it coming over the ticker?" He waited an instant for

an answer, and then snapped: "I'll be right up." He slapped the phone back
on the pedestal again, and leaped to the shower room, where the other nine
of the Monitor's crew were luxuriating under the needlelike iets.

"Hey!" Feathers bawled. "Hey! Shut offthat water!" A few complied, and
in a moment all was quiet, the men looking around shower curtains at the
corset-clad captain. "Listen, men," he said, speaking rapidly. "There's been
a serious accident on the Moon. Something went haywire at No. 2 Mine.
Hines just phoned. I'm beating it up to his office to take a look at what
comes in on the teletype from headquarters, and you men better hang
around on the ready. I don't think there's another ship in the port; everybody
else is up at Mines City. " He ran back to his locker as a ripple of exclama-



3 6  /  S P E C I A L  F L I G H T

tions ran over the men. Most of them leaped for towels, while Feathers, who
hadn't got wet, slipped into his captain's dungarees and dashed out of the
room, tugging at the sticky zipper that exposed his bare chest.

The dispatcher's glass-fronted office was on the ground floor of the
Administration Building, and lit, at that late hour of the night, by only one
green-shaded lamp on Hines'desk. The dispatcher was hunched up in his
swivel chair, leaning forward, nervously reading the tape that was streaming
from the teletype. His head snapped up as Feathers opened the door. "Hi,
Pete," he got out in a quavering tone, "this is awful!" Feathers went to the
desk.

"What's the story, Harry?" he asked. The dispatcher passed him the tape
with shaking hands. His voice seemed strained, unnatural, as he replied:
'All hell must have broken loose at No. 2. Bliss got a phone call through to
Mines City a few minutes ago and said that maybe forty men were caught in
some sort of an explosion in the smeltery. Hey! Here comes some more
now!" He snatched the tape away from Feathers and leaned over to read the
purple printing on the yellow ribbon.

22,3478_06.30 AUG IO GMT_BLISS REPORTS FROM
NUMBER TWO THAT SMEUTER POT APPARENTLY EX.
PLODED. FORTY SMEIIER HANDS TRAPPED. ADVISED
THAT TRACTOR WAS DUE AI NUMBER TWO AI THAI
TIME FOR REGULAR PICKUP AM MAKING INQUIRY.
PLEASE ADVISE.

HENDERSON.

Hines looked up. "God, that molten metal all over the place. Wonder
how any got out?" Feathers'face grew stony, granitelike in the green light of
the lamp shade. He lit a cigarette. The teletype began to clack again. Hines
read aloud:

" 22, ) 48F'- 06. 3 4 AUG 1 O GMT - BLI S S REPORTS TRACTOR
WAS IN SMERERY DOME AI TIME AND WAS BURIED
UNDER THE MELT OPERATOR KILLED. ADVISES FORTY.
ONE DEAD NONE INJURED. INDICAIES NO IMMEDIATE
EMERGENCY.

HENDERSON."

Hines'agitated face was turned to Feathers, eerie in the light as he stood
up. "None injured. Those poor guys never had a prayer. What do you think
happened, Pete?"
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"Hell, I don't know. What do they mine there?"
"No. 2? That's tantalum, I think. Oh, that must have been frightful! That

pot was filled with molten magnesium. They dissolve the tantalum out of its
ores with that. When that stuff hit the air, it must have yanked every
molecule of oxygen out."

Feathers walked offinto the shadows of the office, out to the window that
formed the front, looking out to where the floodlighted Monitor stood erect
in her loading cradle. Her silvery sides gleamed, and from the gaping hole
that was her after hatch, he could see the cranes unloading the pigs of metal,
impure alloys about to be sent to the big refineries at Martin's Creek, the
Arizona desert town that had built itself around the Earth's only spaceport.
fust as the teletype began to clack again, Schwab came in, followed by
Prentiss, the computer's mate. All four leaned over the machine, reading
the tape as it passed out in short jerks as the operator rattled offa phrase at a
time.

22,3198_06.36 AUG IO GMT_BLISS REPORTS EXPLO.
SION HURLED PART OF MELT ON TO ROOF OF TANK
SHED. BOTH DOMES AT NUMBER TWO CUT OFF FROM
OXYGEN. ASKS AID WITHIN TWELVE HOURS. DETAILS
FOLLOWING.

HENDERSON.
(FOLO.)

Here followed a detailed account of the predicament of the remaining
hundred and ten men at the No. 2 workings. In smelting the tantalum ores,
through the use of molten magnesium as a solvent for the refractory metal,
pressure created through boiling the magnesium had apparently burst the
pot. The huge caterpillar-tread tractor used to collect the ingots of metal
from the several mines that surrounded Mines CiV the Moon's spaceport,
had iust loaded up after its call at No. 2 andwas about to leave when caught
in the torrent of incandescent metal. Those who were not in the mine shaft
itself, or in the barracks dome, were all killed. The remaining hundred and
ten, however, had been cut off from their supplies of oxygen by the
explosion, which had covered the tank shed and its contents of compressed-
oxygen cylinders with a great blob of the liquid metal.

The rest of the Monitor'screw had straggled in in the meantime, and after
they had apprised themselves of the situation, the men scattered themselves
around in the shadowy corners of the room, sitting on desks and filing
cabinets, waiting for more news. Hines, behind his desk, showed a shiny,
sweaty face in the desk lamp's cloistered glow. Cigarettes cut little red holes
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in the darkness of the corners, and soft murmurs of speculation stole around
the office. Outside the glass front theMoniforwas still the centre of buzzing
activity, as the last of her metal cargo was being swung down.

The clattering of the phone burst in on the tense silence like a bomb.
Hines snatched it up. "Yes?" he quavered. He listened for a moment. "Right
away, you mean?" The crew sat like statues, listening. More monosyllables
from the dispatcher. With a final, "Yes, sir, right away," he hung up and
swung around to the expectant group.

"That was Turner. Those guys have to have another tractor right away. He
says to load that one that was scheduled to go up next week, and cart it up
tonight!" Silence greeted his breathless announcement. Faces loomed
whitely in the shadow as they looked from man to man.

"What ship?" Schwab finally drawled.
"Well, it'll have to be the Monitor. Everything else is up there. They were

pulling out every couple of hours all day to beat the Perseids. Last ship left
almost three hours ago."

Schwab looked slowly to his left and right, and before Feathers, who was
about to say something, could speak, the navigator slowly said: "That'll be
nice. The ship hasn't been serviced, injector pistons haven't been lapped,
and there's a meteoroid storm in the offing. Yeah, nice trip, eh, boys?"

Feathers cut in: "You'd better get me Tirrner on the phone, Hines. I'd
better talk to him."

The dispatcher dialled the number and handed the instrument to the
captain. "Hello," he spoke into it, "Mr. Tirrner? Captain Feathers speak-
itg. . . Yes, sir. We're the only ship in port. fust got back about an hour
ago, maybe a little longer. . Yes, sir, we've been reading it as it came off
the ticker. . That's what I wanted to speak to you about, sir. We're
nowhere near ready to leave; we need to . . . Oh, certainly, I understand
that. I know it's their only chance, but what do you mean by right away? The
ship needs some service. Those injectors-" He paused, dragging deeply on
his cigarette as Tirrner interrupted him, his voice squeaking in the headset.

Tirrner finally finished. "Well, there's something in what you say, but I'd
like to see a little done to them. But what's this about radio silence? . . .
Don't the papers or newscasters know anything about it?" The crew sat up;
thatwas something new. "Oh, I see. O.K., we'll do that. Butthere's one
more thing: what about this Perseid storm?" Feathers'eyes wandered unsee-
ing over the tense faces of his crew as they leaned forward nervously, half
obscured in the dim light. "Yes, sir. I understand that, but it seems to me
that it would be suicide to fy through the Perseid storm. . . . All right, I'll
call them, then, and have them ring you. Thanks a lot." He hung up, but
said nothing for a moment.
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"Well?" Hines demanded querulously. "What did he say?" Feathers
snubbed his butt in an ash tray. "Thrner says that tractor is absolutely the
only hope those men have. They have to cart oxygen some way from Mines
City to No. 2, and with the tractor up there buried in tantalum and
magnesium, they can't use that. It's a good forty miles, too. " He looked
around the group. 'Another thing, not a word of this to anybody; don't even
phone your wives. They haven't let this out yet. We can't even use our radio
on the way up. "

"Sry, what's he handing us?" Schwab broke in. "What did he say about
those meteoroids?" A chorus of assents to his question broke out. Feathers
shook his head. "He said to call the Observatory and find out from them the
latest possible hour of leaving. I think that guy expects us to go, no matter
what they say at the Observatory. He made some crack about our having the
only new detector-calculator in the whole fleet, and that that should get us
through any meteoroid storm. What do you think about that, Buck?" he
asked the computer.

"Hah!" Buchanan shot back, with scorn. "That machine may be pretty
good at finding rocks in the sky and shoving us away from them, it may even
be the best in existence, like the manual says; but it can only do five body
problems, and they come in bigger batches than that at the height of the
storm. Don't you think so?" he asked his mate.

Prentiss assented. "That's right, Captain. After all, that is the first one
they ever installed in a spaceship, and we've only had it this one trip. We
aren't too familiar with it yet. "

"Yeah," Buchanan began again. "Besides that, we didn't have a peep out
of the detectors the whole trip, both ways. We've never even seen the darned
thing work. It may be good, and fast, and then again it may be another
queery. I don't know.' He mumbled into incoherence, shaking his head as
though affairs had got beyond his understanding.

"You see what I mean," Prentiss continued. "Even we don't know how
well the thing works. "

Buchanan interrupted him: "Oh, I imagine it works like they say, but it
would have to be better than it is to get us through the Perseid storm."

Listening intently to all that was being said, Feathers had at the same time
dialled a number. His connection completed, he began speaking into the
mouthpiece. "Hello. I'm calling for Ttrrner. Is it possible for a ship to leave
tonight and yet beat out the Perseid storm, and if so, what's the latest safe
hour of departure? . . . Well, can't you tell me that? Can't you . . Yes,
y€S," he interrupted testily, "l know all that, but this is imperative. . . .
Well, get the old dope out of bed. I'm holding the wire. . . . All right, call
me back, then. This is an emergency, stupid!"
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"Those damn astronomers!" he swore. "They're all alike. The universe is
Lord knows how many billion years old, so they figure they have at least that
long again to do anything!"

"What'd they say?" the navigator queried.
"Oh, some old sap answered the phone and said the chief astronomer

would have to be consulted, and would I call in the morning! They'll let
me know in a few minutes." He appropriated the swivel chair that Hines
had left while he paced back and forth, and leaned far back. "Sry," he ob-
served, as his announcement raised no comment, "whether we can go
or not, it wouldn't hurt any to have them load that tractor. That'll save a
little time. "

Hines waved his hand. "l forgot to tell you," he said to Rathers, "Tirrner
already gave the order. It should be being piled in now " He bent down to
peer through the window, and up. Three of the largest cranes were co-
operating in loading the forty-foot vehicle into the Monitor's after hold. A
long hose was draped out of the smaller central hatch. Feathers inquired as
to the latter.

"Oh, I guess they figure that if you're going, you might as well take a load.
It'll take some time to tie that tractor down in there. " Schwab, who had been
unusually quiet for some time, exploded at this. "H.y, what the hell? Tirrner
acts like we're going, no matter what. Well, you boys can count me out.
This whole thing sounds like a contest to see who can think up the easiest
way to get killed. You boys can be heroes. I'm keeping one foot on the
ground tonight. "

Campbell and McCleod, Scotch engineer and engineer's mate, joined

the discussion at Schwab's outburst. "Ayr," yelled the engineer, "those

injectors will be overmeterin' inside of an hour, and we'll all get our guts

ierked out. I'm in nae mood for the ride!" The pent-up feelings of the crew
broke as a babel of voices rose to condemn or approve his sentiment.

Feathers remained silent-not an extraordinary performance for him-
not moving till the phone rang again. Quiet fell with a thud. "Hello,"

Feathers said softly. "Yes, Feathers speaking. . . . Oh, I see. Well, that's not
so bad. . . . At 2 p.*. Greenwich mean time, August lOth. What is that by
our time? . . . Uh-huh. Well, that leaves us about seven hours yet, doesn't
it? . . . Will you please get in touch with Tirrner? . . . Thanks. Oh, one
more thing: what about the Moonlets? Will there be any detours? . . No,
there's no fight forecast for tomorrow no operations were scheduled
Yes, will you phone as soon as you get that, please, for a take-off. " He
paused, covering the mouthpiece as he called to Hines: "When will we get

off, at this rate, Ha::y?"
"By midnight, I guess."
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"Hello. For a take-offat l2 midnight, mountain time, August 9th. . . .

Yes, that's it." He placed the phone back on the pedestal, turning to face

the crew. "lt isn't so bad, men," he announced. "The Observatory says

that Ti:rner cancelled operations almost a day early in order to avoid any

possible meetings with the strays that usually precede the main body of

the storm, and that we will easily avoid the front of the meteoroids if we

get off by 6 a.m. tomorrow. I still think we should scram as soon as

possible."
Schwab was on his feet in an instant. "Say, listen here," he demanded

ungrammatically, "we still haven't figured anything about those injectors.

You know they ought to be lapped thirty-six hours after every flight. Those

babies are worn from this last jaunt. We'll never get there without them

being serviced. For Pete's sake, can't those boys on the Moon figure out

anything?"
Feathers rubbed the stubble on his jaw and looked around the crew. "The

worst of our worries is out of the way," he observed slowly. "We may have a

little trouble with those injectors. I don't deny it, but for the love of Mike,

Schwab, there's a hundred and ten men depending on us for their lives! This
is no time to worry about a rough ride! We're going!"

Schwab walked up next to the desk, where the light from Hines' green-

shaded lamp made him clearly visible to all. "I hate to remind you," his

slow, acid tones ground out, "of what happened the last time some wise guy

sent a ship out without lapping the injector pistons. Wallace and his gang

are still out there, floating around, nobody knows where. I'm afraid I don't
appreciate Tirrner's invitation to become part of the matter making up
Feathers' Comet!" He stopped, staring defiantly at Feathers. The captain
remained silent. "Damn it all!" Schwab cried. "Do all you guys want to be
heroes? That's cheap stuff, and you know it. Listen here, Hines," he rasped,
buttonholing the dispatcher, "you're the dispatcher here. Nothing can leave
unless you O.K. it. What do you say? Are you going to let these saps make
the score ten more at No. Z?"

Hines'pallid face peered over at Feathers, and then he croaked: "l'll check
you out. It's O. K. by me. "

Feathers didn't give Schwab another chance to remonstrate. 'All right,
men, get back into your strait-jackets. Inspection in the control room in ten
minutes. "

Campbell stepped forward. "C.p," he began, and as Feathers nodded,
said: "Those injectors won't be so bad, Schwab. We didn't cut a one out on
the way in. We'll make it. I'll nurse them like a mother, I will!"

The navigator snarled incoherently.
Feathers spoke again: "Schwab, you wait here a minute. The Observa-
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tory is sending through the dope on the detours for Moonlets in a few
minutes. You'll want that." The other eight started back to the crew
room to strap their corsets and protectors back on, and Feathers and
Schwab waited in front of the dispatcher's desk. "H.y," Feathers called after
the retreating men, "l don't care how hungry you are, don't eat anything.
We may have a rough trip, and I don't want any of you guys getting sick
on me."

The navigator started to remonstrate once again with his chief as the three
sat waiting for the call from the Observatory, but the captain cut him short.
"Now listen, Schwab, I've had about enough of this. What's the matter with
you? You'd think that after two years of this you'd be used to it. You've been
on rough rides before. You didn't die. Now cut the chatter and get that sour
look off your puss, or does it belong there?"

The reprimand seemed to make Schwab bitterer. "O. K., chief. fust as you
say. The Rover Boys to the rescue. But wait till a few of those Perseids show
up early. We shouldn't be flying, and you know it!" Then he shut up, his
dour countenance growing, if that were possible, more tart. The word came
at last, giving Schwab one little bit of satisfaction. None of the Moonlets
would intercept the Monitor's course from a midnight take-off. Schwab
found something to gripe about, however. "What the hell, " he complained.
"No Moonlets to navigate around, what do you need me for? I'd better stay
home." Feathers' scorching glance conveyed that he would stand for no
more. The two stepped out of the door and walked in silence across the
concrete apron towards the loading dock, conscious of the clinging August
heat of the desert.

Schwab glanced over to where the long launching ramp could be seen,
bathed in the blue-white glare of enormous lights as it stretched its two-mile
length up the slope. Then he bowed his head again, fixing his fierce gaze on
the concrete apron as he swore softly to himself, not even glancing up at the
towering hull of the Monitor as they approached it. Feathers' eyes shot up to

the shiny spaceship, rising a hundred and fifty feet over his head, where its

chromium-plated bulk refected in bright, tiny points the myriads of lights
that are strung around a spaceport, and mirrored in a dazzling streak the
floor lights that blazed down upon the launching ramp. Now that the after
hatch had been closed, the smooth, round hull was apparently unbroken by

a port or hatch for almost its entire length. The nose, however, appeared

transparent, for it was here that the control room periscopes stared out into

the void. Below the quartz plates of the nose, protected by the heavy

meteoroid wall, lay the control room, and beneath that, nine more decks for

cargo and machinery. The stern driving rockets were hidden by the loading
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cradle, giving theMonitorthe appearance ofa long, thin egg held upright in
an egg cuP.

As they reached the loading cradle, the glowering Schwab followed the
still-silent Feathers up the ladder to the Monitor's "back door," her lowest
hatch, really an airlock, opening on I deck. They entered the lift and shot
up the length of the spaceship to the control room on A deck.

The lift door slid open and the two men stepped into the control room.
Buchanan, the computer, and Prentiss, his mate, were bending over the
newly installed calculator, while the rest of the crew was disposed around
the room in various postures and positions. Pease, first mate, stepped from
behind the chart table and handed Feathers the manifest. "Crp," he greeted
him, "all's secure. They stuck in some canned goods and five hundred
gallons of milk to keep cool beside the tractor." Feathers nodded silently as
he signed the paper, and walked over to the calculator.

"Well, Buck," he began, "is that thing all right?"
"Sure," the computer replied. "She's a beauty. We can get five body

approximations on this as easy as we got three on the old one. "
Eyeing the complex "shuffler" from its shiny new International Business

Machines label to the intricate complexity of the photo-electric sorters,
Feathers cracked: "Something tells me it had better do all the Fuller brush
man said it would. I'm expecting a little trouble this trip."

Schwab's explosive "Hah!" ierkd Feathers'head around. "Oh, yes?" he
asked. "Where's Campbell? He was here a minute ago."

"He's down checking the rockets, chiefl" Clement, navigator's mate,
replied.

Schwab yanked himself out of his seat behind the navigator's desk and
stamped towards the lift. 'All I've got to say," he ground at the foor, "is that
that thing better be fast, and it better be good. I just can't wait till a few
Perseids pull in a little ahead of their time. They aren't so hot on arrivals and
departures. " He snapped a glance back at the frowning Feathers. "You know
what they need, don't you, Cap? A smart dispatcher like Hines to tell them
when to pull in here!" He swung the lift door open viciously as it rose from I
deck, and leaned out of the cage to call, finally: "Who's taking her out, CrR
firsts or seconds?"

Feathers sucked in a deep breath. "I guess I'll take her out, Schwab. " He
looked over to the others. "You seconds better go below for a little rest. We'll
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change watches every hour unless the going gets too rough." Schwab
allowed the door to slam shut and the lift whined as it dropped him to the
bunk room on B deck. Smiling and shaking his head, the captain dialled the
engine room on the phone. "Hello, Campbell?" he finally said. "Well, what
about those iniectors?" His pained grin revealed that the engineer's opinion
of said injectors, in spite of his optimistic sentiments in the dispatcher's
office, was at extremely low ebb. When Campbell's profanity had run itself
into incoherency, Feathers tried again: "ls there anything you can do with
them?" Again the headset crackled as Campbell indicated his general
dissatisfaction with the situation. 'All right, listen, I'll be down in a couple
of minutes. I want to check over the service records. " He hung up after a few
more words. 'Agh," he grunted to the ventilator screen, "l'd hate to have
another ride like that one two months back."

The computer and his mate nodded their agreement. Tho months
previously the injectors of the Monitor, apparently poorly lapped in by the
shop creq had begun to overmeter, injecting excess charges of fuel into the
rocket chambers. In order to prevent enormous accelerations from being
achieved, four chambers eventually had to be cut out, and the majority of
the flight made in a jarring madhouse.

Getting out from behind the control board, Feathers asked: "How long
before we get off, Buck?" Prentiss replied for his superior: "Less than an
hour, now, Captain. " The captain walked to the lift door. As he pressed the
button and waited for the cage to rise from B deck, he said: "Run through
the instrument checks for me, will you, Pease? I'm taking a look around
below. " The lift dropped him quickly through eight decks. Campbell was
not in sight as he stepped out, so, with a word to McCleod, Feathers went
down the spiral stairway that led to I deck. He was still checking over the
service record sheet when the squeak of Campbell's rubber-soled shoes on
the steel-webbed stairs made him look up.

"Hi, skipp€r," the Scotchman grinned, "and what do ye find?"
Feathers smiled wanly. "Nothing, Willy," he replied. "Pretty even dis-

tribution of failures. "

The engineer knelt down on the deck, and began to examine the throttle

setting on the injector atop No. I tube, carefully entering on a slip of paper

the setting. He made his way around the circle of eight heads that protruded

slightly through the deck, ducking under the huge girders that all but filled
the tiny space. With worries over the chance of running into a meteoroid

storm fairly well dispersed, Feathers, not to mention certain members of his

creq was still concerned over the fuel injectors.
Mounted atop each rocket chamber, so that they could be serviced in

flight, the iniectors were really tiny metering devices, Lilliputian pumps
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designed to force an infinitesimal, but rigidly constant, quantity of water-
the fuel of the atomic rockets-into the presence of the catalyst plate with
every blast ofthe rockets. Formed of the hardest alloys, and machined within
the most microscopic tolerances, the pistons of the iniector pumps still wore
sufficiently with use to cause their occasional withdrawal from use. If those
pistons, already partly worn from the fight in from the Moon, wore much
more, the overcharged rocket blasts would become numbing, bruising
crashes, racking minds and bodies until men could no longer stand.

Campbell finally completed his check. *No. 7's throttle is cut farther back
than the rest, Pete," he reported. "We may have to cut that one out pretty
soon. Ah, I wish we'd run down to the shops."

Feathers raised his eyebrows. "Why so?" he asked.
And the Scotchman replied:
"Why, because they've got a photo-micrometer hitched up with an X-ray

machine down there. I coulda measured those pistons without taking them
out of the cylinders. Once they're out, they never go back in right. " Feathers
nodded, starting for the stairs, for I deck, low in the tail of the Monitor, was
not large enough to accommodate the lift shaft in addition to the enormous
girders that held the now quiescent rockets in place. Pausing at the lift door,
Feathers called out to Campbell, who was still below: "That tractor tied in
tight?"

'4y., she'll not budge."
'O.K. I don't want it shifting around if we start dodging meteoroids."
Pease was still engaged in the instrument check when Feathers stepped

out of the lift again. At a touch on his shoulder he surrendered his seat
behind the board, Feathers completing the job. Accumulators, carbon
dioxide tanks remained to be tested, the pyrometers checked, before the
captain fipped over the "Ready" light switch, its purple flashing over the
board being repeated in every compartment of the spaceship. Satisfied that
all was in readiness for the launching, Feathers plugged in the spaceport jack
of the phone, and in a moment spoke to the dispatcher.

"Hello. Feathers reporting all set. Say, Harry, what's the number of this
fight? . . . Four seventy-six, eh? Any last-minute meteoroid news?" After
Hines'laconic "Nothing new, Pete," Feathers said: "Say, Harry, don't lower
us into that launching cradle till the last minute, will you? I don't want to
hang here by my belt and not be able to move around. Wait till 11.55.
O.K.?" Hines spoke for a few seconds, to which the captain replied, "No,
no, Harry. We'll pull out at 12 midnight. The fifteen minutes won't make
that much difference. Anyway, the Observatory gave me that course for a
midnight take-offat thirty-six feet per second per second acceleration, and
we'd probably lose as much time detouring some ofthe Moonlets, if we took
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off early, as we'd gain by leaving then. We're lucky to miss them, I think. "
He reached up for the jack as Hines spoke a last few words. "Yeah, sure, we'll
take it easy. This won't be hard." He hung up, and unplugging the jack, he
snapped on the address system which carried his brusque syllables through
the various speakers all over the ship: "First crew to stations. Thke-off in
hventy-two minutes."

At ll:55 p.m., August 9th, the control-board phone light flashed, and
Hines'voice came over the headset when Feathers picked it up. "O.K. Pete,
into the cradle with you. Good luck, boy." Feathers hung the mike back on
the hook and snapped on the warning gong, which filled the metal bowels of
the Monifor with its clamour.

The huge ship began to tilt as the hydraulic iacks lowered her into the
launching cradle, and came to rest at an angle of twelve degrees, the slope of
the launching ramp. The tilting swivel chairs were leaned far back in an
effort to keep the crew somewhere near vertical while the whole ship waited
with intense expectancy through the last few minutes. Through the peri-
scope plate could be seen the two-mile ribbing of the launching ramp,
stretching out ahead of the ship, and off to the left the lights of the never-
quiet refinery town blinked solemnly, reflected almost apologetically by the
stars in the cloudless sky. The twenty rails on which the cradle rested were
shining ribbons that reflected the glare of the floodlights. Only the faint
panting of the air purifiers testified to the fact that living beings were inside
the Monifor's gleaming hull. As the split-second hand of the chronometer
climbed up to the last minute, each man in the crew tensed himself,
gathering his abdominal muscles to resist the enormous acceleration devel-
oped by the launching catapult and the ship's own rockets acting in con-
junction. |ust as that hand swung to vertical the cradle rumbled into
motion.

A grinding noise filled the Monifor as she started her breathless flight up
the rails of the inclined ramp. After a mile of prodigious acceleration under
the actuation of the catapult, the ship's stern rockets cut in with a stuttering
roar and in an instant the Monifor had hurled off the end of the ramp,
flashed across the valley ad joining the hill from which it leaped, and quickly
disappeared into the night.

Following the first quick dash up the ramp, the acceleration decreased to
thirty-six feet per second per second, only one-eighth more than gravity.
Steering rockets of gasoline and liquid oxygen flashed and turned the nose of
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the Monitor up to sixty degrees. It had long before been found impossible to

use the atomic rockets for steering, since sufficient delicacy of control could

not be achieved.
The spaceship climbed but slowly at first. Her departure, noticed by a

newshound at the space port, made early editions under the caption,
"spaceship Makes Quick Turnabout," while the real reason for the hurried

departure was kept from him. For the story that never made the papers, the

news that never came over in a newscast, lay hidden in Campbell's worn

injectors, in the well-kept secret that every spaceship had been cancelled

out of the ether hours before theMonitorleaped offthe end of the launching

ramp, bound through a space that was hourly expecting the arrival of a great

mass of meteoric material, the August Perseids.
Slowly she drew away from Earth, her initial acceleration relative to the

surface being only four feet per second per second. As the acceleration of the

spaceship was maintained constant at one and one-eighth times gravity, it

would be accelerating at the rate of thirty-six feet per second per second
relative to the surface at the two-hundred-thousand-mile mark, where the

reversal was to be made. Because of the smaller acceleration of gravity of the
Moon, a similar deceleration would enable the Monitor to lose its velocity
in the remaining fifty thousand miles. While the mean distance between
Earth and its satellite is only 2 3 8, 000 miles, the fact that both bodies rotate,
necessitating a curved course, made the actual distance covered almost
exactly 250,000 miles.

While Schwab sat idly by and watched, Feathers began to place the
Monitor on her course. The first three hundred miles, through the atmo-
sphere of Earth, always required the pilot's hands on the controls, but, once
clear of disturbing forces, the ship ran herself. Since no detours were
necessary-all the Moonlets being outside the optimum course-Feathers
set up a simple equation on the ruled, translucent navigation panel. A tiny
amber light glowed through it, and then, as he threw a second switch, a
second light, white, appeared to denote the Monitor's course. Feathers'
hands moved lightly and quickly from control to control as he attempted to
stop the motion of the white light and to get it to coincide with the amber.
Since the amber light was not, as was sometimes the case, moving, the task
of compensating the point was simple and soon finished.

Schwab at last broke the silence. "Gee, it sure is tough to have nothing to
do for once. Why don't some wise guy land on those Moonlets and blow
them all to hell, then navigators could always sit around and watch the rest
of you guys work. "

Feathers smiled over at him. "You'd love it if we had a lot of meteoric
stuff, wouldn't you, Schwabby? I think you'd be torn into little shreds by the
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conflict of your emotions. One side of you would be screaming, 'l told you
so,' while the other was howling, 'Dammit to hell."'

The navigator laughed nastily. "There's one consolation I have, Pete. Yes,
sir. That dumbbell Hines was so excited he forgot to hit me for the ten bucks
I owe him. And if I don't come back, the sap is stuck for it!"

The eight rocket chambers, firing in smooth rotation, gave no trouble at
the take-off. The detectors remained quiet as no meteoric material came
within the range of their electromagnetic fields. Since virtually all mete-
orites had been found to contain conducting materials, it had been found
feasible to use magnetic detection, coupled with automatic calculating
machines. These compound detector-calculators could take a series of

observations on a moving conductor, compute its course and velocity, and

determine whether a collision with the Monifor was imminent in a tenth of

the time it would have taken human observers merely to ascertain the
position of the body.

The calculator itself, built by International Business Machines, could
relay its information to the autopilot in the event a collision threatened, and

the latter machine could then correct the course to avoid the possible

danger. The determination of the course and velocity of any single body was

perfect, but when two or more conductors fell within the range of the

detectors, approximations became necessary, due to the impossibility of

solving the problem of three bodies. The course and velocity of as many as

five bodies could be calculated in the time necessary for escape.
As the Monitor finally passed, with increasing velocity, through the last of

Earth's atmosphere, and the planet began to take on a globular appearance,

Feathers noticed a slight roughness in the rockets. "Hell," he thought, "not

four thousand miles out and that damned motor is cutting up already. " His

eyes stole over to Schwab, seated behind his navigator's desk, and then to

Buchanan, who was dozing in his deep-cushioned chair.

Schwab stared back at him with a knowing leer. He nodded his head very

slowly up and down. Finally he opened his mouth, drawing in a deep

breath. "Well," he slowly dragged out, "you boys wanted to be heroes. Now

it's coming."
Feathers shook his head and glanced at the skin pyrometers. Now that they

were clear of Earth's shadow, the Sun side of the Monitor was beginning to

heat up, in spite of the mirror-like sheen of its chromium plating and the

best insulation that man could provide.
Feathers picked up the mike. Mueller answered for the engine room.

"Hello, Mueller," he said, recognizing his voice, "tell Campbell to turn her

forty-five degrees every five minutes from now on. That milk will go sour if

it gets warmed up." He hung up, then jerked his head towards the board as
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the red detector light flashed the warning that a piece of conducting material

large enough to damage the Monitor had come within its range. With a

rattle and a whir the calculators punched and sorted the cards. But in six

seconds a green light blinked the assurance that the body the detectors had

located would not intercept the Monitor's course.

Schwab glowered in Feathers' direction. Now that the spaceship was away

from Earth, discipline was less formal than ever. "CaP," he said in a sour

tone, "how'd you like to run into a few Perseids a little in advance of their

time?"
Feathers seemed more cheerful than he had been all night. "How'd you

like to quit grousing?" he chuckled. "Your wife will think you're a hero!"

Schwab's face got no cheerier, but he remained silent.

The phone rang. Feathers, who had left the chair at the board and was

drinking at the water cooler, called: 'Thke it, Buck, I'm busy." Buchanan

picked up the mike and slipped on the headphone.
"Yeah?'he ground into the mike. "Oh, no, not so bad up here. How does

it sound down there? . . . Is that so? . . . Well, wait a minute, I'll ask Pete.

Hey, Cap," h. called to Feathers, "Campbell says he has the throttle on No.

7 cut all the way back, but she's still overmetering. He's had to cut firing

speed down four per cent to keep up as at thirty-six per second."
Feathers came from the water cooler. "l'll take it. . . . Hello, Willy?

What's the story? . . No, it isn't too bad. Leave it in till I call you. Save

those others. "
He glanced around after he hung up, eyebrows raised in question.

Schwab, still practically relieved of his duties by the absence of Moonlets,
had time to grouse some more. "That chamber will be cut out in ten
minutes, I'll bet you ten bucks." As though to prove his statement, the
roughness increased perceptibly. As Feathers reached for the phone, it
suddenly became a jarring series of smashes, and before he had dialled
Campbell, the bridge crew felt the ailing chamber cut out of the circuit.

"Christmas," breathed Buchanan, "that one sure let go in a hurry. Two
more seconds of that and I deck would have smacked us in the pants."

Feathers now had Campbell on the phone. "What d'ya think, Willy?" he
asked. Campbell's reply was optimistic again, but Feathers, more than a
little concerned with the early and sudden breakdown, asked again, "Do
you think things are starting to fall apart?" A minute later he snapped the
mike back on the hook and said to Schwab and Buchanan, "Campbell says
that was No. 7. It was worn worse than the rest. He didn't expect it to last. I
guess the others are going along better than he had hoped. "

The flashing of the detector light interrupted further conversation. All
eyes were on the dead green signal on the board, waiting for it to fash "safe. "
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But after eight seconds the Monitor lurched as gasoline and oxygen were
poured to the steering rockets by the automatic pilot. Buchanan, who had
iust had time to get to his chair from the chart table, but not enough to snap
his safety belt, was thrown out, skidded across the rubber floor, to wind up
against the ventilator opening.

He swore with vigour. The rubber foor had rubbed a good-sized piece of
skin offhis cheekbone. After a quick glance at the detector light, and seeing
that it was now green, he hurried to the first-aid kit to repair his slightly
scrambled features. Schwab, after noting the deviation from the original
course which had occurred in escaping the meteoroid, poured power into
the steering rockets and corrected the course. Glancing at the return slip
from the calculator, since Buchanan was still engaged in fixing the abrasion
on his cheek, he remarked: "Some rock, Buck. Mass, one hundred tons;
velocity, forty-six miles per second; course, sixty-four degrees from a tangent
at eighty-three degrees on the Earth's surface. " He looked up for a moment.
'Well," he announced slowly, "that wasn't an asteroid gone wrong, anyway.
A good seventy degrees from the plane of the ecliptic. What do you think,
Pete; could it have been a Perseid?"

Feathers pursed lips. "Let's see," he mused, "they come from Perseus, but
the radiant moves about one degree a week. Where would that be now
Buck?" he asked the computer. Buchanan returned to the calculator and
punched its keys for three minutes in silence. Finally he spoke. "That's
about three degrees from their solar course and about six degrees from the
angle at which the Perseids hit the atmosphere of Earth. And the velocity is
almost exactly right. Well, I'll say it's a Perseid. After all, a few straggle
through here all the time between March 20th and late in September. We
just hit the central mass the lOth, I lth and l2th of August. " He looked up at
Feathers as he finished speaking.

The captain left the control board and walked over to the chart table.
"Say, Schwab, do you think they will get any thicker? Isn't the front of that
storm due in a few hours?"

The navigator snorted in disgust. He glanced over at his Manual but did
not pick it up. Suddenly his head snapped erect. "(Jm, I don't know.
Ordinarily I'd say that that rock was one of the regular ones that sail through
here all summer, and that we wouldn't be likely to encounter much heavy
stufffor the rest of the trip, but I just thought of something that I bet Hines
and that whole flock of astronomers never figured on. " He picked up the
Manual, but did not open it. Still carrying the volume, he walked over to
the board phone and dialled the bunk room on B deck. "Give me Clement, "
he said, and a minute later, "Hello, Clem. Say, do you remember the
associated comet of the Perseids? . . . Yeah, well, what do they call that
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thing?" There was a pause, then, "Hm-m-m, that's it, I remember now.

Think the dope on it will be in the Manual? . . . Yeah, well, if it isn't I'll try

that, too. . . . You bet. Sleep tight. "

Slinging the mike back on the hook, he faced Feathers. "Listen, Pete," he

,rrrpp.d, "maybe there's going to be trouble. Those Perseids seem to be

associated with the unnamed comet, 1862, III, and it may be coinciding

this year with the heavy section of the Perseid stream." Feathers looked at

him, frowning, "What do you mean, Schwab?" he asked. The navigator

stood up and moved over to the telescope mounting. As he snapped off the

dust covers he spoke.
"Back in 1867, I think it was, some old bird noticed that the November

Leonids revolved in an orbit identical with that of Temple's Comet. Since

then quite a few comets have been associated with meteor streams. This

particular one doesn't agree very well, and usually isn't listed as an associ-

ated comet. " With the telescope broken out, he returned to the navigator's

table and snapped several volumes out of the acceleration-proof book

holder. After several minutes, during which the detector lit up twice, only

to show the green light both times, he rose again and went to the telescope.

He pressed the motor contacts and swung the eyepiece. "Yeah," he grunted,

"here it is. " He left the telescope chair and returned to his navigator's seat.

"Pete," he said, "we may be in for it." He Swung his chair around and

faced the captain. "That comet, 1862,lll, has a period of a little better than

one hundred and tweng-one years, and the Perseids are stretched out in a

long ellipse much like the comet's orbit, and have a period of one hundred

and five and a half years. This comet and the Perseids are coinciding in the

vicinity of the Earth for the first time in several centuries. It may seriously

accentuate the showers. " Schwab stared at Feathers, who stared back in

silence.
"Hell, Schwab," he finally said, "I don't see what difference it'll make.

That detector-calculator will solve five body problems and shove us away

from bigger groups. How close do you figure the bodies will be to each

other?"
Schwab leafed through the Manual. "Well," he replied, "in that famous

1833 shower they figured the bodies to be about fifteen miles apart. At our

velocity that means they'd be a solid mass. I don't suppose, though, that

Perseids would get that thick, but even a hundred miles between bodies is

close at this speed."
Silence greeted his announcement. The detector flashed red, and then,

after a few seconds' rattle from the calculator, green again. Feathers bit his

lips and read the board instruments automatically through squinted eyes.

He snapped a look at the chronometer. Fifty-eight minutes. That was about
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seven thousand miles. He bowed his head, steeped in thought, then turned
slowly to face the bared-toothed Schwab. "Do you think they're too thick to
go through, Schwab?"

The navigator looked bitterly at him for a long time before replying.
"What am I supposed to say?" he asked, at last. "You won't turn back now.
Of course we can make it. This trip is a breeze for guys like us. Why, we'll
never notice those little pebbles!" Feathers didn't press the point. What
Schwab had said was true. The navigator suddenly began again. "By
everything holy, that guy Hines won't get his ten bucks if I do get back! What
the hell, Pete," he said, facing Feathers again, "we'll make it o.K. It's just
that you strong men get me sore. "

Before Feathers could speak again, a soft-toned gong announced the end
of the first watch. He remained silent until Pease, the mate, Clement,
navigator's mate, and Prentiss, computer's mate, filed from the lift. "Seven
thousand miles out," he gritted to Pease. "The rockets are behaving too
well, and Schwab says we're going to have a meteor storm like you've never
seen. See what you can do with it, Andy."

Pease grinned his reply and took Feather's place at the board. "No trouble
at all, Pete," he chuckled. "fust watch me run this boat."

Prentiss moved over to the calculator and whistled when he saw
Buchanan's return slips and the notation on Schwab's navigation log.
Clement, always quiet, took his navigator's place in silence.

Scarcely had the lift door shut on the first watch and Clement got his belt
snapped across when the detector light flared brightly and the calculator
burst into furious activity. Again the green light stayed dead, while the
steering rockets threw long flames to one side. For three searing seconds
they ietted fiercely to port, and then gave their characteristic ending cough.
Prentiss announced quietly in his reserved voice. "Three large bodies, total
mass, one hundred and thirty tons, moving as a group. We apparently
missed the closest by half a mile. " Pease ierked erect.

"What?" he roared. "Half a mile! At this velocity we didn't have a tenth of
a second to spare. " He shook his head with a determined grimness. "For
Pete's sake, how fast were they going, Prentiss?"

'A little better than forty-five miles a second, the slip says," he replied,
"but they were pretty well straddled, must have been a hundred and fifty
miles apart. We just made the grade that time. " But he smiled as he got up
and walked over to the calculator. "This babv is a sweetheart." he went on.
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"Did you see the way it handled that approximation? Why, with that old

machine, we would have breezed right through that cluster before the

figures were halfway through."
Pease jabbed at the phone dial, and after a few moments spoke into the

mike. "Hello, Cap? Say, did you feel that ierk? . . . Yeah, that's right. Three

ofthemthistime. . . . Sure, Perseidsallright. Stillwanttokeepgoing, eh?

. . No, it's about 9,000 so far, but we're picking up speed fast. It's 1.07

now. . . O.K., chief." He hung up and swung back to the board, mutter-

ing to himself to the effect that the boys on the Moon sure picked one hell of

a time to have an accident. "Hey, Prentiss," he said, without looking up

from the controls, "can't you extend the range of those detectors a little?

These swarms are too damned big to get around, and that calculator hasn't

got enough sense to pick a path between more than two hunks of iron."

The computer's mate was silent for a while. Then he spoke slowly. "We

might possibly swing the field of the horizontal detectors somewhat into the

vertical and rig them in series with the vertical detectors. That would leave

us less protected from meteoroids travelling at right angles to our course,

but since our major fear is only twenty degrees from vertical, it seems to me

that the chance is worth it. You'd better ask Otto or Mueller about switching

those fields, though. That may be a long iob."
Pease was spinning the phone dial in an instant. As he waited for the

engine room to answer, he shot over his shoulder to Prentiss: "No, it doesn't

take a minute. . . . Hello, Otto? Scram up here. We want you to play with

the detector fields. " Without waiting for a reply he slammed the mike on to

the hook and spoke again to Prentiss. "Come on you probability expert,
figure out how much we ought to deflect those horizontal fields to get the

maximum amount of coverage, and get on the ball!"
"What do you think I am, chief?" he replied. "l have to have a great deal

more data, especially some figures on the probable frequency and numbers

of the Perseid bodies. "

Pease scowled back at him, "Make it up, do something, you must have an
idea. What does the Manual say? Can't you get some figures on the number
of separate objects to expect?"

Nettled by the mate's sharpness, Prentiss answered with some heat:
"Ordinarily, sir, this wouldn't be an impossible problem. We have some
figures, of course, on the density of Perseid bodies at the height of the storm,
but if Schwab's hypothesis is correct, we know absolutely nothing about
what to expect. The presence of that comet will make a great deal of
difference, I should judge."

Pease glared at him and snapped, "Say, haven't you got any brains? fust
out of space school and you can't figure that out! What the hell difference
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does that comet make? This is the Perseid storm, isn't it?,'
Prentiss swung around to face Pease directly. "I was in hopes, sir," he said

sardonically, "that I would not be forced to explain this relatively simple
matter to you." He paused to let his disrespect make itself apparent, and
before the smouldering Pease could find a fit retort, went on, "lt is the
measured opinion, sir, of Earth's most competent astronomers, that certain
comets, while passing close to the Sun, have left behind them portions of
their matter. Occasionally this matter follows the same orbit as the parent
comet, as in the case of the Leonids and Temple's comet. In other cases the
orbits differ. When Earth, in its path around the Sun, runs into the
extended pieces broken away from the comet, a meteor shower results. The
Perseids, as Schwab has pointed out here, have an orbit rather similar to the
comet 1862,III, but of a different period. Apparently that attenuated string
of matter was broken away from the comet aeons ago, Every so often the
densest part of the string of Perseid matter and the 1862 comet are in
con junction at the time Earth runs into the densest part of the Perseids. This
is one of the times, and we may be visited by additional amounts of matter
breaking away from dear old 1862,III. I hope it is clear, sir, and also hope
that you see why it is next to impossible to form any judgment on how many
bodies to expect!" He spun his chair around, with his back to the astonished
and slightly dampened Pease.

Checking the hot reply on his lips, the mate waved his hand and said:
"O.K., O.K. I get it. But can't you do anything with that? You can make a
pretty good guess, can't you?"

Prentiss, still at the board, answered, "l'm working on it now. Give me a
little time and I'll have something for you."

As though to prevent a single moment's calm, the controlroom crew
suddenly felt the rockets go rough. For five seconds the slamming became
increasingly severe as one chamber began to overmeter. In spite of the
inches of sponge rubber insulation in its mounting, and the compound
springs on which it was swung, the control board began to jitter. The needle
on the dials began to dance, and the E deck third quadrant pyrometer
snapped violently back and forth before winding up against the peg. Again
before the mate could reach the phone the slamming stopped. Clement
shook his head.

"Dizzy, pal?" cracked Pease, squinting his eyes anxiously in the naviga-
tor's direction.

"I'm O.K., chief," he replied, mumbling slightly. "That was some slam,
though. " He shook his head again. Prentiss sat tight-lipped at the calculator
and resumed his work. Suddenly he sucked air between his teeth.

"That was some wallop, chief," he said. "lt shook this thing up so much
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that the figures I put in here came out." He cleared the board and started his

problem ove, again. As he swung his swivel chair to speak, the lift door

opened and Otto stepped out.

Pease snapped him a glance over his shoulder as he started to rip the

damaged pyrometer apart for repairs. "Was that you knocking at the door

just then, Otto?" he gritted. The ganglaughed for a second, but stilled when

Otto leaned against the chart table and vomited.
'Ach," he gasped, "yor should ride in that lift ven a chamber it lets go.

Mein Gott, vot a bouncing you get. " Pulling a bandanna from his engi-

neer's dungarees he wiped his face, and spoke then to Pease. "Vot iss it ve are

doing mit the detectors, nun?" he garbled.
"Got it yet, Mr. Number Man?" called Pease, looking over at Prentiss.

"l have an answer," he said, "but I'd like to check the guesswork in it

against your opinions. How many more groups of more than two bodies do

you think we are likely to meet between now and 3:45?"

Pease answered quickly: "Why, hell, if we met three more' I'd say the sky

was full of rocks. What about you, Clem?"

The navigator's mate shook his head. "I don't know. Haven't any idea," he

said vaguely.
Pease and Prentiss both looked at him anxiously. "Well," said Prentiss, "l

based my calculations on ten more. I know that's a lot, but I'm frankly

worried by Schwab's opinion that they will be thicker than we've ever seen

them. "
"Hm-m-m," mused Pease. "Figuring it that way, how much should we

tip those fields?" Prentiss picked up the return sheet from the calculator.
"On the assumption I have mentioned, and given the data in the Ephemeris

about bolides approaching at right angles to our course, the maximum

coverage can be obtained by tilting the horizontal fields fifty degrees. This

extends our detector range twelve per cent."
Pease scowled again. "What, only twelve per cent?"

Prentiss, by now thoroughly out of patience, snapped back: "l was under

the impression that even you would realize that the amount of power

required varies with the cube of the distance of detection."
Pease ignored his tone. "O.K., Otto," he said; "get to work on it. How

long will it take?"
The German grinned. "Fife minutes und ve haff it, chief!"
No sooner had he completed the work than the detector light blinked its

warning signal again. The now familiar clatter of the calculator followed,

and in a few seconds, another blast from the steering rockets. This shove

away from danger was the longest and most pronounced yet experienced by

the crew.
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Prentiss punched the calculator in silence. "Two more, chiefl" he said,
"only twelve tons. " He paused, frowned, and then said, "Wait a minute.
There's something screwy here. This calculator should be able to compute
us a course between any two moving bodies. We shouldn't have gone for that
long ride just then. "

Pease's face reflected his alarm at this announcement. "ls there anything
wrong with that mowing machine?" he queried. "lf that thing quits on us,
we're sunk. We can wave good-bye to the boys at No. 2!"

Shaking his head Prentiss replied: "l don't know. It may have been shaken
up a little when that last chamber went bad. I'll run a few test problems
through it." Further silence followed while the calculator rattled. "lt seems
O.K., chiefl but these are pretty simple problems."

Pease was working the phone again. "Hello, Crp," he called into it. "The
calculator may be on the fritz. You better come up. "

Feathers appeared in short order. After Pease explained the shift of the
detector fields, which Feathers gave his nodding approval, Prentiss quietly
related the partial failure of the detector calculator.

Feathers looked around the control room a moment in silence. Then he
spoke slowly: "Well, I guess you've done the best you can. I imagine that the
calculator was a little shaken up by that last iolt. It's probably O. K. by now.
We certainly don't dare to try repairs if it is badly damaged. Nobody here is
enough of a technician. " With a brusque: "On your toes, gang," he took the
lift back to his bunk. No sense standing there and letting the rockets slam
you on the head when you could be resting. He'd need it the next hour.

The mate went to the water cooler, but vaulted back into his chair at the
board when the detector light flashed. For eighteen agonizingseconds the
bridge crew waited, each man holding his breath. With a sickening lurch
theMonifordashed offto one side, for eight belly-tearing seconds the quartz
bull's-eyes set in the port wall fared with eye-searing intensity as the steering
rockets threw their fiercely driven jets to that side. Prentiss punched but-
tons. "One hundred and ninety-two feet per second per second for eight
seconds," he read. "That's damned near a mile and a quarter. Some shove. "
He went back to punching his machine. "Four bodies," he spoke again,
"three thousand two hundred tons, forty-six miles per second. Miss by about
one thousand two hundred feet." More punching. 'At our present velocity
we had exactly three one-hundredths second leeway. I'm surprised we didn't
see them." The silence that greeted his calm statement was almost noisy.

Pease stared fixedly at the computer for a moment. 'Are you sure that
thing is O. K. ? Three one-hundredths of a second is entirely too close for
Mrs. Pease's little boy, entirely too close!" Prentiss nodded a silent verifica-
tion of the calculator's finding. Now it was Pease's turn to begin to have
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doubts about the relative merits of being a live coward or a dead hero. Still,

as the detector remained silent, he began to breathe more easily. The rest of

the control-room crew seemed to feel with him that a chapter of the trip had

come to a close, as though the escape from such a close call signalled the

end of the gauntlet of meteoroids they had to run. But the red light destroyed

the illusion with its sudden flare. Pease swore and banged his fist down on

the board as he watched for the green light that stayed dead. Another high

acceleration shove brought blood from Clement's nose. He let it run while

he worked furiously over the course correction controls. "Damn, I didn't

even have time to correct the first blast before we scram out from under

another. What is this?" he asked a little querulously'

Snapping a look at the chronometer the mate said something under his

breath and reached for the phone. "Hello, Cap?" he gritted into it as soon as

he raised Feathers. "Listen, the way we're using steering fuel, we'll never set

this thing into the landing cradle on the Moon. You know how that auto-

pilot lanJs us, just has all the iets going half the time, swinging us back and

iorth. . Sure, that's what I think." He paused while Feathers spoke again.

"O.K.," he finally answered, "I'll call him right away." Instead of hanging

up he dialled the engine room. "Hello, McCleod? The chief says to

discor,r,ect the steering rockets from the rotator. . Yeah, that's right, quit

spinning her away from the Sun, we're low on steering fuel. . . . I know it,

that milk will iust have to go sour. . . . Yeah, yeah, O.K."

At l:31 the detector again indicated conductors within its range. The

calculator clacked for ten seconds, for fifteen, twenty. After twenty-five

seconds of rattling, its noise subsided to a grinding hum. Prentiss burst into

motion as he snapped one switch after the other in an attempt to clear up the

trouble. As he worked, the light turned green, indicating that the Perseids

had passed by. He cut the switch. Pease's voice was harsh. "Has she quit,

Prentiss?" he croaked.
The computer's mate did not turn around to answer, but said, in his

reserved tone: "lt looks like a serious jam to me. Every operation has been

suspended. I doubt whether we can repair it before we land. "

He began to strip the mechanism of its dust covers and called to Clement

to break out the instrument tools. Pease remained at the board while the

computer's and navigator's mates bent over the intricate entrails of the

calculator. Prentiss stood up. "Do you know, we may get farther thinking

about this thing than by poking into it," he said. "Let's see, the way all this

trouble started was that the slamming of that overmetering chamber shook

some figures out. What do you say, Clem, do you supPose that all that's

wrong is the vernier settings on the selector disks?"
The navigator squinted his eyes and bowed his head in concentration.
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Finally he spoke. "Gosh, Prentiss, I don't know. I can't seem to get what
you're driving at. "

Prentiss looked backatPease, who returned his stare. Was Clementa little
punchy-punchy from those last two rocket beatings? "O. K., Clem, " prentiss
said, "never mind, I think that's it. Anyway, I'll take a look. " He went back to
the calculator as Clement returned to his seat, and started to reset one of the
fifteen verniers.

Wthout any warning the calculator's clatter suddenly recommenced.
The card that had been punched from the detector's data was snapped into
the auto-pilot before Prentiss could do more than snatch his handfrom the
flailing mechanism. As he attempted to straighten up the starboard steering
rockets exploded into gargantuan activity. Prentiss was smashed against the
top of the calculator and bent double over it with the sudden and e.,or-o,rs
acceleration. Clementfainted almostatonce and was jammed down into his
chair.

Pease, unprepared, was likewise smashed against the side of the board
chair. He struggled to lift his arm against the enormous weight that seemed
to press against it, and found to his horror that he could barely move it.
"Eleven G" his eye recorded on the control board accelerometer, "three
hundred and fifty feet per second per second. " With senses reeling in his
desperate effort to maintain consciousness as his chest tried to collapse and
his heart almost stopped beating, he succeeded in obtaining a purchase
with his legs which enabled him to pry his body forward. He strained,
purple-faced, to lift his right arm with the aid of his left, to the point where
he could reach the emergency cut-out. As the rockets coughed their final
note, his straining muscles threw him violently against his belt. Prentiss
collapsed to the floor.

Ignoring the still unconscious Clement, Pease snapped off his belt and
rushed to Prentiss' side. He did not appear to be seriously injured and
revived in a short time. The telling solar plexus blow dealt him by the top of
the calculator still made it difficult for him to talk. As Pease rose to get him
some water, he noticed that Clement had revived and was standing behind
him, staring wide-eyed and open-mouthed at the still recumbent Prentiss.
"Hry, you!" Pease yelled at him, bringing him to his senses , "getBuchanan
up here quick. On the ball!" As he was drawing the water he uttered a queer
squeak: "Hey, Clem, straighten our course out. That was some push. A few
more minutes riding sideways at this velocity and we'll miss the Moon
completely!"

"O.K., chief," he replied, seeming to regain his composure. "How long
were they burning that trip?" Pease walked to the board and read, "Eighteen
seconds, and eleven G all the way. It's damned near two minutes since I cut
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them out, too. " An additional forty-five seconds passed as Clement worked

the problem out on a slide rule and cut in the steering rockets. "In one

hundred and fifty seconds, the length of time between the beginning of the

blast and when I cut the correction, we had gone just exactly two hundred
miles, and we'll go thirty-seven point seven more before we stop, at three G
deceleration. That's just sixty-six seconds. I think I'll set up iust enough
counter motion to bring us in right on the dot on the Moon. Hines' idea of
an optimum course will have to be scrapped. " He looked over at Pease, "|ust

so we get that tractor there, that's what counts, isn't it, chief?" he asked.
"Oh, yeah? fust so you get me there, thatb all that counts. I'm past

worrying about some other dopes' tough luck. I'll match anybody as far as
being on the spot goes."

Buchanan arrived to replace Prentiss, who went below, and then Pease
called the engine room. "Hi, McCleod? Did that last burst catch any of you
off the ready? . . . Yeah, I know the warning didn't show. It went off by
accident while Prentiss was fiddling with the calculator. . . . That's right,
the silly thing blew up right in our faces. . Sure, what'll you take for our
chances of makin git?" He laughed at McCleod's reply and slapped the mike
back on the hook. Satisfied that no one had been injured below, he turned to
Buchanan. "Listen, Buck," he said, "Prentiss said that the vernier settings
had been deranged by the jolting of the last chamber that let go, and from
what happened it looks as though he's right. Think you can do anything
with it?"

No one spoke, and the detector light was miraculously dead while
Buchanan examined the calculator. Finally he laid down the insulite probe
in his hand, straightened up and said: "From all appearances, Prentiss had
the right idea. When the rocket shook the settings out, three of the verniers
on the selector disks were shifted, just how much I don't know yet, but when
the machine was operating at top speed on that five body approximation, it
jammed. Prentiss shut it off before any real damage was done. At least we
can tinker it into sufficient shape to get us to the Moon, but we'll be nearly
an hour. "

Pease, who had been anxiously awaiting the verdict, grunted. "Well," he
said to the floor, "an hour is better than nothing. Get to work on it. Don't
anybody bother to figure out our chances of lasting out the hour, either. I
don't want to know how bad things are!"

With the steering rockets out of operation, Pease unsnapped his belt and
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went to the calculator to help Buchanan and Clement with their work. His
activities were confined mostly to handing Buchanan tools, but that was
better than watching the detector blink red, and then, after a delay that aged
each of them years, blink green.

The phone rang. McCleod reported that Chamber 5 was overmetering
slightly and showed inclinations of getting progressively, but not suddenly,
worse. "what do you think, chiefl " he asked. "should I cut it out now, while
the vibration ain't so bad, and let five do the work of eight, or shall I leave it
in to help the others a little?"

Pease thought fast. "Leave it in till I call you, unless it goes sour the way
those others did. We'll want the smoothest ride we can get when we slap that
calculator back together, so I'll call you to cut it out then. " As he finished
speaking the detector light flashed, but no calculator clacked into activity.
The men all stopped working and waited for the green light to tell them that
the conducting material had passed. After twenty breathless seconds it
blinked, but only momentarily, as the ever watchful detector located an-
other conducting body somewhere in the path of the Monitor. Finally the
light turned green for the full five-second period. Clement collapsed to the
foor as though he died with the green light.

Pease and Buchanan didn't move for an instant, and Clement regained
his control. "God," he mouthed, as he struggled to his feet, "l can't stand
much more of this. My nerves are shot. " That was no secret. He reeled
slightly as he walked to the water cooler, spilling water as he tried to drink
from the paper cup. The soft-toned watch bell interrupted him. '4h," he
breathed, "saved by the bell. "

The detector light was flashing again as the first watch stepped out of the
lit. Feathers glanced around and then ordered: "Buck, you better stay on this
watch. Prentiss may have a broken rib. You stick around too, Clem. We'll
need all the manpower we can get on this calculator. Pease, you better
scram. By the way," he added, smiling, "did you have a nice trick?" As Pease
glared back, Feathers laughed, "l don't guess you think that's funny!"

Pease spun around at the lift door, purple-faced. "No, I don't," he
snapped. "Schwab had more sense than I realized. We were a bunch of
damned fools to try this!" He started for the lift once again, then faced the
solemn Feathers. 'And if you think it's fun to watch that detector light, and
know you can't do a damned thing about it, your sense of humour is even
more distorted than I bargained for!" He slammed the door of the lift and
dropped out of sight. Feathers turned to the other three.

*Well, gang," he said, "we've got a little trouble on our hands, but there's
no sense letting it get us down. That tractor is going to be dumped in Mines
City. It has to be. There isn't any alternative. We'll never know if one of
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those rocks hits us, so why worry? Say, Buck," he asked the computer, "what

do you think, should we disconnect the detector light?" Buchanan frowned

and turned to Schwab for an answer.

The pavigator scowled and said acidly, "Hell, no, I want to know when

we've got a chance to get it. I'm not going to be denied the pleasure of

gloating over the ten bucks I'll never pay Hines, that dirty skunk!"

"Won't we ever get there? That motor is so damned rough that my brains are

getting set to come out of my nose!" Looking up into the stern and

.or,..i,t.d faces of the rest of the bridge creq he giggled, and then laughed

good-naturedly. "Ho-ho, boys," he cried, "this is a breeze! Some fun, eh?"

"Easy, boy," said Feathers softly, and Clement's eyes widened as he sank

into his chair. "That'd be tough," thought Feathers. "Too bad if he gets

punchy. He'd better quit this racket before he gets permanently iniured."

M.n of space, subjected as they were to the incessant pounding of rocket

motors, often developed tiny bloodclots on the lining of the brain, whose

pressure on delicate centres often caused them to manifest the symptoms of

punch-drunkenness; mumbling speech, inability to concentrate, poor mo-

tor responses, and all the rest.
Feathers, Schwab and Buchanan returned to the calculator, leaving

Clement sitting at his chart table. Presently Feathers straightened up for a

moment to wipe the sweat from his eyes, and then paused in mid-motion as

he realized that there should have been no cause for it. He stepped over to

the board, where the thermometer indicated a temperature of eighty-three

degrees in the control room. Now that the Monitor was no longer rotating

on its axis in order to keep one side from being greatly heated by the Sun, the

refrigerators were insufficient to keep the temperature down. He said noth-

ing, but just after Schwab had phoned Campbell to cut out the rough

chamber so that the final assembly could be made, Buchanan eased his

aching back and said: "What's going on here? It's getting as hot as the devil."

He walked to the board. "Whew," he whistled, "nearly ninety. I didn't think

those refrigerators would be equal to it. "

The rockets smoothed out somewhat as the selector disks were replaced,

and after the dust covers were snapped on, Schwab said to Feathers: "What

do you say, Cap, do I tell Campbell to cut her back in?"
"Might as well," he replied, "we'll see how it goes for a while. Tfy to save

those other five as long as we can." Schwab called the engine room again,

and the roughness recommenced, only to get rapidly worse. Rathers

signalled with his hand, and Schwab, who was still holding Campbell on

the phone, said: "Cut it, Willy. Skipper says it's too bad."
Feathers returned to the control board and cut in the steering rockets. He
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snapped across his belt and said: "Reversal in six minutes, boys, Z:51 a.m.,
the dispatcher said. What about it, Schwab, will Clem's new course screw
that time up much?"

Schwab shook his head, "No, chiefl" he answered, "l just ran the
problem through to see how the calculator was going, and the difference is
less than a tenth of a second. Not enough to bother about."

Feathers mumbled his satisfaction and swung back to the board, laying
his right hand on the stern rocket switch and watching the split-second hand
as it crept up to the zero point. With his left hand he snapped on the warning
gong, and at precisely 2. 5l cut the stern rockets and snapped the Monitor
smoothly end over end with the steering rockets. Again he performed the
delicate task of compensation, this time to the slightly altered course
necessitated by the long dash away from meteoroids when the calculator had
jammed.

As Feathers concentrated his fierce gaze on the amber and white lights on
the translucent-ruled panel, the detector light flashed. Without looking
away from the panel, he cut the detector out, and finished the iob. Schwab
watched the whole procedure through narrowed eyelids. "Sweet, chief," he
breathed as Feathers finished and cut the detector back in. He reached for
the rocket switches and the drumming of the rockets recommenced, but
with a heavy smashing that racked every man's body, pounded his brain
against his skull, and turned his stomach to jelly. Rathers got Campbell on
the phone.

"Cut that one out, Campbell, for Pete's sake, it's shaking the panel right
out of its mounting!"

Campbell, down in the tail, spoke back. "Captain, there's only five going
now. We can only cut one more, and with a whole hour yet to go, I sure hate
to do i t ."

"Cut it anyway. Tank or no tank, " he ground, referring to the tractor,
"we've got to be alive to land this crock, and we'll all be gibbering idiots in a
few more minutes. " As Campbell continued to protest there was a dull
thudding crash from below "What was that, Willy?" shouted Feathers into
the mike.

"I don'tknow, Crp," he replied, "but it sounded a few decks above me. I'll
bet that tractor is shifting! I'm going up!" Before Feathers could reply the
headset clicked the announcement that Campbell had hung up. Feathers
sat still as the lift whined the news that the Scotchman was ascending. It
went silent almost immediately, started again, then stopped. Twice more it
whined. Then the phone rang and Feathers snapped the mike offthe hook.

"Yeah?" he snapped. Schwab and Buchanan regarded him tensely. "Oh,
is that all?" They breathed. "Hell, no. Tiy to shut it off. No, wait a minute,
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I'll come down," he announced as the watch gong sounded 3 a.m. He hung

up and explained as he took off the headset, "Campbell says that the

supports to one milk tank on E deck cracked at the weld and dropped it to the

deck. It split wide open. The tractor's sitting pretty."

Pease, coming up for his second trick, stepped out of the lift, and some of

the errant milk ran out on to the rubber floor. The mate himself was nearly

covered with the white fluid. "What's happened to you?" Buchanan

laughed.
The mate swore. "somebody's up to something. I ring for the lift, and

when the door slides open, it's six inches deep in this stuff, so I skid on the

deck and land in it." He slipped again as he tried to cross to the board.

Schwab's face brightened as he gave vent to a hearty laugh.

"Well, Andy," he chuckled, "much as I hate to have missed that little

scene, I still find myself immeasurably cheered by the mental picture of you

wallowing in milk. All good things come to him who waits. " He laughed

again as Pease stripped offhis dungarees and threw them in a wet pile by the

ventilator.
"Well, Andy," said Rathers from the lift cage, "at least it's hot in here, you

won't catch cold." He smiled as he let the door slide shut. Buchanan and

Schwab remained, since the injured Prentiss and the demoralized Clement

were both unfit for their tricks.
When the lift door slid open at E deck, milk rushed into it, washing over

the tops of Feathers'shoes. Campbell and Mueller stood in the middle of the

third quadrant, where the lift door was, hands on hips. The Scot turned

slowly to the captain and released a blistering stream of profanity, calculated

to curdle the milk. Feathers replied amiably, "Hi, Willy, what are you going

to do with this stuff?"
"Do with it?" Campbell squealed. "What the hell can you do with it?

Even if we had an empty tank on this deck to pump it into, we don't have

any pump. " The lift whined away.
Mueller spoke, "Looks like the supports to the tank crystallized and

cracked at the welds, sir. It might be a good idea to take a look at the other

tank, too."
As Campbell sloshed over to examine the supporting brackets of the

second two hundred and fifty gallon tank, the lift whined again, and

McCleod stepped out. "Gosh," he exclaimed, "I might have expected it of

you, Willy!" Campbell's contorted features relaxed slightly.
"ls our engine room floating with this stuff.?" he queried.

His mate replied, '4y., and it ran down the stair-well, too. I deck looks

beautiful from the throttle pedestal."
Mueller, who had completed the examination of the second tank's sup-
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ports, straightened up. "Looks like this one is cracked, too. We'd better weld
a couple of supports in here." As Campbell nodded his O.K., he left by the
Iift to return in a few minutes with the portable welder in its dolly and four
half-inch steel rods.

McCleod reached for the rods. "Here, Mueller, I'll take 'em," 
he said.

"Wlly and I will have this done in no time. "
Feathers swore with quiet vigour as he moved to the lift door preparatory

to going to his bunk on B deck, sloshing through the milk, his oaths
forming a soft obbligato to Campbell and McCleod, who were sulphuric in
their opinions of motors that shook ships to pieces, doubly sulphuric with
welds thatcracked, and triply sulphuric with each other in their impatience.
He shot the lift to C deck. Only food in cans here. Nothing that the milk
would hurt. He opened the door and let the white liquid run out, and then
rose to B deck, where he changed his dungarees and rode up again to the
control room. Pease was at the board. "Hi, Crp," he called, "we haven't
been close to one since you've left, if you've noticed. Only three warnings. I
guess we're through the worst of them." Feathers smiled and sat down next
to the water cooler and sipped slowly from a paper cup.

While a peaceful quiet was slowly settling, the detector light went red,
and the calculator clacked noisily, to be followed by the flash of the top
rockets. The light stayed red and the calculator did not pause as the detector
located more conducting material before the first had passed. With a jerk
that made necks crack, the steering rockets suddenly reversed their blasting,
iamming the crew against their belts with an eight G shove. Still the light
stayed red, while the Monifor dashed away from its course in a new
direction. Pease, at the board, felt himself blacking out as the high accelera-
tion continued past its thirtieth second. He vaguely heard Feathers yell,
above the scream of the rockets, "Cut them out, Pease, cut them out!" The
mate struggled to obey, finally reached the switch and the rockets died.

Schwab glowered across the control room, "What's the matter, chief,
can't you take it? We'll get it sure, the sky is lousy with them!"

Without replying, Feathers snapped a question at Pease. "How much fuel
left, Andy?" he asked.

The mate replied, "Wow, just fifty-three seconds at five G!" He turned
wide-eyed to Feathers. "Say, Crp, you can't much more than land her with
that!"

Again Feathers did not reply. "I'll take over, Andy," he said. Pease
changed seats with him. Once behind the board, Feathers looked at the
chronometer and read aloud: ").12. Thirty-three minutes till the Moon
cuts off those Perseids. At the rate we were using steering fuel, we never
would have been able to land this crock. Might as well get hit with a rock as
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smash the Moon so hard that we cash in." He snapped the detector switch.

The light stayed dead. "Well," he commented, "l guess we're through that

swarm. If we're lucky, we'll last out."

At 3.28 the flashing of the detector signalled the location of conducting

material. The steering rockets fared within seconds, and after they coughed

into silence, Feathers read: "Forty-four seconds!" He glanced into the faces

of the others. "One more shot is all we dare to risk. That auto-pilot needs

about forty seconds at five G to land us. Any less than that and we'll drop in

from wherever we run out."

Quiet fell over the control room. There was an audible sucking of breaths

as the detector light flared red-then green, to the accompaniment of

expelled sighs. Eight minutes before the deadline, when the Moon would

cut across the path of the Perseids, it flared red again, stayed red while the

calculator rattled and clattered. The port and lower rockets screamed into

fiery action. Feathers, teeth bared, gripped the steering rocket switch. He

watched the fuel gauge-forty seconds left, thirty-six-thirty-two. He cut

the switch. The four sat immobile, waiting for the crash. The green light

from the detector came like the crash of a cymbal. Feathers rasped hoarsely:

"Thirty-one seconds left. I'll have to leave it off." He threw a second switch,

and snapping the intense Schwab a twinkling glance, said, "Ten bucks or no

ten bucks, Schwab, I'm cutting that light, too!"
"339," the chronometer read. Six minutes more. Feathers broke the

silence. "lf we last five minutes more, we have a chance. I'm going to try to

get this boat close enough to the landing cradle to let the auto-pilot swing us

in with only thirty seconds of fuel." Feathers squinted in thought. "Buck,"

he said slowly, "l want to stop this buggy as near dead as we can with the tail

rockets, right over the landing cradle, and want to be approaching the cradle

at an angle of two degrees. The cradle's ramp slopes at six degrees, so we

want to hit the Moon at eight degrees to a tangent. Acceleration at the

surface is five and a third feet per second per second. Figure out what our

velocity will have to be if I can get this crock within one hundred and fifty

feet of the cradle."
While Buchanan was working the problem out, the chronometer reached

7.4r, but the event was scarcely noticed, for with one danger past, the crew

knew that a second, and much more apparent one, still faced them. Their

chance of reaching the surface alive depended on Feathers'ability to control
the Monifor with tail rockets instead of steering rockets, to keep it from

slewing from its course as their velocity was braked with the incomplete

battery of rockets. Buchanan spun his chair.
"Here it is, chief," h. said. "You'll have to do twenty-seven hundred feet

per second to hit the cradle at two degrees from one hundred and fifty feet."
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Feathers shook his head. "That's too fast. That cradle only does seven-
teen-fifty. What altitude will I have to bring the crock to, to make the cradle
at that angle?"

The calculator clacked.
"one hundred and eighteen feet, Crp, " Buchanan read tersely, recalling

as he did that the auto-pilot usually took over around a thousand feet, witfi
velocity slowed to around a thousand feet per second, a feat not so dangerous
at higher altitudes.

"Guess we'll have to try it. Bring her in straight and fast, tail first, break
her speed with the tail rockets, and then flip her over quick and drop her in
with automatic control for the last ten seconds or so. Schwab, it's about time
we scrapped Tirrner's radio-silence order. Get Mines City on the set. Things
are too tough. If they don't put Henderson on when you indicate we're in
trouble, ask for him."

While Feathers broke the fall of the Monitorand guided her towards the
desired spot on the Moon, Schwab established contact with the powerful
radio station at Mines City, on the Moon's surface, and spoke into the radio
mike. "Mty D^y," he said laconically, giving the traditional English version
of the international signal for aid, "M'aidez!" He was instantly connected
with the superintendent of fight operations, Henderson. "Just a moment,"
Schwab said to him, and called to Feathers: "Here's Henderson for you,
chief, and all agog." Feathers snapped the selector switch of his headset and
chest microphone and spoke.

"Hello, Henderson? . . . Feathers. We're coming in in about seven
minutes. " He paused as the superintendent interrupted him. At last he cut
in: "Hold it! We aren't down yet. Listen to me. We're about five hundred
miles out yet, and decelerating at thirty-six per, but we're so damned short
on steering fuel that we'll run out if we land on the radio beam, with the
auto-pilot." Henderson's voice squeaked in the earphones again. "Yes, sir,"
Feathers responded. "The tractor's all right, chief, but I'm telling you, we're
going to have our troubles getting down. " He looked around at the anxious
faces of the bridge crew then began again, as Henderson's reply was briefi
"Look, chief, I'll have to bring her in pretty low by myself, tail first, and use
the auto-pilot for the last few seconds only. Suit you?" Curt syllables
snapped in his ears. "What's the most speed you can get out of that cradle?"
he asked again. "Oh, I see. Well, that means I'll have to bring this baby
down to about a hundred feet before I cut you in. Tell you what. I'll make a
pass at the ramp, and if we're going too fast according to the radio beam, let
me know, and I'll pull her up and over and try again till I make the grade.
Only got enough fuel for a couple of shots, though, and I can only give your
auto-pilot about ten seconds at five G."
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Henderson then spoke for some moments, while Buchanan got to work

on the calculator, converting the co-ordinates that Schwab was reading off

from his position at the low-power telescope, into their course and velocity

figures. Finally Feathers concluded: "You better save that, Henderson. This

trick isn't over yet. Wait till we set it down. Any more news from No. 2?"

Receiving a negative reply, he snapped the set off for a moment and called
over to the navigator: "Henderson's Iaying it on thick, Schwab. You'll be a
hero!" Flipping over the address-system switch, he snapped: "Tie in tight,

boys; this may be a little rough!" One quick look at the schedule, a grin, and

he said, half to himself: "Right on time. Hines said we'd make it at 4.07."

Schwab and Buchanan, duties completed, sat with their eyes burning

towards Feathers' hands as they snapped back and forth across the board,

while Pease, who was a competent pilot in his own right, went through the

tortures of the damned as he had to sit and watch his superior make the
approach. His hands made little jerking movements as he involuntarily tried
to correct Feathers'actions. Always a ticklish task, and calling for the fastest
and most accurate co-ordination, landing was, under the conditions facing
Feathers, infinitely more difhcult.

The surface grew amazingly close, and the Monitor was still travelling
better than five thousand feet per second, tail first, as the whole trip
following the reversal had been made. Suddenly Feathers cut in the port

steering rockets for a quick blast. The Monitor was now heading almost
parallel with the surface, still tail first, all her downward velocity killed by
the blasting of the tail rockets, but possessed of a lateral velocity of nearly
three thousand feet per second that Feathers had gradually built up as they
had approached the surface. In another second the rockets fired roughly,
slamming all down tight into their seats in a four G deceleration, and then,
with that unbelievable quickness that he had, Feathers snapped the space-
ship end over end. He spoke into the mike: "O.K., Henderson, here we
come!"

The Monitor sped towards the head of the landing ramp. Feathers'
headset crackled; he swore and snapped on the tail and steering rockets. Up
went the nose, and the ship climbed dizzily in a hundred-mile loop,
snapping over as it neared the Moon's surface again, so that the tail rockets
might once more be used as a brake. Again the speed was too great for the
cradle, and an instant before the Monifor passed the speeding Juggernaut on
rails, Henderson signalled them off. Feathers grunted as he hung from his
belt at the top of the huge loop. "This is it. Twelve seconds fuel to go."

The second enormous loop completed, the spaceship dashed across the
surface of the Moon, perilously close to a range of low volcanic hills, its
shadow leaping across the rough terrain with it. The tail rockets stuttered
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harshly, roughly braking the speed of the gleaming craft. Feathers abruptly
flipped her over, steadied her momentarily with the steering rockets before
gritting between his teeth: "Seven seconds of fuel. It's two to one against us. "
He switched on the automatic pilot as Henderson's voice snapped a breath-
less, "O.K., Pete!" into his headset. The spaceship sagged down, almost to
the cradle, under rockets flaring, before they coughed their final note. The
huge craft dropped the remaining distance, wrecking half the instruments
on the panel as the heavy ship bounced back and forth before the magnets of
the cradle held her firm. Down the ramp the composite vehicle hurled,
braking rockets throwing prodigious silent-screaming jets of incandescent
gas ahead of it, and came to rest at the end of the ramp.

Figures waddled from the Administration Building in distended space-
suits, casting dead-black shadows on the glaring pumice, climbed into the
cab of the cradle, and shunted it across switches to the hangar, a great,
hemispherical dome of metal. Once inside, the enormous air lock closed;
the dome lights high above came up and bathed the interior of the hemi-
sphere with a dull pallor. Huge overhead cranes lowered their magnetic
grapples, pulling the Monitor erect for unloading, as the increasin g air
pressure made the spacesuits of the docking crew go flabby. More figures
aided in setting the telescopic props against the hull to hold it erect. With air
pressure finally at normal, the various air locks around the dome opened,
and every person who was free at the whole spaceport streamed through the
openings and dashed towards the frosting spaceship.

Their shouts of welcome and praise quieted down as the lowest port of the
spaceship remained closed, and the seconds passed by slowly. At last, with a
shower of hoarfrost flakes, Campbell cracked the "back door," and the
cheering redoubled again. The thin stream of milk that ran out and down
the frost-whitened plates passed unnoticed, and the men were quickly
rushed into the flight superintendent's office.

In the comparative quiet, Henderson was at last able to speak to the men,
while outside the space-port crew were rushing through the task of unload-
ing the tractor. With the last well-wisher pushed out of the door, Henderson
ran over to Feathers'side, grasped his hand, and as he shook it energetically,
cried: "Oh, sweet landing, Pete! One more pass at that ramp and I'd have
died of suspense!"

Feathers grinned feebly, but said nothing. The rest of the creq now that
the tension was relieved, were experiencing a like reaction. Most of them
were looking around for some place to sit down, feeling generally miserable
from the space beating they had taken.

The bubbling Henderson started similarly congratulating the rest of the
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crew slapping one man on the back, shaking another's hand. "ls everybody
O.K.?" he asked, in general.

Feathers stirred out of his lethargy. "Oh, yes. Better have a look at
Prentiss," he replied. "He may have cracked a rib. " He glanced around at the
still-wet Pease, the soaking McCleod and Campbell, the unenthusiastic,
sober faces of the creq and then to his own wet feet. "One more casualty,"
he announced, so that all could hear. "Most of us got our feet wet. This
space travel isn't safe. You might catch cold!"



Chnonopolis

In the late 1950s I. G. Ballard began to publish SF stories of
an entirely new type-cold, intellectual, sophisticated, and
stylistically complex, treating science as a repository of sym-
bols and images. Ballard quickly attracted admirers, and in
the early 1960s a "new thing" was proclaimed in England by
the young editor and writer Michael Moorcock. Thus was the
New Wave of the 1960s born, taking Ballard as ifs model and
representative writer. With Moorcock as his prophet, Ballard
symbolized a wholesale reaction against both the conservative
style and the atmosphere of technological optimism that
permeated Campbellian science fiction. As stories about the
city of the future, it is interesting to compare "Chronopolis,'
published in 1961, with *Forgetfulness," published in 1937.

is trial had been fixed for the next day. Exactly when,
of course, neither Newman nor anyone else knew.
Probably it would be during the afternoon, when the

principals concerned, -judge, jury and prosecutor-man-
aged to converge on the same courtroom at the same time.
With luck his defense attorney might also appear at the right
moment, though the case was such an open and shut one that
Newman hardly expected him to bother-besides, transport
to and from the old penal complex was notoriously difficult,
involved endless waiting in the grimy depot below the prison
walls.

Newman had passed the time usefully. Luckily, his cell
faced south and sunlight traversed it for most of the day. He



J .  G .  BALLAF .D  /  71

divided its arc into ten equal segments, the effective daylight hours, mark-

ing the intervals with a wedge of mortar prised from the window ledge. Each

segment he further subdivided into twelve smaller units.

Immediately he had a working timepiece, accurate to within virtually a

minute (the final subdivision into fifths he made mentally). The sweep of

white notches, curving down one wall, across the foor and metal bedstead,

and up the other wall, would have been recognizable to anyone who stood

with his back to the window, but no one ever did. Anyway, the guards were

too stupid to understand, and the sundial had given Newman a tremendous

advantage over them. Most of the time, when he wasn't recalibrating the

dial, he would press against the grille, keeping an eye on the orderly

room.
"Brocken!" he would shout out at seven-fifteen as the shadow line hit the

first interval. "Morning inspection! On your feet, man!" The sergeant
would come stumbling out of his bunk in a sweat, rising the other warders as

the reveille bell split the air.
Later, Newman sang out the other events on the daily roster: roll call, cell

fatigues, breakfast, exercise, and so on around to the evening roll just before

dusk. Brocken regularly won the block merit for the best-run cell deck and

he relied on Newman to program the day for him, anticipate the next item

on the roster, and warn him if anything went on for too long-in some of

the other blocks fatigues were usually over in three minutes while breakfast
or exercise could go on for hours, none ofthe warders knowing when to stop,
the prisoners insisting that they had only just begun.

Brocken never inquired how Newman organized everything so exactly;
once or twice a week, when it rained or was overcast, Newman would be
strangely silent, and the resulting confusion reminded the sergeant
forcefully of the merits of cooperation. Newman was kept in cell privileges
and all the cigarettes he needed. It was a shame that a date for the trial had
finally been named.

Newman, too, was sorry. Most of his research so far had been inconclu-
sive. Primarily his problem was that, given a northward-facing cell for the
bulk of his sentence, the task of estimating the time might become impossi-
ble. The inclination of the shadows in the exercise yards or across the towers
and walls provided too blunt a reading. Calibration would have to be visual;
an optical instrument would soon be discovered.

What he needed was an internal timepiece, an unconsciously operating
psychic mechanism regulated, say, by his pulse or respiratory rhythms. He
had tried to train his time sense, running an elaborate series of tests to
estimate its minimum in-built error, and this had been disappointingly
large. The chances of conditioning an accurate reflex seemed slim.
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However, unless he could tell the exact time at any given moment, he
knew he would go mad.

His obsession, which now faced him with a charge of murder, had revealed
itself innocently enough.

As a child, like all children, he had noticed the occasional ancient clock
tower, bearing the same white circle with its twelve intervals. In the seedier
areas of the city the round characteristic dials often hung over the cheap
jewelry stores, rusting and derelict.

"Just signs," his mother explained. "They don't mean anything, like stars
or rings. "

Pointless embellishment, he had thought.
Once, in an old furniture shop, they had seen a clock with hands, upside

down in a box full of fire irons and miscellaneous rubbish.
"Eleven and twelve," he had pointed out. "What does it mean?"
His mother had hurried him away, reminding herself never to visit that

street again. "Nothing," she told him sharply. "It's all finished. " To herself
she added experimentally: Five and twelve. Five fo twelve. Yes.

Time unfolded at its usual sluggish, half-confused pace. They lived in a
ramshackle house in one of the amorphous suburbs, a zone of endless
afternoons. Sometimes he went to school, until he was ten spent most of his
time with his mother queueing outside the closed food stores. In the
evenings he would play with the neighborhood gangaround the abandoned
railway station, punting a homemade flatcar along the overgrown tracks, or
break into one of the unoccupied houses and set up a temporary command
post.

He was in no hurry to grow up; the adult world was unsynchronized and
ambitionless. After his mother died he spent long days in the attic, going
through her trunks and old clothes, playing with the bric-)-brac of hats and
beads, trying to recover something of her personality.

In the bottom compartment of her jewelry case he came across a fat gold-
cased object, equipped with a wrist strap. The dial had no hands but the
twelve-numbered face intrigued him and he fastened it to his wrist.

His father choked over his soup when he saw it that evening.
"Conrad, my God! Where in heaven did you get that?"
"ln Mamma's bead box. Can't I keep it?"
"No. Conrad, give it to me! Sorry, son. " Thoughtfully: "Let's see, you're

fourteen. Look, Conrad, I'll explain it all in a couple of years. "

With the impetus provided by this new taboo there was no need to wait for
his father's revelations. Full knowledge came soon. The older boys knew the
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whole story, but strangely enough it was disappointingly dull.
"ls that all?" he kept saying. "l don't get it. Why worry so much about

clocks? We have calendars, don't we?"
Suspecting more, he scoured the streets, carefully inspecting every

derelict clock for a clue to the real secret. Most of the faces had been
mutilated, hands and numerals torn off, the circle of minute intervals
stripped away, leaving a shadow of fading rust. Distributed apparently at
random all over the city, above stores, banks, and public buildings, their
real purpose was hard to discover. Sure enough, they measured the progress
of time through hvelve arbitrary intervals. But this seemed barely adequate
grounds for outlawing them. After all, a whole variety of timers were in
general use: in kitchens, factories, hospitals, wherever a fixed period of time
was needed. His father had one by his bed at night. Sealed into the standard
small black box, and driven by miniature batteries, it emitted a high
penetrating whistle shortly before breakfast the next morning, woke him if
he overslept. A clock was no more than a calibrated timer, in many ways less
useful, as it provided you with a steady stream of irrelevant information.
What if it was half past three, as the old reckoning put it, if you weren't
planning to start or finish anything then?

Making his questions sound as naive as possible, he conducted a long,
careful poll. Under fifty no one appeared to know anything at all about the
historical background, and even the older people were beginning to forget.
He also noticed that the less educated they were the more they were willing
to talk, indicatingthat manual and lower-class workers had played no part in
the revolution and consequently had no guilt-charged memories to repress.
Old Mr. Crichton, the plumber who lived in the basement apartment,
reminisced without any prompting, but nothing he said threw any light on
the problem.

"Sure, there were thousands of clocks then, millions of them, everybody
had one. Watches we called them, strapped to the wrist, you had to screw
them up every dry."

"But what did you do with them, Mr. Crichton?" Conrad pressed.
"Well, you just-looked at them, and you knew what time it was. One

o'clock, or two or half past seven-that was when I'd go offto work."
"But you go off to work now when you've had breakfast. And if you're late

the timer rings. "
Crichton shook his head. "l can't explain it to you, lad. You ask your

father. "
But Mr. Newman was hardly more helpful. The explanation promised

for Conrad's sixteenth birthday never materialized. When his questions
persisted Mr. Newman, tired of sidestepping, shut him up with an abrupt:
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"fust stop thinking about it, do you understand? You'll get yourself and the
rest of us into a lot of trouble. "

Stacey, the young English teacher, had a wry sense of humor, liked to shock
the boys by taking up unorthodox positions on marriage or economics.
Conrad wrote an essay describing an imaginary society completely preoc-
cupied with elaborate rituals revolving around a minute-by-minute obser-
vance of the passage of time.

Stacey refused to play, however, and gave him a noncommittal beta plus,
after class quietly asked Conrad what had prompted the fantasy. At first
Conrad tried to back away, then finally came out with the question that
contained the central riddle.

"Why is it against the law to have a clock?"
Stacey tossed a piece of chalk from one hand to the other.
"ls it against the law?"
Conrad nodded. "There's an old notice in the police station offering a

bounty of one hundred pounds for every clock or wristwatch brought in. I
saw it yesterday. The sergeant said it was still in force. "

Stacey raised his eyebrows mockingly. "You'll make a million. Thinking
of going into business?"

Conrad ignored this. "lt's against the law to have a gun because you might
shoot someone. But how can you hurt anybody with a clock?"

"Isn't it obvious? You can time him, know exactly how long it takes him to
do something. "

"Well?"
"Then you can make him do it

At seventeen, on a sudden impulse, he built his first clock. Already his
preoccupation with time was giving him a marked lead over his classmates.
One or two were more intelligent, others more conscientious, but Conrad's
ability to organize his leisure and homework periods allowed him to make
the most of his talents. When the others were lounging around the railway
yard on their way home Conrad had already completed half his prep,
allocating his time according to its various demands.

As soon as he finished he would go up to the attic playroom, now his
workshop. Here, in the old wardrobes and trunks, he made his first experi-
mental constructions: calibrated candles, crude sundials, sandglasses, an
elaborate clockwork contraption developing about half a horse power that
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drove its hands progressively faster and faster in an unintentional parody of
Conrad's obsession.

His first serious clock was water-powered, a slowly leaking tank holding a
wooden float that drove the hands as it sank downwards. Simple but
accurate, it satisfied Conrad for several months while he carried out his ever-
widening search for a real clock mechanism. He soon discovered that
although there were innumerable table clocks, gold pocket watches, and
timepieces of every variety rusting in junk shops and in the back drawers of
most homes, none of them contained their mechanisms. These, together
with the hands, and sometimes the digits, had always been removed. His
own attempts to build an escapement that would regulate the motion of the
ordinary clockwork motor met with no success; everything he had heard
about clock movements confirmed that they were precision instruments of
exact design and construction. To satisfy his secret ambition-a portable
timepiece, if possible an actual wristwatch-he would have to find one,
somewhere, in working order.

Finally, from an unexpected source, a watch came to him. One after-
noon in a cinema, anelderly man sitting nextto Conrad had a sudden heart
attack. Conrad and two members of the audience carried him out to the
manager's office. Holding one of his arms, Conrad noticed in the dim aisle
light a glint of metal inside the sleeve. Quickly he felt the wrist with his
fingers, identified the unmistakable lens-shaped disk of a wristwatch.

As he carried it home its tick seemed as loud as a death knell. He clamped
his hand around it, expecting everyone in the street to point accusingly at
him, the Time Police to swoop down and seize him.

In the attic he took it out and examined it breathlessly, smothering it in a
cushion whenever he heard his father shift about in the bedroom below.
Later he realized that its noise was almost inaudible. The watch was of the
same pattern as his mother's, though with a yellow and not a red face. The
gold case was scratched and peeling, but the movement seemed to be in
perfect condition. He prized offthe rear plate, watched the frenzied flicker-
ing world of miniature cogs and wheels for hours, spellbound. Frightened
of breaking the main spring, he kept the watch only half wound, packed
away carefully in cotton wool.

In taking the watch from its owner he had not, in fact, been motivated by
theft; his first impulse had been to hide the watch before the doctor
discovered it feelin g for the man's pulse. But once the watch was in his
possession he abandoned any thought of tracing the owner and returning it.

That others were still wearing watches hardly surprised him. The water
clock had demonstrated that a calibrated timepiece added another dimen-
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sion to life, organized its energies, gave the countless activities of everyday
existence a yardstick of significance. Conrad spent hours in the attic gazing
at the small yellow dial, watching its minute hand revolve slowly, its hour
hand press on imperceptibly, a compass charting his passage through the
future. Without it he felt rudderless, adrift in a gray purposeless limbo of
timeless events. His father began to seem idle and stupid, sitting around
vacantly with no idea when anything was going to happen.

Soon he was wearing the watch all day. He stitched together a slim cotton
sleeve, fitted with a narrow flap below which he could see the face. He
timed everything-the length of classes, football games, meal breaks, the
hours of daylight and darkness, sleep and waking. He amused himself
endlessly by baffling his friends with demonstrations of this private sixth
sense, anticipating the frequency of their heart beats, the hourly newscasts
on the radio, boiling a series of identically consistent eggs without the aid of
a timer.

Then he gave himself away.
Stacey, shrewder than any of the others, discovered that he was wearing a

watch. Conrad had noticed that Stacey's English classes lasted exactly forty-
five minutes; he let himself slide into the habit of tidying his desk a minute
before Stacey's timer pipped up. Once or twice he noticed Stacey looking at
him curiously, but he could not resist the temptation to impress Stacey by
always being the first one to make for the door.

One day he had stacked his books and clipped away his pen when Stacey
pointedly asked him to read out a pr6cis he had done. Conrad knew the
timer would pip out in less than ten seconds, and decided to sit tight and
wait for the usual stampede to save him the trouble.

Stacey stepped down from the dais, waiting patiently. One or two boys
turned around and frowned at Conrad, who was counting away the closing
seconds.

Then, amazed, he realized that the timer had failed to sound! Panicking,
he first thought his watch had broken, just restrained himself in time from
looking at it.

"ln a hurry, Newman?" Stacey asked dryly. He sauntered down the aisle
to Conrad. Baffed, his face reddening with embarrassment, Conrad
fumbled open his exercise book, read out the pr6cis. A few minutes later,
without waiting for the timer, Stacey dismissed the class.

"Newman," he called out. "Here a moment."
He rummaged behind the rostrum as Conrad approached. "What hap-

pened then?" he asked. "Forget to wind up your watch this morning?"
Conrad said nothing. Stacey took out the timer, switched offthe silencer

and listened to the pip that buzzed out.
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"Where did you get it from? Your parents? Don't worry' the Time Police

were disbanded years ago."
Conrad examined Stacey's face. "lt was my mother's," he lied. "I found it

among her things." Stacey held out his hand and Conrad nervously un-

strapped the watch and handed it to him.
Str..y slipped it half out of its sleeve, glanced briefly at the yellow face.

"Your mother, you say? Hmh."
'Are you going to report me?" Conrad asked.
"What, and waste some overworked psychiatrist's time even further?"

"lsn't it breaking the law to wear a watch?"
"Well, you're not exactly the greatest living menace to public security."

Stacey started for the door, gesturing Conrad with him. He handed the

watch back. "Cancel whatever you're doing on Saturday afternoon. You and

I are taking a trip. "
"Where?" Conrad asked.
"Back into the past," Stacey said lightly. "To Chronopolis, the Time

City."

Stacey had hired aca\ a huge battered mastodon of chromium and fins. He

*ru.d jauntily to Conrad as he picked him up outside the Public Library.

"Climb into the turret. " He pointed to the bulging briefcase. Conrad

slung onto the seat between them. "Have you had a look at those yet?"

Conrad nodded. As they moved offaround the deserted square he opened

the briefcase and pulled out a thick bundle of road maps. "I've iust worked

out that the city covers over five hundred square miles. I'd never realized it

was so big. Where is everYbodY?"
Stacey laughed. They crossed the main street, cut down into a long tree-

lined .u.nr" of semidetached houses. Half of them were empty, windows

wrecked and roofs sagging. Even the inhabited houses had a makeshift

appearance, crude water towers on homemade scaffolding lashed to their

chimneys, piles of logs dumped in overgrown front gardens.
"Thirty million people once lived in this city," Stacey remarked. "Now

the population is little more than two, and still declining. Those of us left

hang on in what were once the distal suburbs, so that the city today is

effectiuely an enormous ring, five miles in width, encircling a vast dead

center forty or fifty miles in diameter. "
They wove in and out of various back roads, past a small factory still

running although work was supposed to end at noon' finally picked up a

long, straight boulevard that carried them steadily westward. Conrad traced
their progress across successive maps. They were nearing the edge of the
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annulus Stacey had described. On the map it was overprinted in green so
that the central interior appeared a flat, uncharted gray, a massive terra
incognita.

They passed the last of the small shopping thoroughfares he remembered,
a frontier post of mean terraced houses, dismal streets spanned by massive
steel viaducts. Stacey pointed up at one as they drove below it. "Part of the
elaborate railway system that once existed, an enormous network of stations
and junctions that carried fifteen million people into a dozen great termi-
nals every day."

For half an hour they drove on, Conrad hunched against the window,
Stacey watching him in the driving mirror. Gradually, the landscape began
to change. The houses were taller, with colored roofs, the sidewalks were
railed offand fitted with pedestrian lights and turnstiles. They had entered
the inner suburbs, completely deserted streets with multilevel super-
markets, towering cinemas, and department stores.

Chin in one hand, Conrad stared out silently. Lacking any means of
transport he had never ventured into the uninhabited interior of the city,
like the other children always headed in the opposite direction for the op.n
country. Here the streets had died twenty or thirty years earlier; plateglass
shopfronts had slipped and smashed into the roadway, old neon signs,
window frames and overhead wires hung down from every cornice, traiiing
a ragged webwork of disintegrating metal across the pavements. Stacey dtoue
slowly, avoiding the occasional bus or truck abandoned in the middle of the
road, its tires peeling off their rims.

Conrad craned up at the empty windows, into the narrow alleys and side
streets, but nowhere felt any sensation of fear or anticipation. These streets
were merely derelict, as unhaunted as a half-empty dustbin.

One suburban center gave way to another, to long intervening stretches of
congested ribbon developments. Mile by mile, the architecture altered its
character; buildings were larger, ten- or fifteen-story blocks, clad in facing
materials of green and blue tiles, glass or copper sheathing. They were
moving forward in time rather than, as Conrad had expected, back into the
past of a fossil city.

Stacey worked the car through a nexus of side streets toward a six-lane
expressway that rose on concrete buttresses above the rooftops. They found a
side road that circled up to it, leveled out, and then picked up speed sharply,
spinning along one of the clear center lanes.

Conrad craned forward. In the distance, two or three miles away, the
rectilinear outlines of enormous apartment blocks reared thirty or forty
storys high, hundreds of them lined shoulder to shoulder in apparently
endless ranks, like giant dominoes.
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"We're entering the central dormitories here," Stacey told him. On either

side buildings overtopped the motorway, the congestion mounting so that

some of them had been built right up against the concrete palisades.

In a few minutes they passed between the first of the apartment batteries,

the thousands of identical living units with their slanting balconies shearing

up into the sky, the glass in-falls of the aluminum curtain walling speckling

in the sunlight. The smaller houses and shops of the outer suburbs had

vanished. There was no room on the ground level. In the narrow intervals

between the blocks there were small concrete gardens, shopping complexes,

ramps banking down into huge underground car parks.

And on all sides there were the clocks. Conrad noticed them imme-

diately, at every street corner, over every archway, three quarters of the way

up the sides of buildings, covering every conceivable angle of approach.

Most of them were too high off the ground to be reached by anything less

than a fireman's ladder and still retained their hands. All registered the same

t ime:  l2 :01 .
Conrad looked at his wristwatch, noted that it was iust 2:45 p.m.

"They were driven by a master clock," Stacey told him. "When that

stopped they all ceased at the same moment. One minute after midnight,

thirty-seven years ago."
The afternoon had darkened, as the high cliffs cut offthe sunlight, the sky

a succession of narrow vertical intervals opening and closing around them.

Down on the canyon floor it was dismal and oppressive, a wilderness of

concrete and frosted glass. The expressway divided and pressed on westward.

After a few more miles the apartment blocks gave way to the first office

buildings in the central zone. These were even taller, sixty or seventy storys

high, linked by spiraling ramps and causeways. The expressway was fifty feet

off the ground yet the first floors of the office blocks were level with it,

mounted on massive stilts that straddled the glass-enclosed entrance bays of

lifts and escalators. The streets were wide but featureless. The sidewalks of

parallel roadways merged below the buildings, forming a continuous con-

crete apron. Here and there were the remains of cigarette kiosks, rusting

stairways up to restaurants and arcades built on platforms thirty feet in the air.

Conrad, however, was looking only atthe clocks. Never had he visualized

so many, in places so dense that they obscured each other. Their faces were

multicolored: red, blue, yellow, green. Most of them carried four or five

hands. Although the master hands had stopped at a minute past twelve, the

subsidiary hands had halted at varying positions, apparently dictated by

their color.
"What were the extra hands for?" he asked Stacey. 'And the different

colors?"
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"Time zones. Depending on your professional category and the con-
sumer-shifts allowed. Hold on, though, we're almost there. "

They left the expressway and swung off down a ramp that fed them into
the northeast corner of a wide open plaza, eight hundred yards long and half
as wide, down the center of which had once been laid a continuous strip of
lawn, now rank and overgrown. The plaza was empty, a sudden block of free
space bounded by tall glass-faced cliffs that seemed to cany the sky.

Stacey parked, and he and Conrad climbed out and stretched themselves.
Together they strolled across the wide pavement toward the strip of waist-
high vegetation. Looking down the vistas receding from the plaza Conrad
grasped fully for the first time the vast perspectives of the city, the massive
geometric jungle of buildings.

Stacey put one foot up on the balustrade running around the lawn bed,
pointed to the far end of the plaza, where Conrad saw a low-lying huddle of
buildings of unusual architectural style, nineteenth century perpendicular
stained by the atmosphere and badly holed by a number of explosions.
Again, however, his attention was held by the clock face built into a tall
concrete tower fust behind the older buildings. This was the largest clock
dial he had ever seen, at least a hundred feet across, huge black hands halted
at a minute past twelve. The dial was white, the first they had seen, but on
wide semicircular shoulders built below the main face were a dozen smaller
faces, no more than twenty feet in diameter, running the full spectrum of
colors. Each had five hands, the inferior three halted at random.

"Fifty years ago:' Stacey explained, gesturing at the ruins below the
tower, "that collection of ancient buildings was one of the world's greatest
legislative assemblies. " He gazed at it quietly for a few moments, then
turned to Conrad. "Enjoy the ride?"

Conrad nodded fervently. "It's impressive, all right. The people who lived
here must have been giants. What's really remarkable is that it looks as if they
left only yesterday. Why don't we go back?"

"Well, apart from the fact that there aren't enough of us now, even if there
were we couldn't control it. In its heyday this city was a fantastically
complex social organism. The communications problems are difficult to
imagine merely by looking at these blank fagades. It's the tragedy of this city
that there appeared to be only one way to solve them."

"Did they solve them?"
"Oh, yes, certainly. But they left themselves out of the equation. Think of

the problems, though. Tiansporting fifteen million office workers to and
from the center every day; routing in an endless stream of cars, buses,
trains, helicopters; linking every office, almost every desk, with a vid-
eophone, every apartment with television, radio, power, water; feeding and
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entertaining this enormous number of people; guarding them with ancillary

services, pJi.., fire squads, medical units-it all hinged on one factor."

Stacey threw a fist out at the great tower clock. "Time! Only by syn-

chronizing every activity, every footstep forward or backward, every meal,

bus halt, and telephone call, could the organism support itself. Like the

cells in your body, which proliferate into mortal cancers if allowed to grow

in freedom, every individual here had to serve the overriding needs of the

city or fatal bottlenecks threw it into total chaos. You and I can turn on the

tap any hour of the day or night, because we have our own private water

cisterrrs, but what would happen here if everybody washed the breakfast

dishes within the same ten minutes?"

They began to walk slowly down the plaza toward the clock tower. "Fifty

years ago, when the population was only ten million, they could iust
provide for a potential peak capacity, but even then a strike in one essential

service paralyzed most of the others; it took workers two or three hours to

reach their offices, as long again to queue for lunch and get home. As the

population climbed the first serious attempts were made to stagger hours;

workers in certain areas started the day an hour earlier or later than those in

others. Their railway passes and car number plates were colored accordingly,

and if they tried to travel outside the permitted periods they were turned

back. Soon the practice spread; you could only switch on your washing

machine at a given hour, post a letter or take a bath at a specific period."

"sounds feasible," Conrad commented, his interest mounting. "But how

did they enforce all this?"
"By a system of colored passes, colored money, an elaborate set of

schedules published every day like TV or radio programs. And, of course, by

all the thousands of clocks you can see around you here. The subsidiary

hands marked out the number of minutes remaining in any activity period

for people in the clock's color category. "

Stacey stopped, pointed to a blue-faced clock mounted on one of the

buildings overlooking the plaza. "Let's say, for example, that a lower-grade

executive leaving his office at the allotted time, twelve o'clock, wants to

have lunch, change a library book, buy some aspirin, and telephone his

wife. Like all executives, his identity zone is blue. He takes out his schedule

for the week, or looks down the blue-time columns in the newsPaper, and

notes that his lunch period for that day is twelve-fifteen to twelve-thirty. He

has fifteen minutes to kill. Right, he then checks the library. Time code for

today is given as three, that's the third hand on the clock. He looks at the

nearest blue clock, the third hand says thirty-seven minutes past-he has

twenty-three minutes, ample time, to reach the library. He starts down the

street, but finds at the first intersection that the pedestrian lights are only
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shining red and green and he can't get across. The area's been temporarily
zoned off for lower-grade women office workers-red, and manuals-
green. "

"what would happen if he ignored the lights?,,conrad asked.
"Nothing immediately, but all blue clocks in the zoned area would have

returned to zero, and no shops or the library would serve him, unless he
happened to have,red or green currency and a forged set of library tickets.
Anyway, the penalties were too high to make the risk worthwhile, and the
whole system was evolved for his convenience, no one else's. So, unable to
reach the library, he decides on the chemist. The time code for the chemist
is five, the fifth, smallest hand. It reads fifty-four minutes past: he has six
minutes to find a chemist and make his purchase. This done, he still has
five minutes before lunch, decides to phone his wife. Checking the phone
code he sees that no period has been provided for private calls that day-or
the next. He'll just have to wait until he sees hei that evening.',

"What if he did phone?"
"He wouldn't be able to get his money in the coin box, and even then, his

*if, assuming she is a secretary, would be in a red time zone and no longer
in her office for that day-hence the prohibition on phone calls. It;ll
meshed perfectly. Your time program told you when yol co,rld switch on
your TV set and when to switch off. All electric appliances were fused, and
if you strayed outside the programmed periods you'd have a hefty fine and
repair bill to meet. The viewer's economic status obviously determined the
choice of program, and vice versa, so there was no qr.riion of coercion.
Each day's program listed your permitted activities: yo,, could go to the
hairdresser's, cinema, bank, cocktail bar, at stated times, and if you went
then you were sure of being served quickly and efficiently. "

They had almost reached the far end of the plaza. Facing them on its
tower was the enormous clock face, dominating its constellation of twelve
motionless attendants.

"There were a dozen socioeconomic categories: blue for executives, gold
for professional classes, yellow for military and government officiais-
incidentally, itb odd your parents ever got hold of that wrishvatch, none of
your family ever worked for the government-green for manual workers and
so on. Naturally, subtle subdivisions were possible. The lower-grade execu-
tive I mentioned left his office at twelve, but a senior executive, with exactly
the same time codes, would leave at eleven forty-five and have an extra
fifteen minutes, would find the streets clear before the lunch-hour rush of
clerical workers. "

Stacey pointed up at the tower. "This was the Big Clock, the master from
which all others were regulated. Central Time Control, a sort of Ministry of
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Time, gradually took over the old parliamentary buildings as their legisla-

tive functions diminished. The programmers were' effectively, the city's

absolute rulers. "
As Stacey continued Conrad gazedup at the battery of timepieces, poised

helplessly at l2:01 . Somehow time itself seemed to have been suspended,

around him the great office buildings hung in a neutral interval between

yesterday and tomorrow. If one could only start the master clock the entire

"ity 
*o,rld probably slide into gear and come to life, in an instant be

repeopled with its dynamic fostling millions.'ThLy 
began to waik back toward the car. Conrad looked over his shoulder

at the clock face, its gigantic arms upright on the silent hour'

"Why did it stop?" he asked.
Stacey looked at him curiously. "Haven't I made it fairly plain?"

"What do you mean?" Conrad pulled his eyes off the scores of clocks

lining the plaza, frowned at Stacey.
"Can you imagine what life was like for all but a few of the thirty million

people here?"' 
ionrrd shrugged. Blue and yellow clocks, he noticed, outnumbered all

others; obviously the major governmental agencies had operated from the

plaza area. "Highly organized but better than the sort of life we lead," he

ieplied finally, more interested in the sights around him. "l'd rather have the

teiephone for one hour a day than not at all. Scarcities are always rationed,

aren't they?"
"But this was a way of life in which everything was scarce. Don't you

think there's a point beyond which human dignity is surrendered?"

Conrad snorted. "There seems to be plenty of dignity here. Look at these

buildings, they'll stand for a thousand years. Tfy comparing them with my

father. Any*.y, think of the beauty of the system, engineered as precisely as

a watch."
"That's all it was," Stacey commented dourly. "The old metaphor of the

cog in the wheel was never more true than here. The full sum of your

existence was printed for you in the newspaper columns, mailed to you once

a month from the Ministry of Time."
Conrad was looking offin some other direction and Stacey pressed on in a

slightly louder voice. "EventuallX of course, revolt came. It's interesting

that in any industrial society there is usually one social revolution each

century, and that successive revolutions receive their impetus from pro-

gressively higher social levels. In the eighteenth century it was the urban
proletariat, in the nineteenth the artisan classes, in this revolt the white-

collar office worker, living in his tiny so-called modern flat, supporting
through credit pyramids an economic system that denied him all freedom
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of will or personality, chained him to a thousand clocks . . .,, He broke off.
"What's the matter?"

Conrad was staring down one of the side streets. He hesitated, then asked
in a casual voice: "How were these clocks driven? Electrically?,,

"Most of them. A few mechanically. Why?,'
"l just wondered . . . how they kept them all going. " He daw,clled at

Stacey's heels, checking the time from his wristwatch and glancing to his
left. There were twenty or thirty clocks hanging from the buildings along
the side street, indistinguishable from those he had seen all afternoon.

Except for the fact that one of them was working!
It was mounted in the center of a black glass portico over an entranceway

fifty yards down the right-hand side, about eighteen inches in diameter,
with a faded blue face. Unlike the others its hands registered three-fifteen,
the correct time. Conrad had nearly mentioned this apparent coincidence
to Stacey when he had suddenly seen the minute hand move on an interval.
Withoutdoubtsomeone had restarted the clock; even if it had been running
off an inexhaustible battery, after thirty-seven years it could never haue
displayed such accuracy.

He hung behind Stacey, who was saying: "Every revolution has its symbol
of oppression. ."

The clock was almost out of view. Conrad was about to bend down and tie
his shoelace when he saw the minute hand jerk downward, tilt slightly from
the horizontal.

He followed Stacey toward the car, no longer bothering to listen to him.
Ten yards from it he turned and broke away, ran swiftly across the roadway
toward the nearest building.

"Newman!" he heard Stacey shout. "Come back!" He reached the pave-
ment, ran between the great concrete pillars carrying the building. He
paused for a moment behind an elevator shaft, saw Stacey climbing hur-
riedly into the car. The engine coughed and roared out, and Conrad
sprinted on below the building into a rear alley that led back to the side
street. Behind him he heard the car accelerati ng, adoor slam as it picked up
speed.

When he entered the side street the car came swinging offthe plazathirty
yards behind him. Stacey swerved off the roadway, bumped up onto the
pavement and gunned the car toward Conrad, throwing on the brakes in
savage lurches, blasting the horn in an attempt to frighten him. Conrad
sidestepped out of its way, almost falling over the bonnet, hurled himself up
a narrow stairway leading to the first floor, and raced up the steps to a short
landing that ended in tall glass doors. Through them he could see a wide
balcony that ringed the building. A fire escape crisscrossed upward to the
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roof, giving way on the fifth floor to a cafeteria that spanned the street to the

office building opposite.
Below he heard Stacey's feet running across the pavement. The glass

doors were locked. He pulled a fire extinguisher from its bracket, tossed the

heavy cylinder against the center of the plate. The glass slipped and crashed

to the tiled fooi itr t sudden cascade, splashing down the steps. Conrad

stepped through onto the balcony, began to climb the stairway. He had

,.r.hed the third floor when he saw Stacey below, craning upward. Hand

over hand, Conrad pulled himself up the next two flights, swung over a

bolted metal turnstile into the open court of the cafeteria. Tables and chairs

lay about on their sides, mixed up with the splintered remains of desks

thrown down from the upPer foors.

The doors into the covered restaurant were open, a large pool of water

lying across the foor. Conrad splashed through it, went over to a window

and peered down past an old plastic plant into the street. Stacey seemed to

have given up. Conrad crossed the rear of the restaurant, straddled the

counter, and climbed through a window onto the open terrace running

across the street. Beyond the rail he could see into the plaza, the double line

of tire marks curving into the street below.

He had almost crossed to the opposite balcony when a shot roared out

into the air. There was a sharp tinkle of falling glass and the sound of the

explosion boomed away among the empty canyons.

For a few seconds he panicked. He flinched back from the exposed rail,

his eardrums numbed, looking up at the great rectangular masses towering

above him on either side, the endless tiers of windows like the faceted eyes of

gigantic insects. So Stacey had been armed, almost certainly was a member

of the Time Police!
On his hands and knees Conrad scurried along the terrace, slid through

the turnstiles and headed for a half-open window on the balcony.

Climbing through, he quickly lost himself in the building.

He finally took up a position in a corner office on the sixth floor, the

cafeteria just below him to the right, the stairway up which he had escaped

directly opposite.
All afternoon Stacey drove up and down the adjacent streets, sometimes

freewheeling silently with the engine off, at others blazing through at speed.

Thice he fired into the air, stopping the car afterward to call out, his words

lost among the echoes rolling from one street to the next. Often he drove

along the pavements, swerved about below the buildings as if he expected to

flush Conrad from behind one of the banks of escalators.
Finally he appeared to drive offforgood, and Conrad turned his attention

to the clock in the portico. It had moved on to six forty-five, almost exactly
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the time given by his own watch. Conrad reset this to what he assumed was
the correct time, then sat back and waited for whoever had wound it to
aPpear. Around him the thirty or forty other clocks he could see remained
stat ionary at l2:01.

For five minutes he left his vigil, scooped some water off the pool in the
cafeteria, suppressed his hunger, and shortly after midnight fell asleep in a
corner behind the desk.

He woke the next morning to bright sunlight flooding into the office.
standing up, he dusted his clothes, turned around to find a small gray-
haired man in a patched tweed suit surveying him with sharp eyes. Slung in
the crook of his arm was a large black-barreled *.rpon, it, hr--.r,
menacingly cocked.

The man put down a steel ruler he had evidently tapped against a
cabinet, waited for Conrad to collect himself.

"What are you doing here?" he asked in a testy voice. Conrad noticed his
pockets were bulging with angular objects that weighed down the sides of
his jacket.

"r . . . er . ." conrad searched for something to say. Something about
the old man convinced him that this was the clock winder. Suddenly he
decided he had nothing to lose by being frank, and blurted out, "l saw the
clock working. Down there on the left. I want to help wind them all up
again."

The old man watched him shrewdly. He had an alert birdlike face, twin
folds under his chin like a cockerel's.

"How do you propose to do that?" he asked.
Stuck by this one, Conrad said lamely, "l'd find a key somewhere. "
The old man frowned. "one key? That wouldn't do much good." He

seemed to be relaxing, and shook his pockets with a dull chink.
For a few moments neither of them said anything. Then Conrad had an

inspiration, bared his wrist. "l have a watch," he said. "lt's seven forty-five."
"Let me see." The old man stepped forward, briskly took Conrad's wrist

and examined the yellow dial. "Movado Supermatic," he said to himself.
"CTC issue." He stepped back, lowering the shotgun, and seemed to be
summing Conrad up. "Good," he remarked at last. "Let's see. You probably
need some breakfast. "

They made their way out of the building, and began to walk quickly down
the street.

"People sometimes come here," the old man said. "sightseers and police.
I watched your escape yesterday, you were lucky not to be killed." They
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swerved left and right across the empty streets, the old man darting between

the stairways and buttresses. As he walked he held his hands stiffly to his

sides, preventing his pockets from swinging. Glancing into them, Conrad

saw that they were full of keys, large and rusty, of every design and

combination.
"I presume that was your father's watch," the old man remarked.

"Grandfather's," Conrad corrected. He remembered Stacey's lecture, and

added, "He was killed in the plaza."

The old man frowned sympathetically, for a moment held Conrad's arm.

They stopped below a building, indistinguishable from the others nearby,

at one time a bank. The old man looked carefully around him, eyeing the

high cliff walls on all sides, then led the way up a stationary escalator.

His quarters were on the second floor, beyond a maze of steel grilles and

strongdoors, a stove and a hammock slung in the center of a large workshop.

Lying about on thirty or forty desks in what had once been a typing pool,

was an enormous collection of clocks, all being simultaneously repaired.

Thll cabinets surrounded them, loaded with thousands of spare parts in

neatly labeled correspondence trays-escapements, ratchets, cogwheels,

barely recognizable through the rust.

The old man led Conrad over to a wall chart, pointed to the total listed

against a column of dates. "Look at this. There are now 278 running

continuously. Believe me, I'm glad you've come. Ittakes me half my time to

keep them wound."
He made breakfast for Conrad and told him something about himself.

His name was Marshall. Once he had worked in Central Time Control as a

programmer. He had survived the revolt and the Time Police, and ten years

later returned to the city. At the beginning of each month he cycled out to

one of the perimeter towns to cash his pension and collect supplies. The rest

of the time he spent winding the steadily increasing number of functioning

clocks and searching for others he could dismantle and repair.
'All these years in the rain hasn't done them any good," he explained,

"and there's nothing I can do with the electrical ones. "

Conrad wandered offamong the desks, gingerly feeling the dismembered

timepieces that lay around like the nerve cells of some vast unimaginable

robot. He felt exhilarated and yet at the same time curiously calm, like a

man who has staked his whole life on the turn of a wheel and is waiting for it

to spin.
"How can you make sure that they all tell the same time?" he asked

Marshall, wondering why the question seemed so important.

Marshall gestured irritably. "l can't, but what does it matter? There is no

such thing as a perfectly accurate clock. The nearest you can get is one that
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has stopped. Although you never know when, it is absolutely accurate twice
a day." 

-

Conrad went over to the window, pointed to the great clock visible in an
interval between the rooftops. "lf only we could start that, and run all the
others off it. "

"Impossible. The entire mechanism was dynamited. Only the chimer is
intact. Anyway, the wiring of the electrically driven clocks perished years
ago. It would take an army of engineers to recondition them.',

Conrad looked at the scoreboard again. He noticed that Marshall ap-
peared to have lost his way through the years-the completion dates he
listed were seven and a half years out. Idly, Conrad ieflected on the
significance of this irony, but decided not to mention it to Marshall.

For three months Conrad lived with the old man, following him on foot
as he cycled about on his rounds, carrying the ladder and the satchel full
of keys with which Marshall wound up the clocks, helping him to dis-
mantle recoverable ones and carry them back to the *orkshop. All day,
and often through half the night, they worked together, repairing the
movements, restarting the clocks, and returning them to their original
positions.

All the while, however, Conrad's mind was fixed upon the great clock in
its tower dominating the plaza. once a day he managed to sneak off and
make his way into the ruined Time buildings. As Marshall had said, neither
the clock nor its twelve satellites would ever run again. The movement
house looked like the engine room ofa sunken ship, a rusting tangle of rotors
and drive wheels exploded into contorted shapes. Every *..k he would
climb the long stairway up to the topmost platform two hundred feet above,
look out through the bell tower at the flat roofs of the office blocks stretching
away to the horizon. The hammers rested against their trips in long ranks
iust below him. Once he kicked one of the treble trips playfully, sent a dull
chime out across the plaza.

The sound drove strange echoes into his mind.
Slowly he began to repair the chimer mechanism, rewiring the hammers

and the pulley systems, trailing fresh wire up the great heighl of the tower,
dismantling the winches in the movement room below and ,enouating their
clutches.

He and Marshall never discussed their self-appointed tasks. Like animals
obeying an instinct they worked tirelessly, barely aware of their own motives.
When Conrad told him one day that he intended to leave and continue the
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work in another sector ofthe city, Marshall agreed immediately, gave Conrad

as many tools as he could spare and bade him good-bye.

Six months later, almost to the day, the sounds of the great clock chimed out

across the rooftops of the city, marking the hours, the half hours and the

quarter hours, steadily tolling the progress of the day. Thirty miles away, in

the towns forming the perimeter of the city, people stopped in the streets and

in doorways, listening to the dim haunted echoes reflected through the long

aisles of apartment blocks on the far horizon, involuntarily counting the

slow final sequences that told the hour. Older people whispered to each

other: "Four o'clock, or was it five? They have started the clock again. It

seems strange after these years. "

And all through the day they would pause as the quarter and half hours

reached across the miles to them, a voice from their childhoods reminding

them of the ordered world of the past. They began to reset their timers by the

chimes, at night before they slept they would listen to the long count of

midnight, wake to hear them again in the thin clear air of the morning.

Some went down to the police station and asked if they could have their

watches and clocks back again.

After sentence, twenty years for the murder of Stacey, five for fourteen

offenses under the Time Laws, to run concurrently, Newman was led away

to the holding cells in the basement of the court. He had expected the

sentence and made no comment when invited by the iudge. After waiting

trial for a year the afternoon in the courtroom was nothing more than a

momentary intermission.
He made no attempt to defend himself against the charge of killing

Stacey, partly to shield Marshall, who would be able to continue their work

unmolested, and partly because he felt indirectly responsible for the police-

man's death. Stacey's body, skull fractured by a twenty- or thirty-story fall,

had been discovered in the back seat of his car in a basement garage not far

from the plaza. Presumably Marshall had discovered him prowling around.

Newman recalled that one day Marshall had disappeared altogether and

had been curiously irritable for the rest of the week.
The last time he had seen the old man had been during the three days

before the police arrived. Each morning as the chimes boomed out across

the plaza Newman had seen his tiny figure striding briskly down the plaza

toward him, waving up energetically at the tower, bareheaded and unafraid.



9 Q  /  C H F T O N O P O L I S

Now Newman was faced with the problem of how to devise a clock that
would chart his way through the coming twenty years. His fears increased
when he was taken the next day to the cell block which housed the long-
term prisoners-passing his cell on the way to meet the superintendent he
noticed that his window looked out onto a small shaft. iI. pu-ped his
brains desperately as he stood at attention during the superintendent,s
homilies, wondering how he could retain his sanity. Short of counting the
seconds, each one of the 86,400 in every day, he saw no possible means of
assessing the time.

Locked into his cell, he sat limply on the narrow bed, too tired to unpack
his small bundle of possessions. A moment's inspection confirmed the
uselessness of the shaft. A powerful light mounted halfway up masked the
sunlight that slipped through a steel grille fifty feet above.

He stretched himself out on the bed and examined the ceiling. A lamp
was recessed into its center, but a second, surprisingly, appear."d to have
been fitted to the cell. This was on the wall, , f.* feet above his head. He
could see the curving bowl of the protective case, some ten inches in
diameter.

He was wondering whether this could be a reading light when he realized
that there was no switch.

Swinging around, he sat up and examined it, then leapt to his feet in
astonishment.

It was a clock!He pressed his hands against the bowl, reading the circle of
numerals, noting the inclination of the hands. 4:57, near-enough the
present time. Not simply a clock, but one in running order! Was this some
sort of macabre joke, or a misguided attempt at rehabilitation?

His pounding on the door brought a warder.
"What's all the noise about? The clockz What's the matter with it?,, He

unlocked the door and barged in, pushing Newman back.
"Nothing. But why is it here? They're against the law. "
"Is that what's worrying you." The wardeishtugged. "well, you see, the

rules are a little different in here. You lads have got r lot of time ahead of
you, it'd be cruel not to let you know where you stood. you know how to
work it, do you? Good. " He slammed the door and bolted it fast, then smiled
at Newman through the cage. "lt! a long day here, son, as you'll be finding
out. That'll help you get through it. "

Gleefully, Newman lay on the bed, his head on a rolled blanket at its foot,
staring up at the clock. It appeared to be in perfect order, electrically driven,
moving in rigid half-minute jerks. For an hour after the warder left he
watched it without a break, then began to tidy up his cell, glancing over his
shoulder every few minutes to reassure himself that it was still there, still
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running efficiently. The irony of the situation, the total inversion of iustice,
delighted him, even though it would cost him twenty years of his life.

He was still chuckling over the absurdity of it all two weeks later when for

the first time he noticed the clock's insanely irritating tick . . .



Tnicenatops
TFIANSLATED BY DAVID LEWIS

science fiction in lapan began in the 1960s as an offshoot of
American science frction, with conventions where fans
gathered,-a major magazine (Hayakawa's sF Magazin e), and
a wave of translations fr_oy English. But what divelopid was
unlike the literatuy g! the west, and more |ike the irprnrrc
sci-fr films of the /,950s and early 1960s, full of monsters and
disasters. This story combines ihe frtcination with monsters
and.1 sensibility-akin to that of lorge Luis Borges or the magic
realist2ol perhaps ,?rly Bailard As rs ,ofr^on with lZp-
allese Sf; there is not the kind of narrative force or plot to'noU
the story together that we expect in Western literatire. Instead
there rs a successro n of set piecgs leading up to a culminating
image; in this case, one that has striking, perhaps even dii-
turbing, political undertones. This is a-storv about war.

he father and son were returning from cycling. They
had set out together on a Sunday of deepening autumn,
heading for the cycling course along the river. On the

way back they had been forced to burrow through the exhaust
and dust of the national highway before finally reaching the
residential area a mile from home. Their house lay beyond
this slightly aging neighborhood, on the other side of the
small hill, in the new subdivision.

It was only a little past seven, but the autumn sun was
sinking quickly and darkness had begun to gather about them.
The father and son stopped their bikes beneath the yellow
light of the streetlamps and breathed the cool air in deeply.'Are you okay, Dad?"
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"My knees are ready to fall apart. Let me rest a minute."
"l don't feel a thing. "
"l guess you wouldn't," said the father. He smiled wryly as he lit a

cigarette.
"somebody's making curry!" his son cried suddenly. "l'm starving to

death. Can't we go now? It's iust a little bit farther."
"I guess so."
The father crushed out the cigarette with the tip of his shoe and put his

hands back on the black handlebars. It was at the instant the father and son

had put one foot to the pedals, at the instant they were looking down the

road ahead of them, were beginning to gather momentum, a huge shadow

darted across the intersection no more than five or six meters away, shaking

the very earth as it passed.
It had the feeling of mass, of power, of a bulldozer, of a ten-ton truck.

Though its passage took but an instant, it indelibly burned on their eyes

an image of thick, clearly animal skin, an almost slimy sheen, the quiver of

fesh and muscle.
Hands still tightly gripping the handlebars, the father and son lowered

their feet from the pedals and stared.
Thick dust swirled beneath the streetlamps. The tremors gradually

subsided.
It seemed a subterranean rumbling still growled about them.

Then, quite abruptly, even that rumbling stopped.

It stopped with a slightly unnatural air, almost as though a tape recording

had been suddenly switched off, but in any case it had ceased, and their

surroundings filled again with crying babies, the smell of dinner cooking,

raucous TV commercials.
S h a l l w e . . . ?
The father asked with his eyes, and his son nodded.
They stopped their bikes at the intersection and looked ahead.
A scattering of streetlamps threw down hazy light. Tiaces of gas and

watermain work were everywhere around them. The road stretched on with
its splitting asphalt, returned to silence.

"Where'd it go?" the son asked.
'Aaah. "

The father shook his head.
The two of them were silent for a while.
"Dad, what do you think it was?"
"I don't know. "
"l almost thought it was a rhinoceros. It was too big to be a cow. It looked

seven or eight meters long. And if my eyes weren't fooling me, it was twice
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as high as this fence. That would make it three meters, uh-uh, even taller."
'Aaah," said the father again. "l guess a rhino might get loose from the

zoo sometimes. It's not impossible. But didn't you see two horns on that
thing's head?"

"Horns? Yeah, it did look like two horns."
"So it couldn't be a rhinoceros. "
"So it was a cow after all? A bull?"
"lt must be. You don't see many of them anymore, but it's my guess a bull

got loose from some farm or pasture near here. "
"Yeah. "
"Well, if it keeps on like that, there's going to be one whale of an accident

when it meets a truck. "
"Yeah. "

The father and son looked back down the road. They listened. But aside
from the cheerful night noises with their tales of domestic peace and
tranquility, there were no hints of anything amiss in the town.

Almost as though it never happened.
The father shook his head.
lf l'd been alone, l'd have thought I was hallucinating.
After a long while the father and son pedaled silently and hurried along

the road home. The street began its gradual ascent, and they stopped several
times to rest.

The town spread out behind them. They turned and looked back, but
there were no signs of anything unusual, no accusing shadows, and nowhere
a trembling of the earth, a rising plume of dust.

"Dad, did you see the tail?" the son asked suddenly.
"Mmmm, what about it?"
"Didn't you see it? A superfat tail?"
The father and son reached the crest of the hill and passed through the last

sparse copse of trees.
Suddenly their own subdivision lay before them.
The lights were on in all the new houses of the new town, but somehow-

perhaps because of the sharp glare of the scattered mercury-vapor lamps-
the homes seemed to hunch stockily against the earth.

The mother had dinner ready for them.
"Oh, come on now. Was it really that big?"
Chopsticks in midair, the mother eyed the father and son across the

dinner table.
"lt was! It was so big I thought it was a rhino. "
"Well, it's terrible if it's true. The whole town must be in an uproar. "
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'Actually there wasn't any at all. Even the running noise stopped, iust
like that. "

"That's right. It stopped like we'd never heard a thing."
"But that's impossible. Oh, I see now. That's why you two were so

interested in the news all of a sudden. And did they say anything about it on
the news?"

"Not a thing. But it may be too early, too soon, for it to get on the news. "
"Boy, it's gotta get on the news! Look, it's seven, eight meters long for sure,

and at least three meters high."
"l think you're just exaggerating. Really, have you ever seen or even heard

of a cow that big? This isn't a joke, is it? You're not playing games with me?"
"We are not. Anyway, we saw it for sure. Didn't we, Dad?"
'Absolutely. If that was a coq it'd be a cinch there'd be steaks for five

hundred people or more."
"Oh, stop it this instant! You are ioking."
The mother laughed shrilly, and the father and son looked at each other,

their expressions strangely vague.
After a while the father also laughed, dryly, shortly.
"Well, it hardly matters. There was a little earthquake; then that thing

went zipping by. So we got a good shock out of it. Maybe the shadows threw
us off, made it look bigger than it was. All that's really certain is that it wasn't
a dog or a pig or some animal like that, but a really big rascal, right?"

"Yeah." The son nodded, still not quite satisfied, and began to work his

chopsticks.
A variety show was on the television screen. A skimpily clad Eurasian girl

was weaving her arms and legs as she sang, almost howled, in a strange,
strained voice. The wife laughed shrilly again.

"What is it?"
"The singer, she just blew her nose!"
"Her nose?"
"Oh, come on! You were just telling me about it yesterday, weren't you?

You said this girl sometimes blows her nose when she's straining too hard. I
thought I'd never heard anything so stupid in my life, but really just now she
blew her nose. I, oh, it's too funny!"

The mother rolled with laughter again.
The father and son smiled tightly and lowered their eyes.

The father stayed up nearly half that night, drinking. His wife and son had
gone to bed, but he, somehow unable to sleep, rose and, putting his legs up
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to the electric heater in the living room, propped himself up on one arm and
began to drink leisurely away at the whiskey he poured little by little into his
glass. The last news of the day started on the television, left on since early
evening, but, as expected, there was no mention of the shadow they had
seen.

Were they really iust seeing things?
The alcohol seeped through every cell in his aching muscles, slowly

tanning his exhausted body like leather. At least that was how it felt to the
father as he continued to watch the shifting screen.

At some point he dozed off.
Someone was blowing his nose. Gradually the noise grew rougher,

increasing in violence until it sounded like bellows. This is no ioke. No
singerb going to blow her nose like that. This is one heck of a dream. HalF
asleep, half-awake, his mind spun idly.

Eventually the noise was joined by a low moan, shameless and huge, as
though echoing from inside a mammoth cave. No way. This isn't that
singerb voice. Whatb going on?

His eyes snapped open.
A moan.
A noise like a bellows.
And the sounds continued.
He looked at the television set. The station was already offthe air, and the

screen held a sandstorm of cracking light. He turned it off and listened.
The noise was coming from outside.
The father peered through a crack in the curtains.
Scraggly potted plants filled the little garden, no larger than a cat's

forehead. Beyond the hedge loomed a huge black shadow, with an eye that
glittered piercingly in the dark.

It did look a little like a rhinoceros.
But the horn on its nose was even sharper than a rhino's, and beneath it

the mouth curved like a raptor's beak, and from that mouth puffed violent
white breath like a steam locomotive.

The head was fully a third the size of the body, resembling a buffalo's.
Two long horns jutted out like spears, but the turned-up, helmetlike shield
between the head and abdomen was like that of no other animal he had ever
seen.

A door opened.
The father turned to find his son standing in the room. The boy had

pulled his trousers on over his paiamas, and he looked soberly at his father as
he pushed one arm into his sweater.

"Is it there?" the son asked in a low voice.
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"Yes. "
The father jerked his jaw in the direction of the shadow outside.
The mammoth animal scratched the fence twice, three times with the

tips of its horns, then slowly swung its side toward them. It began to walk.
Like a heavy tank moving out for a night battle.

The dark brown back, the hips, the thick, heavy tail like a giant lizard's
trailing down from those hips, all these passed slowly through their field of
vision. The quiver of muscle beneath thick skin.

"That's not a cow or rhino," said the son, his voice sticking in his throat.
"It seems to be a dinosaur. That's all I can think of. "
"lf it's really a dinosaur, then I've seen it in my books. It's a famous one.

Not A//osaurus, not Sfegosdurtts-"
"This one's beak is pointed, but its teeth don't look like much."
"lt has a mouth like a beak?"
"That's right. "
"Then \t\ Triceratops! Isn't that right, Dad! Triceratops. It means the

three-horned dinosaur. The nose horn and two on its forehead, that makes

three, right!"
"Then that's it. Triceratops."
Triceratops, living and fighting and fighting again in an endless struggle

for survival in the late Cretaceous, Mesozoic world seventy million years

before, domain of history's most savage beast, the carnivorous monster

Tyrannosaurus rex. Triceratops, that massive herbivore, possessing the most

powerful armament of any animal ever known. Tiiceratops, that tri-

ceratops, was even now walking leisurely down the road before their very

eyes.
"Shall we go outside?"
"Sure!"
Father and son slipped through the entrance door of their home. It was

chilly outside, but there was no wind.
Ten meters away the small mountains of triceratop's hips swayed steadily

forward, dragging a tail like a telephone pole. They couldn't see the beast's
face beyond the expansive sweep of the shield. But from triceratop's posture
they could well imagine its cautious advance, front legs crouched, head
lowered, body in readiness for the slightest sign of danger.

At last triceratops reached the end of the street. Before it stood a stone
fence and to the left and right, walls of brick and stone.

He'lI head back this way.
Father and son drew back between the gateposts, but in the next instant

they stopped, rooted speechless in their tracks.
Tiiceratops did not stop. It put its head up against the stone wall and sank
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smoothly into the hard surface. The shield vanished, the front legs and the
slice of backbone above them vanished, the hips and hind legs vanished, the
tail from base to tip, inch by steady inch, simply disappeared.

Morning came, and the father, setting offto work, and the son, setting off
for school, both left the house at the same time.

The father and son exchanged glances and walked to the stone fence atthe
end of the road. The wall stood solidly, blocking their way.

They fingered it, but found nothing unusual.
Nor was there a single break in the mortar-painted sides, the window glass

of the house beyond the wall.
"f've read about dimensional faults and stuff Iike that," the son said.
"Mmmm. But those are all just theories."
"Theories?"
"When you say that something you can't prove might be this way or that

way, that's a theory. "
"So there aren't any dimensional faults?"
"Well, someone just thought them up. They might really exist, and they

might not. If you figure they exist, then the surface of this wall must be right
about the fault line. Between our world and the world ofTriceratops, seventy
million years ago. But really you can try explaining it just about any way
you please. "

"For instance?"
"For instance, you could think that our world and Tiiceratops's world

exist simultaneously. Instead of popping in and out of a fault line every now
and then, we're really both here all the time with fust a bit of a lag in
between. That would explain why we can somehow look through into that
other world, and they can look through to us. It'd be just that fine a
difference. "

"Huh?"
"l started thinking about it when there was a thick, warm animal smell in

the house this morning. And this isn't the first time, you know. It's been like
this for at least two or three months now. The people living here must be
experiencing the same thing. "

"Tiiceratops went inside their house?"
"You've got it now. "
"So can they see it, too? fust like us?"
"Maybe. But you know how people's heads are. We try to deny things that

we think are impossible. It's a kind of protective instinct. So even if we
somehow do see it, or feel it, we usually just shut it out automatically,
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choose not to see it, not to do it. If we see it again, two, three times maybe,
then common sense comes to the rescue and we laugh it off. 'Nerves.' 'Boy,

what a cruzy idea!' And that's the end of it."
'And if it still doesn't stop?"
"Then people stop accepting you. You can't live a productive social life

anymore."
The boy shook his head lightly from side to side, then laughed.
"What's so funny?"
"Nothing much. I was just thinking about Mom. I didn't tell her what I

saw last night. Can you guess what would happen to me if I did?"
The father laughed, too.
"Well, she'd sure put you on the rack. That is, if it wasn't right after she'd

just seen the same thing herself."
"l guess I can't tell any of my friends about it, either."
"Of course not. Now let's get going. We can talk it over when we get

home. "
The father and son started walking.
Occasionally speaking and laughing happily together.
And every time they met a neighbor:
"Good morning!"
"Good morning!"
Scattering high-spirited greetings all about them.

The father and son often saw dinosaurs after that.
Sometimes, glancing up at the sunset, they'd glimpse the shadow of a

huge winged creature likePteranodon, weaving across the sky. But the only
earth-hugging dinosaurs they saw were triceratopses.

Apparently the local habitat was best suited to Tiicerafops. The beast

asleep in the garage, its head so perfectly aligned with the family car that it

seemed a strange horned automobile was snoring humorously away, the
huge dinosaur passing over the head of a small child crying fretfully by the
roadside, all these apparitions were triceratopses.

Sometimes the father and son would even see them-though only
transparently-walking the sun-bathed road in full daylight.

Nor was it only what they could see. The cloying animal smell, the low
grunting. Running nonstop to the station on ice-stretched, frigid mornings
as they gasped and choked on impossible fower pollen. Listening to the
distant, bassoonlike cries of a female triceratops in heat, howling through
the long night.

You and your dad seem awfully close these days. Anything special going on?
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There were days when his mother would badger him, but the son simply
grinned.

"Nothing special," was all he'd say.
It was on one of those days, yet another Sunday evening when they had

gone cycling about the neighborhood, though not as far as on the day they
first met triceratops. After passing through the copse on the top of the hill
and coming out above their subdivision, the father and son came to a stop,
finding themselves speechless and unable to move.

A triceratops huddled superimposed over every house in the town, their
skin-brilliant green beneath the mercury lamps-gently rising and falling
with their breathing. Occasionally one would open its eyes in a narrow slit,
and every time the lids raised, the pupils would glitter in brilliant rose,
perhaps because of rhodopsin pigment like that found in some species of
crocodile.

It was a scene of phantasmal beauty, like the winking of giant fireflies.
"Do you suppose the land over there's the same as the town?"
"Maybe they can see us and feel us like we feel them. Maybe they're just

trying to keep warm. "
"You may be right. "
"lsn't it a weird feeling? Everyone's going to work or leaving for school

from a dinosaur's belly, and they're coming home to the belly, eating dinner,
watching TV "

"But that's how it is."
"Hey, my room's in its butt. "
"Don't let it get to you."
"But it's really peaceful somehow, isn't it? They may look fierce, but I've

never seen a triceratops fighting. "
"They hardly ever run, either. "
"Yeah, that's right. fust the one we saw that first time, in the other town. "
"I wonder what he was running for. "
'Anyway, it's peaceful enough today. "
"There's nothing better than peace."

The peace did not last long.
It was a day when yellow sand blown from the continent filled the air and

turned the sun the color of blood, a harsh, unpleasant day.
It was the day that the son, looking casually toward the national highway

from the hilltop while returning from a friend's house, saw a dozen dino-
saurs running on strange hind legs-like ostriches-long tails held high,
kicking up clouds of dust.
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"Those were tyrannosauruses for sure. Superfat back legs and little skinny
front ones like decorations. Pointed mouths. Anyway, tyrannosauruses. And
they were really moving fast. They came running at least as far as the
station. "

"We're just a little way from the station here, but I didn't feel anything like
tyrannosaurus when I was coming home just now. Even the triceratops
in the ga:rige just opened his eyes a bit and stared at me like he always
does. "

"But I really did see them. "
"Maybe they ran right through town and went somewhere else?"
"But I wonder why they would do that. They went out of sight near the

station. "
"Hmmm."

The father crossed his arms.
"ln that case maybe they're still milling around there somewhere. Or

maybe-"
"Let's go see," said the son.
"You two are up to something again, aren't you?"
The mother shouted after them. The father and son smiled, waved, and

mounted their bicycles.
They went as far as the station, but there was no trace of any tyran-

nosauruses. After watching the station plaza for a while, they turned

leisurely back home.
A small creek flowed close to the station, completely covered with

concrete. There was a playground built on top of it. The long, covered drain
formed a second road, stretching almost to their subdivision.

"Let's go back this way. "

The father and son pedaled their bicycles slowly over the concrete
plating. The tires bounced heavily every time they jumped a gap between
the plates.

Their front lights waved widely.
Before long they became aware of a strange noise. It sounded like rapid

water and, an octave lower, the grunting of countless pigs. Moments later
they felt the earth begin to rumble.

And suddenly they looked down at their feet. And ran to the metal lid of
an air vent.

They were running beneath the metal mesh of the lid, fiercely kicking up
the water as they ran. Their wet hides glistened; their necks were out-
stretched. The pack of tyrannosauruses dashed for the subdivision like a
conveyor belt, a never-ending stream.

They had been following the watercourse. The group near the national
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highway had been but a single part, a fying column, and had merged with

the main group at the station.
"This is bad."
It hardly mattered if they hurried, yet the father and son began to pedal

furiously.
As they neared the subdivision, countless tyrannosauruses danced up

through the concrete sheeting ahead of them, looking like a geyser of
muddy water.

All the houses on the slanting slope of the subdivision heaved up their
roofs and began to move.

The triceratops had risen.
The fighting began.
Before their eyes, a triceratops, head lowered, charged forward and

plunged sharp horns into the carotid artery of an attacking tyrannosaurus.
The carnivore, its blood fountaining into the air like water from a fire hose,
fell back, lashed its long tail, and leaped hugely, gouging out the triceratop's
eyes with a single sweep of the key-shaped claws on its forelegs.

Three more tyrannosauruses swooped onto the mammoth body of the
triceratops, crumpled just six meters in front of their home. The huge
reptiles plunged tazor teeth into the belly meat, already ripped apart by their
claws. The surroundings were flooded in a murky river of blood.

"lsn't that our triceratops?" cried the boy, his voice shaking.
"You're right. "

A tyrannosaurus had fallen in front of the entranceway. The father and
son warily watched its huge bloodshot eyes, the convulsive contractions of
its belly, as they wheeled their bikes up the driveway.

The fighting lasted throughout the night.
Even at the height of the raucous laughter of a televised singing contest,

the father and son could hear the war cries, could feel the thick hide
splitting, the shrieks of the hour of death.

By morning the combat had almost ended, and the countless corpses of
triceratopses and tyrannosauruses, some still barely twitching the tips of
their tails, some dragging the ripped tatters of their stomachs, lay tumbled
across the landscape.

Almost without exception, the corpses of triceratopses had their entrails
dug out, their ribs laid bare, and their neck shields chopped into ribbons.
But most of the tyrannosauruses showed only deep puncture wounds in their
necks and bellies, escaping utter destruction.

There were even a few scattered survivors. But none had escaped un-
scathed. All had lost the energy to keep on fighting.
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One tyrannosaurus, his flung-out leg half mincemeat from the thigh
down, continued to drag out and gobble the guts of the triceratops he had
slaughtered.

Behind him sprawled the body of one of his comrades, a gaping hole
bored through its neck, its body clotted with dried blood, while no more
than five meters away a triceratops grazed silently on the grass, blood still
seeping from one of its eyes.

Every now and then the tyrannosaurus would raise its head and glare-
though perhaps this was only their fancy-balefully at the grazing
triceratops.

lf you eat that crud, why'd you kill us?
The father and son almost felt they could hear that voice.
lf thereb too much to eat, why did you keep on butchering us?
The triceratops's unbloodied eye seemed to ask that back.
The father and son watched as they walked slowly to the station. The

corpses that weren't dripping were at least tolerable. But even they were
brought up short where the large intestines of a tyrannosaurus lay heaped
across the road, as if they had sprung writhing from the animal's torn-open
belly. After a moment's pause they edged by on the side of the street.

A woman in fashionable white slacks passed through the blood-smeared
landscape, her shoes clicking loudly, her eyes suspiciously watching father
and son.

A microbus filled with kindergarteners passed through that landscape,
bearing its load of lively chatter.

An elementary-school student passed through that landscape, singing a
jingle.

Skylark dancing to the sky
God is reigning in the sky
The world, the world's a trife.



The Man Who
Lost the Sea

There are those, among them Samuel R. Delany, who regard
Theodore Sturgeon as the greatest SF writer o{ short frction.

lames Blish called him "the best conscious artist the field has
yet produced." Kurt Vonnegut called him a fine writer by
anyone's standards. Sturgeonb most fertile period was the late
1940s and the 1950s, when he wrote the majority of his work,
over a hundred stories and four novels. Thereafter, he pub-
Iished only occasionally until his death in 1985, though he
remained a revered public frgure and constant social pres-
ence. It is diffrcult to overestimate the impact of Sturgeon's
charismatic bohemian personality or the force of his emo-
tionally explosive stories on SF and on the most careful and
ambitious writers from 1940 to the early ]980s. Perhaps it is
fair to say that he is the force behind the fiction that charac-
terized the American version of the New Wave of the late
1960s. "The Man Who Lost the Sea" is a subtle and mature
work from a man who as a writer, teacher, critic, and public
speaker stood for higher literary standards In SF throughout
his long carcer. As a body of work, his short fiction is
unequaled.
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ay you're a kid, and one dark night you're running along the cold sand
with this helicopter in your hand, saying very fast witchy-witchy-
witchy. You pass the sick man and he wants you to shove offwith that

thing. Maybe he thinks you're too old to play with toys. So you squat next to
him in the sand and tell him it isn't a toy, it's a model. You tell him look
here, here's something most people don't know about helicopters. You take a
blade of the rotor in your fingers and show him how it can move in the hub,
up and down a little, back and forth a little, and twist a little, to change
pitch. You start to tell him how this flexibility does away with the gyroscopic
effect, but he won't listen. He doesn't want to think about flying, about
helicopters, or about you, and he most especially does not want explana-
tions about anything by anybody. Not now. Now, he wants to think about the
sea. So you go away.

The sick man is buried in the cold sand with only his head and his left
arm showing. He is dressed in a pressure suit and looks like a man from
Mars. Built into his left sleeve is a combination time-piece and pressure
gauge, the gauge with a luminous blue indicator which makes no sense, the
clock hands luminous red. He can hear the pounding of surf and the soft
swift pulse of his pumps. One time long ago when he was swimming he
went too deep and stayed down too long and came up too fast, and when he
came to it was like this: they said, "Don't move, boy. You've got the bends.
Don't even try to move. " He had tried anyway. It hurt. So now, this time, he
lies in the sand without moving, without trying.

His head isn't working right. But he knows clearly that it isn't working
right, which is a strange thing that happens to people in shock sometimes.
Say you were that kid, you could say how it was, because once you woke up
lying in the gym office in high school and asked what had happened. They
explained how you tried something on the parallel bars and fell on your
head. You understood exactly, though you couldn't remember falling. Then
a minute later you asked again what had happened and they told you. You
understood it. And a minute later . . . forty-one times they told you, and
you understood. It was just that no matter how many times they pushed it
into your head, it wouldn't stick there; but all the while you knew that your
head would start working again in time. And in time it did. . . . Of course,
if you were that kid, always explaining things to people and to yourself, you
wouldn't want to bother the sick man with it now.

Look what you've done already, making him send you away with that
angry shrug of the mind (which, with the eyes, are the only things which
will move just now). The motionless effort costs him a wave of nausea. He
has felt seasick before but he has never been seasick, and the formula for that
is to keep your eyes on the horizon and stay busy. Now! Then he'd better get
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busy-now; for there's one place especially not to be seasick in, and that's
locked up in a pressure suit. Now!

So he busies himself as best he can, with the seascape, landscape, sky. He
lies on high ground, his head propped on a vertical wall ofblack rock. There
is another such outcrop before him, whip-topped with white sand and with
smooth flat sand. Beyond and down is valley, salt-flat, estuary; he cannot yet
be sure. He is sure ofthe line offootprints, which begin behind him, pass to
his left, disappear in the outcrop shadows, and reappear beyond to vanish at
last into the shadows of the valley.

Stretched across the sky is old mourning-cloth, with starlight burning
holes in it, and between the holes the black is absolute-wintertime,
mountaintop sky-black.

(Far off on the horizon within himself, he sees the swell and crest of
approaching nausea; he counters with an undertow of weakness, which
meets and rounds and settles the wave before it can break. Get busier. Now. )

Burst in on him, then, with the X-15 model. That'll get him. Hey, how
about this for a gimmick? Get too high for the thin air to give you any
control, you have these little jets in the wingtips, see? and on the sides of the
empennage: bank, roll, yaw, whatever, with squirts of compressed air.

But the sick man curls his sick lip: oh, git, kid, git, will you?-that has
nothing to do with the sea. So you git.

Out and out the sick man forces his view, etching all he sees with a
meticulous intensity, as if it might be his charge, one day, to duplicate all
this. To his left is only starlit sea, windless. In front of him across the valley,
rounded hills with dim white epaulettes of light. To his right, the jutting
corner of the black wall against which his helmet rests. (He thinks the distant
moundings of nausea becalmed, but he will not look yet.) So he scans the
sky, black and bright, calling Sirius, calling Pleiades, Polaris, Ursa Minor,
callingthat. . . that. . .WhX itmoves. Watch it: yes, itmoves! Itisa fleck
of light, seeming to be wrinkled, fissured, rather like a chip of boiled
caulifower in the sky. (Of course, he knows better than to trust his own eyes
just now.) But that movement .

As a child he had stood on cold sand in a frosty Cape Cod evening,
watching Sputnik's steady spark rise out of the haze (madly, dawning a little
north of west); and after that he had sleeplessly wound special coils for his
receiver, risked his life restringing high antennas, all for the brief capture of
an unreadable tweetle-eep-tweetle in his earphones from Vanguard, E*-
plorer, Lunik, Discoverer, Mercury. He knew them all (well, some people
collect match-covers, stamps) and he knew especially that unmistakable
steady sliding in the sky.

This moving fleck was a satellite, and in a moment, motionless, unin-
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strumented but for his chronometer and his part-brain, he will know which
one. (He is grateful beyond expression-without that sliding chip of light,
there were only those footprints, those wandering footprints, to tell a man he
was not alone in the world.)

Say you were a kid, eager and challengeable and more than a little bright,
you might in a day or so work out a way to measure the period of a satellite
with nothing but a timepiece and a brain;you might eventually see that the
shadow in the rocks ahead had been there from the first only because of the
light from the rising satellite. Now if you check the time exactly at the
moment when the shadow on the sand is equal to the height of the outcrop,
and time it again when the light is at the zenith and the shadow gone, you
will multiply this number of minutes by 8-think why, now: horizon to
zenith is one-fourth of the orbit, give or take a little, and halfivay up the sky
is half that quarter-and you will then know this satellite's period. You know

all the periods-ninety minutes, two, two-and-a-half hours; with that and
the appearance of this bird, you'll find out which one it is.

But if you were that kid, eager or resourceful or whatever, you wouldn't
jabber about it to the sick man, for not only does he not want to be bothered
with you, he's thought of all that long since and is even now watching the
shadows for that triangular split second of measurement. Now! His eyes
drop to the face of his chronometer: 0400, near as makes no never mind.

He has minutes to wait now-ten? . . . thirty? . . twenty-three?-while
this baby moon eats up its slice of shadowpie;and that's too bad, the waiting,
for though the inner sea is calm there are currents below, shadows that shift
and swim. Be busy. Be busy. He must not swim near that great invisible
ameba, whatever happens: its first cold pseudopod is even now reaching for
the vitals.

Being a knowledgeable young fellow, not quite a kid any more, wanting to
help the sick man too, you want to tell him everything you know about that
cold-in-the-gut, that reaching invisible surrounding implacable ameba.
You know all about it-listen, you want to yell at him, don't let that touch of
cold bother you. fust know what it is, that's all. Know what it is that is
touching your gut. You want to tell him, Iisten:

Listen, this is how you met the monster and dissected it. Listen, you were
skin-diving in the Grenadines, a hundred tropical shoal-water islands; you
had a newblue snorkel mask, the kind with face-plate and breathing-tube all
in one, and new blue flippers on your feet, and a new blue spear-gun-all
this new because you'd only begun, you see; you were a beginner, aghast
with pleasure at your easy intrusion into this underwater otherworld. You'd
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been out in a boat, you were coming back, you'd just reached the mouth of
the little bay, you'd taken the notion to swim the rest of the way. You'd said as
much to the boys and slipped into the warm silky water. You brought your
gun.

Not far to go at all, but then beginners find wet distances deceiving. For
the first five minutes or so it was only delightful, the sun hot on your back
and the water so warm it seemed not to have any temperature at all and you
were flying. With your face under the water, your mask was not so much
attached as part of you, your wide blue flippers trod away yards, your gun
rode all but weightless in your hand, the taut rubber sling making an
occasional hum as your passage plucked it in the sunlit green. In your ears
crooned the breathy monotone ofthe snorkel tube, and through the invisible
disk of plate glass you saw wonders. The bay was shallow-ten, twelve feet or
so-and sandy, with great growths of brain-, bone-, and fire-coral, intricate
waving sea-fans, and fish-such fish! Scarlet and green and achingaztle,
gold and rose and slate-color studded with sparks of enamel-blue, pink and
peach and silver. And that thing got into you, that . . monster.

There were enemies in this otherworld: the sand-colored spotted sea-
snake with his big ugly head and turned-down mouth, who would not
retreat but lay watching the intruder pass; and the mottled moray with jaws
like bolt-cutters; and somewhere around, certainly, the barracuda with his
undershot face and teeth turned inward so that he must take away whatever
he might strike. There were urchins-the plump white sea-egg with its
thick fur of sharp quills and the black ones with the long slender spines that
would break offin unwary flesh and fester there for weeks; and file-fish and
stone-fish with their poisoned barbs and lethal meat; and the stingaree who
could drive his spike through a leg bone. Yet these were not monsters, and
could not matter to you, the invader churning along above them all. For
you were above them in so many ways-armed, rational, comforted by the
close shore (ahead the beach, the rocks on each side)and by the presence of
the boat not too far behind. Yet you were . . . attacked.

At first it was uneasiness, not pressing, but pervasive, a contact quite as
intimate as that of the sea; you were sheathed in it. And also there was the
touch-the cold inward contact. Aware of it at last, you laughed: for Pete's
sake, what's there to be scared of?

The monster, the ameba.
You raised your head and looked back in air. The boat had edged in to the

cliff at the right; someone was giving a last poke around for lobster. You
waved at the boat; it was your gun you waved, and emerging from the water it
gained its latent ounces so that you sank a bit, and as if you had no snorkle
on, you tipped your head back to get a breath. But tipping your head back
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plunged the end ofthe tube under water; the valve closed; you drew in a hard
lungful of nothing at all. You dropped your face under; up came the tube;
you got your air, and along with it a bullet of seawater which struck you
somewhere inside the throat. You coughed it out and foundered, sobbing as
you sucked in air, inflating your chest until it hurt, and the air you got

seemed no good, no good at all, a worthless devitalized inert gas.
You clenched your teeth and headed for the beach, kicking strongly and

knowing it was the right thing to do; and then below and to the right you saw
a great bulk mounding up out of the sand floor of the sea. You knew it was
only the reef, rocks and coral and weed, but the sight of it made you scream;
you didn't care what you knew. You turned hard left to avoid it, fought by as

if it would reach for you, and you couldn't get air, couldn't get air, for all the

unobstructed hooting of your snorkel tube. You couldn't bear the mask,

suddenly, not for another second, so you shoved it upward clear of your

mouth and rolled over, floating on your back and opening your mouth to the

sky and breathing with a quacking noise.
It was then and there that the monster well and truly engulfed you,

mantling you round and about within itself-formless, borderless, the

illimitible ameba. The beach, mere yards away, and the rocky arms of the

bay, and the not-too-distant boat-these you could identify but no longer

distinguish, for they were all one and the same thing . . . the thing called

unreachable.
You fought that way for a time, on your back, dangling the gun under and

behind you and straining to get enough warm sun-stained air into your

chest. And in time some particles of sanity began to swirl in the roil of your

mind, and to dissolve and tint it. The air pumping in and out of your square-
grinned frightened mouth began to be meaningful at last, and the monster
relaxed away from you.

You took stock, saw surf, beach, a leaning tree. You felt the new scend of
your body as the rollers humped to become breakers. Only a dozen firm
kicks brought you to where you could roll over and double up; your shin
struck coral with a lovely agony and you stood in foam and waded ashore.
You gained the wet sand, hard sand, and ultimately with two more paces
powered by bravado, you crossed high-water mark and lay in the dry sand,
unable to move.

You lay in the sand, and before you were able to move or to think, you
were able to feel a triumph-a triumph because you were alive and knew
that much without thinking at all.

When yotr were able to think, your first thought was of the BUn, and the
first move you were able to make was to let go at last of the thing. You had
nearly died because you had not let it go before; without it you would not
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have been burdened and you would not have panicked. You had (you began
to understand)kept it because someone else would have had to retrieve it-
easily enough-and you could not have stood the laughter. You had almost
died because They might laugh at you.

This was the beginning of the dissection, analysis, study of the monster.
It began then; it had never 6nished. Some of what you had learned from it
was merely important; some of the rest-vital.

You had learned, for example, never to swim farther with a snorkel than
you could swim back without one. You learned never to burden yourself
with the unnecessary in an emergency: even a hand or a foot might be as
expendable as a gun; pride was expendable, dignity was. You learned never
to dive alone, even if They laugh at you, even if you have to shoot a fish
yourself and say afterward "we" shot it. Most of all, you learned that fear has
many fingers, and one of them-a simple one, made of too great a
concentration of carbon dioxide in your blood, as from too-rapid breathing
in and out of the same tube-is not really fear at all but feels like fear, and
can turn into panic and kill you.

Listen, you want to say, listen, there isn't anything wrong with such an
experience or with all the study it leads to, because a man who can learn
enough from it could become fit enough, cautious enough, foresighted,
unafraid, modest, teachable enough to be chosen, to be qualified for-

You lose the thought, or turn it away, because the sick man feels that cold
touch deep inside, feels it right now, feels it beyond ignoring, above and
beyond anything that you, with all your experience and certainty, could
explain to him even if he would listen, which he won't. Make him, then;
tell him the cold touch is some simple explainable thing like anoxia, like
gladness even: some triumph that he will be able to appreciate when his
head is working right again.

Tiiumph? Here he's alive after . . . whatever it is, and that doesn't seem to
be triumph enough, though it was in the Grenadines, and that other time,
when he got the bends, saved his own life, saved two other lives. Now,
somehow, it's not the same: there seems to be a reason why just being alive
afterward isn't a triumph.

Why not triumph? Because not twelve, not twenty, not even thirty
minutes is it taking the satellite to complete its eighth-ofan-orbit: fifty
minutes are gone, and still there's a slice of shadow yonder. It is this, this
which is placing the cold finger upon his heart, and he doesn't know why, he
doesn't know why, he wiII not know why; he is afraid he shall when his head
is working again. . . .

Oh, where's the kid? Where is any way to busy the mind, apply it to
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something, anything else but the watchhand which outruns the moon?

Here, kid: come over here-what you got there?

If you were the kid, then you'd forgive everything and hunker down with

your new model, not a toy, not a helicopter or a rocket-plane, but the big

one, the one that looks like an overgrown cartridge. It's so big, even as a

model, that even an angry sick man wouldn't call it a toy. A giant cartridge,

but watch: the lower four-fifths is Alpha-all muscle-over a million

pounds thrust. (Snap it off, throw it away. ) Half the rest is Beta - all brains -

it puts you on your way. (Snap it off, throw it away. ) And now look at the

polished fraction which is left. Touch a control somewhere and see-see? it

has wings-wide triangular wings. This is Gamma, the one with wings,

and on its back is a small sausage; it is a moth with a sausage on its back. The

sausage (click! it comes free) is Delta. Delta is the last, the smallest: Delta is

the way home.
What will they think of next? Quite a toy. Quite a toy. Beat it, kid. The

satellite is almost overhead, the sliver of shadow going-going-almost

g o n e a n d .  . g o n e .
Check: 0459 . Fifty-nine minutes? give or take a few. Times eight . . . 472

. is, uh, 7 hours 52 minutes.
Seven hours fifty-trvo minutes? Why, there isn't a satellite round earth

with a period like that. In all the solar system there's only . . .

The cold finger turns fierce, implacable.

The east is paling and the sick man turns to it, wanting the light, the sun,

an end to questions whose answers couldn't be looked upon. The sea

stretches endlessly out to the growing light, and endlessly, somewhere out of

sight, the surf roars. The paling east bleaches the sandy hilltops and throws

the line of footprints into aching relief. That would be the buddy, the sick

man knows, gone for help. He cannot at the moment recall who the buddy

is, but in time he will, and meanwhile the footprints make him less alone.

The sun's upper rim thrusts itself above the horizon with a flash of green,

instantly gone. There is no dawn, just the green flash and then a clear white

blast of unequivocal sunup. The sea could not be whiter, more still, if it

were frozen and snow-blanketed. In the west, stars still blaze, and overhead

the crinkled satellite is scarcely abashed by the growing light. A formless
jumble in the valley below begins to resolve itself into a sort of tent-city, or

installation of some kind, with tubelike and saillike buildings. This would
have meaning for the sick man if his head were working right. Soon, it

would. Will. (Oh . . .)
The sea, out on the horizon just under the rising sun, is behaving

strangely, for in that place where properly belongs a pool of unbearable
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brightness, there is instead a notch of brown. It is as if the white fire of the
sun is drinking dry the sea-for look, look! the notch becomes a bow and
the bow a crescent, racing ahead of the sunlight, white sea ahead of it and
behind it a cocoa-dry stain spreading across and down toward where he
watches.

Beside the finger of fear which lies on him, another finger places itself,
and another, making ready for that clutch, that grip, that ultimate insane
squeeze ofpanic. Yet beyond that again, past that squeeze when it comes, to
be savored if the squeeze is only fear and not panic, lies triumph-triumph,
and a glory. It is perhaps this which constitutes his whole battle: to fit
himself, prepare himself to bear the utmost that fear could do, for if he can
do that, there is a triumph on the other side. But . . . not yet. Please, not yet
awhile.

Something flies (or flew, or will fly-he is a little confused on this point)
toward him, from the far right where the stars still shine. It is not a bird and
it is unlike any aircraft on earth, for the aerodynamics are wrong. Wings so
wide and so fragile would be useless, would melt and tear away in any of
earth's atmosphere but the outer fringes. He sees then (because he prefers to
see it so)that it is the kid's model, or part of it, and for a toy, it does very well
indeed.

It is the part called Gamma, and it glides in, balancing, parallels the sand
and holds away, holds away slowing, then settles, all in slow motion,
throwing up graceful sheet-fountains of fine sand from its skids. And it runs
along the ground for an impossible distance, letting down its weight by the
ounce and stingily the ounce, until look out until a skid look out fits itself
into a bridged crevasse Iook out,Iook out! and still moving on, it settles down
to the struts. Gamma then, tired, digs her wide left wingtip carefully into
the racing sand, digs it in hard; and as the wing breaks ofl Gamma slews,
sidles, slides slowly, pointing her other triangular tentlike wing at the sky,
and broadside crushes into the rocks at the valley's end.

As she rolls smashing over, there breaks from her broad back the sausage,
the little Delta, which somersaults away to break its back upon the rocks,
and through the broken hull, spill smashed shards of graphite from the
moderator of her power-pile. Inok outl L,ook oufl and at the same instant
from the finally checked mass of Gamma there explodes a doll, which slides
and tumbles into the sand, into the rocks and smashed hot graphite from the
wreck of Delta.

The sick man numbly watches this toy destroy itself: what will they think of
next?-and with a gelid horror prays at the doll lying in the raging rubble of
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the atomic pile: don't stay there, mctn-get away! get away! thatb hot, you

know? But it seems like a night and a day and half another night before the
doll staggers to its feet and, clumsy in its pressure-suit, runs away up the
valleyside, climbs a sand-topped outcrop, slips, falls, lies under a slow
cascade of cold ancient sand until, but for an arm and the helmet, it is
buried.

The sun is high now, high enough to show the sea is not a sea, but brown
plain with the frost burned off it, as now it burns away from the hills,

diffusing in air and blurring the edges of the sun's disk, so that in a very few

minutes there is no sun at all, but only a glare in the east. Then the valley

below loses its shadows, and like an arrangement in a diorama, reveals the

form and nature of the wreckage below: no tent-city this, no installation,
but the true real ruin of Gamma and the eviscerated hulk of Delta. (Alpha

was the muscle, Beta the brain; Gamma was a bird, but Delta, Delta was the
way home.)

And from it stretches the line of footprints, to and by the sick man, above

to the bluff, and gone with the sandslide which had buried him there.

Whose footprints?
He knows whose, whether or not he knows that he knows, or wants to or

not. He.knows what satellite has (give or take a bit)a period like that (want it

exactly?-it's 7 .66hours). He knows what world has such a night, and such

a frosty glare by day. He knows these things as he knows how spilled
radioactives will pour the crash and mutter of surf into a man's earphones.

Say you were that kid: say, instead, at last, that you are the sick man, for

they are the same; surely then you can understand why of all things, even

while shattered, shocked, sick with radiation calculated (leaving) radiation
computed (arriving)and radiation past all bearing (lying in the wreckage of
Delta)you would want to think of the sea. For no farmer who fingers the soil
with love and knowledge, no poet who sings of it, artist, contractor,
engineer, even child bursting into tears at the inexpressible beauty of a field
of daffodils-none of these is as intimate with Earth as those who live on,
live with, breathe and drift in its seas. So of these things you must think; with
these you must dwell until you are less sick and more ready to face the truth.

The truth, then, is that the satellite fading here is Phobos, that those
footprints are your own, that there is no sea here, that you have crashed and
are killed and will in a momentbe dead. The cold hand ready to squeeze and
still your heart is not anoxia or even fear, it is death. No*, if there is
something more important than this, now is the time for it to show itself.

The sick man looks at the line of his own footprints, which testify that he
is alone, and at the wreckage below, which states that there is no way back,
and at the white east and the mottled west and the paling flecklike satellite
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above. Surf sounds in his ears. He hears his pumps. He hears what is left of
his breathing. The cold clamps down and folds him round past measuring,
past all limit.

Then he speaks, cries out: then with joy he takes his triumph at the other
side of death, as one takes a great fish, as one completes a skilled and mighty
task, rebalances at the end of some great daring leap; and as he used to say
"we shot a fish" he uses no "1":

"God," he cries, dying on Mars, "God, we made it!"
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Science frction in German has a rich and long tradition
developed in the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries,
but miny yearc passed before it took hold again after World
War II. When it-did, it assumed the lowest commercial form,
the clich€d biweekly series adventure, ghe Peny Rhodan
novellas, starting in 196l and continuing today, Although
many English-language works are translated into German,
there are- few truly ambitious contemporary Cerman SF
writers, and of those, only Herbert Franke and, recently,
Wolfgang leschke have had much work translated into En'
glish A- recent sign of hope rs thrs story by Klrl Michael
Armer, a businessman, magazine writer, and photographer.
"On the Inside Tiack' shows a command of the conventions
of SF storytelling and offers, in a European setting, a pleasant
twist on the old idea of possession by an alien consciousness.
But like the Scandinavian story in this volume, this story is
more a reflection of EnglishJanguage SF than a harbinger of
a new German consciousness.

uly 9, 6:00 p. u. As always on beautiful summer days,
Robert Forster's heart was burdened with bitterness.
Colors were too bright. People were too carefree. On

days like this he felt the weight of his seventy years painfully
bearing down. New layers of depression and brooding anger
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formed on the shell that separated him from the outside world.
Today it was worse than ever. The weather and scenery had the unreal

perfection of a picture postcard that you get in the mail just when you do not
want it. The sky was so high, the blue so deep that life seemed to hold
nothing but promise. Every hope, no matter how elusive, seemed to be
within the realm of possibility. If you were young enough. white yachts
were leisurely skimming over the waters of the Chiemsee under an after-
noon bteeze, almost as weightlessly as clouds scudding across the sky. The
multihued sails of wind surfers, vivid specks reminiscent of impressionist
paintings, slipped in and out between the yachts. Cattle were grazing on a
peninsula iutting out into the lake. The tinny tinkling of cowbells provided
an unobtrusive but constant score for the travelogue unfolding before
Frirster's eyes. In the background, snow-capped peaks crowning the Ba-
varian Alps glistened beneath the sun in bold relief. That was the kind of dav
it was.

"Shit," Frirster said.
He liked the way it sounded so much that he repeated it, "What a load of

Goddamned shit. "
The young woman sitting next to him on the lakeside bench looked at

him askance. He glared back at her. Why should he care what she thought?
To her he was nothing but an eccentric old coot, anyway.

"Don't you like people talking to themselves?" He chuckled. ,,1 do. At
least that way I'm talking to someone I like. "

She got up and left. She had good-looking legs and a nice little ass. Like
Barbara, when they were young, oh, so many, many years ago. They had
been in a tiny cove on one of those secluded Greek islands. She came out of
the turquoise-colored water of the Aegean sea, her svelte body covered with
beads of water sparkling in the sun, Aphrodite reborn, goddess of love,
priestess of their secret honeymoon rites. She seemed immortal in her
glorious youth. Thirty years later she committed suicide. What had gone
wrong? And why, for heaven's sake, why?

Fcirster's hand tightened around his cane while he tried to blink away the
mist from his eyes. Look at yourself. What a sentimental old fool you have
become. No style or dignity. fust lounging around insulting other people.

He was wrenched from his reverie by Samson's deep-throated growling.
The big St. Bernard had woken up and was looking around bleary-sy.d. FI.
seemed to be confused. After a couple of seconds he let out a startlingly
human sigh and put his head back down on his paws.

"well, big fella, dreaming of the good old days again?" He patted the dog
on the back, surprised atthe degree ofaffection welling up in him. How thin
Samson's coat had gotten. And his face was almost white. The St. Bernard
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was more than eleven years old, which was tantamount to seventy-seven

human years. The poor guy is even older than I am, F6rster thought. They

were two oldsters in a world filled with smart young people who never gave a

thought to the fact that they too would one day be stooped and tired.

"Relics, that's what we are, Samson," he said. "Relics of the worst type.

Of no interest to historians or learned biographers, only something for file

thirteen. Let's go before they sweep us up and away. "

When he reached for the leash he had wrapped around a metal leg on the

bench, the St. Bernard suddenly iumped up and started barking as if

possessed. With legs trembling, he stood in front of Forster as if confronting

a dangerous enemy, his bloodshot eyes wide-open.

F6rster staggered to his feet, frightened and thoroughly confused. All of a

sudden he felt seasick. It was weird. What was going on here? Something

was pulling and tugging at his body as if forces were operating on him

without anesthesia. So this is what it is like when you die! How strangel His

knees gave way. He sank back down on the bench.

Suddenly, everything was as before.
"Easy," Fdrster told the dog automatically, "easy"-he hesitated for a

fraction of a second, trying to remember-"Samson."
A spastically bent hand moved across his field of vision. He experienced a

moment of pure, intense horror when he realized that it was his own hand

moving of its own accord. He watched his hand perform strangely intricate

gestures as if doing some Thai temple dance. It seemed to him that this was

not real, he was merely watching it on a monitor. Watching it with detached

scientific interest.
Have I lost my mind? Forster wondered in the unnatural calm accom-

panying a state of shock.
"No," answered an alien voice inside his head.

So Frirster's first contact with the extraterrestrial was cut extremely short,

because he passed out right then and there.

luly9,6:20nrvl. After a few minutes Forster came to. His eyes were riveted

to a small white cloud hanging motionless in the sky, like the enigmatic

remains of a smoke signal. There was that thundering stillness in his head

that occurs after an explosion, or after the last passionate crescendo of a

symphony when so many feelings are competing in your chest that you

cannot tell them apart. The shock of being overwhelmed.
He tried to remember everything the voice had said to him in the last few

minutes.
"So you're an extraterrestrial," he said slowly. 'An E.T. in my brain." He
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chuckled in his usual fashion. "That's truly amazing. Science fiction in a
live performance, in every sense of the word. "

As he got no answer, he shrugged and turned his attention back to the
lakeside idyll he hated so. It was an alien landscape populated by young
healthy humanoids. He had nothing in common with them-had not hal
for many years now.

"well then," he said. "welcome to the brotherhood of aliens."
He felt a twinge of bewilderment.
'Aren't you an Earth person?" the voice asked.
"l was for many years," Fcirster replied. "But now I'm old. old people are

the extraterrestrial aliens in this world. We're so isolated that *. *ight m
well be living on another planet. Other people know that we are out there
somewhere, butthey couldn't care less. Life goes on without us. We have no
more say about what happens. We're just onlookers, outcasts on our own
world. That's why we're both aliens on this planet. "

"I see, " said the voice after a short pause.
"The only difference between us," said Fcirster, working himself into a

rage, "is this. Meeting up with an extraterrestrial is usually a first-contact
story, but growing older is more often than not a last-contact story. "

"You are bitter. "
"Yeah, that I am. Growing old's no fun."

, "But you can get a lot of mileage out of these years. You're well-ofl you're
educated, you live in beautiful surroundings. You should be happy. "

"Yeah, I should be, but I'm not. And that drives me up the wall. I'd like to
be happy, but I'm not succeeding. Something's out of whack with me. I'm
such an asshole that I can't be happy, even once. " He started crying. "Here,
look at me," he said in despair while wiping his face with a big blue
handkerchief. "l never used to cry, but nowadays I get all watery-eyed
whenever I see a young couple with a baby, because they remind me of my
younger days. " He folded his handkerchief very slowly, very precisely. "l'm
sorry. "

"That's all right," the alien said.

luly 10,9:30 A.M. Although it was still pretty early in the day, heat was
already beating down on the Cafd Panorama lakeside terrace, where Forster
was having breakfast. Every few seconds a refreshing breeze cooled him off.
Forster, nevertheless, was sweating. The beach umbrellas were badly ar-
ranged, casting shadows on the aisles while tables stood in blazing sunlight.

Fdrster was sitting alone at his table, as usual. He had tried to push the
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umbrella into a better position, but he was too weak. The shade had not
budged. Nobody made a move to help him.

When he went to pick up his coffee cup, he noticed his hand violently
shaking. He made an effort to steady it. After all, he was being watched.

"Don't mind me," the voice said.
F0rster thought about it. "But I know you're there," he said. "You're

inside me. You're using my brain like a reference book. You can make a
marionette out of my body. No matter what I do, you're watching me over
my shoulder. That's where your 'Don't mind me' is a bunch of bullshit. "

"l don't take that kind of crap from some country bumpkin like you!" The
voice suddenly got loud and forceful. "Watch what you say." Forster's hand
shook and sloshed the hot coffee out of the cup and on his other hand. It
hurt. "You're under my control, get it? So behave yourself. |ust look at your

dog. It knows how to obey. "
You damned bastardJ Forster thought, filled with seething hate. You

damned outerspacebastard. l'm not aSt. Bernard. I'm not your dog. I won't
be treated like that!

"Bow-wow, " the alien retorted mockingly and clammed up.

luly 10,9:50 a,.pt 'All right," Ftirster directed his message inward. "l flew

offthe handle a little. I didn't mean it. Let's be on speaking terms again."
He got no answer.
"Hey, you . . " Fcirster suddenly realized that he did not know the name

of the entity possessing him. "Come on."
The alien remained mute.
'Aw, the galactic superbrain's pouting. How atavistic. I thought you were

smarter and more objective than that."
Fcirster sensed a weak emotion he could not classifu even though it

seemed familiar to him. But that was the only response from the alien.
Fcirster felt an astonishing touch of regret. He missed the voice of the

furious invader. Arguing was still better than no communication
whatsoever.

He listened attentively. After several minutes he finally gave up. All alone
once again.

"Well, kiss my ass then," he mumbled. He motioned to the waiter, who
seemed not to notice-as usual. Everything was back to normal.

He dropped his hand that had been sticking awkwardly up in the air and
laid it on his other hand. It was a very stable position, his hands did not
shake that wav. He leaned back and looked out over the lake where a swan
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was gliding by. The two straight lines forming its V-shaped wake sparkled on
the calm green water. The swan acted very proud. It was a young swan.

luly 10,7:30 nivl. Fcirster was exhausted. All day long he, rather the alien
controlling him, had been calling, conferring, wheeling and dealing. Hour
after hour, F<irster heard himself talking in some foreign language he did
not understand. It was frightening. He thought he was schizophrenic.

Now he was sitting in his comfortable easy chair by an open window,
trying to relax. He felt as if he had undergone major surgery, weak, jittery,
old, more dead than alive. The only sounds in the room were those of birds
chirping in the garden and the regular ticking of the grandfather clock. How
loud it sounded! Frirster closed his eyes.

"It was a hard day today," the alien's voice said softly.
Forster did not move a muscle. "Leave me alone," he babbled. "r'm

bushed. "
"Me too. "
Thken aback, Forster blinked. Somehow it had never occurred to him

that the extraterrestrial could get tired. He acted so all-powerful. He was
certainly young, a thoroughly tested specialist in interstellar contact. And
he had no body, he was just a mind. But minds can get tired. Nobody knew
that better than Fdrster.

"Being tired serves you quite right," he said with the last trace of anger he
could muster in his exhausted state. "Nobody asked you to come here and
make weird deals. Why are you really doing it?"

"'cause it's my duty. There aren't many people on my planet who can
bridge big voids between the stars by thought projection. There are only a
few of us, and the work's very stressful. But somebody has to do it. "

"Doesn't sound very heroic. "
For the first time the alien let out something like a laugh, but there was no

humor in it. "lt's anything but heroic. It's very tiring and duller than dull.
What's so special about being a member of an interplanetary field service?"

"lnterplanetary field service?" F<irster repeated disconcerted. "That's . . .
I mean-l hadn't considered it from that angle yet."

"Yeah, I know. To you we're what the mythical white gods were to the
Incas-powerful beings from another world, with superior knowledge and
astounding devices. But we're only a couple of business people trading a few
glass beads for valuable raw materials. And that's your good fortune, because
instead of salesmen we could be mercenaries who'd rather rip offthan pay."

"But-"
"That caught you off guard, didn't it? You pictured us as outerspace
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brains, scientifically and intellectually advanced, didn't you? I doubt we

are. We merely came here to do business. And I have to do it as coolly,
quickly, and efficiently as possible so that I get high returns. So don't

bellyache to me that you're too old and tired, because it iust costs me time. "

CooIIy, quickly, and fficiently, Forster thought. Strange, this could have

come from Berghduser, his former boss decades ago. Sellingb like boxing,

Fiirster. Whoeverb faster, more resistant, and more powerful wins. Yes, Mr.

Berghciuser. No, Barbara. Not today. I'm too tired. Have fifteen customers I

have to caII on.
He noticed that the alien had been quiet for a while.
"l don't want to rub you the wrong way," the alien finally said.
"No, no," Forster said. "That's all right. It was very . . . down to earth."

He shook his head and even smiled. "It's unbelievable. You have the

salesman's blues. I can spot it a mile away. Too much routine and too far

from home. The salesman's blues
The alien's voice again got hard and authoritarian.
"That'll be enough of that. I'll be in touch tomorrow at seven on the dot.

See you then. "
"Yep," Fcirster said. "Good night," he added after a short pause.

luly 11,2:00p.ivl. Forster pushed the empty dessert dish aside and belched

discreetly.
"That was good." He felt full and satisfied as he had not in a long time.

All morning long he had been doing business, partly in the alien's language,

partly in German or English. It had been very strenuous, but he had been

nU.a with strange delight. He was busy again, and in a certain way he even

had a goal. He had not felt like this in years.
"I'd like a cappuccino," he said to the waiter scurrying past him. He did

not say it loudly, but there was a new tone of authority in his voice the waiter

responded to.
"Sibito, signore."
"Well, well! Your old self again, old man?"
The overt aggressiveness in the alien's voice shocked Forster so much that

he could get out only a feeble, defensive "Well, yes."
"Wow, fantastic!" the extraterrestrial said irritably. Then came a

maelstrom of emotion in whose swirling confusion only one feature stood
out-hysteria.

Forster paid no attention to it. He was furious. What right did this

intruding interloper have to spoil his mood? For the first time in years he

had a hint of lust for life, and this bastard was trying to mar it for him!
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"Still the salesman's blues?" he taunted.
"You're damned right!" the alien exploded. "My God, how I hate it.

Lousy planet, lousy business, lousy people. I can't hack it anymore! Things
were never this bad until I teamed up with you. A Sirian neurotic and an
Earth neurotic-what a terrific team. Just why do I do it to myself?"

Forster was upset. It was not so much the emotional outburst per se that
stirred him up, but rather the vague, almost subliminal knowledge that the
alien was a mirror image of his own behavior. The signals were extremely
clear-self-pity and aggression. Envious of happy people because you
yourself were unhappy. Forster did not like that mirror image.

"lt's already tough enough, but you make me a complete outsider on my
own team," the alien fumed. "Every Earth person who's been taken over by
outerspacers should participate in meetings that are held in their respective
countries to coordinate activities. I'm one of the few who couldn't attend
because . . ."

He hesitated for a moment, but Forster knew what was coming anyway
and instinctively held his breath.

"Because you're too old and decrepit. The long trip's too risky for you to
undertake. That's a bad joke. I'm stranded. Stranded in a dying man."

Fcirster said nothing for a long time. "Why," he finally whispered, ..do

you say such things? That's malicious and cruel. " Acting on a whim, he
ordered a bottle of red wine. The alien did not interfere.

When F<irster lbft the restaurant about an hour later, he was pretty drunk
and left too big a tip.

luly 1I , 3:30 e rvl. when Fcirster opened the door, Samson was lying in front
of him. There was so much pain in the animal's eyes that it had an effect like
ecstasy.

"samson!" Forster yelled. "what's the matter with you, boy?"
He got on his knees and put his hand on the dog's head. At the same

instant, as if the St. Bernard had expended his last ounce of energy to
experience one last touch from his master, Samson died.

"This is too much, " Fdrster wheezed. "It can't be true. "
Mulling over the next few minutes the following day, he wondered how

many tears there were in a wrinkled old man like him.

luly 11,6:00 nna. The pen jerked across the paper and drew a wavy line
resembling mountains with sharp peaks and deep valleys. Another device
emitted beeping sounds which were pretty regular, but not completely so.



KARL MICHAEL AFIMEFI / 1?-3

One of the pieces of adhesive tape holding the electrodes to Fdrster's body

itched. An analyzing device in the corner hummed and shook a test tube of

Forster's blood, an efficient new-generation Dracula'

Forster submitted to the monthly checkup with stoic indifference. He

hardly noticed the humiliating procedures, the poking at and probing in his

body. He lay on his back wearing only his underwear. The plastic cover on

the examining table sticking to his body seemed to be clutching him tightly

like a hungry octopus.
Nobody but Forster was in the room. No doctor or nurse stood watch over

routine procedures these days unless something went wrong'-You were

connected to a multitude of machines, and Dr. Electronix performed the

examination.
Everything in the room was white, bright, and clean. If the reports of

people *ho *ere clinically dead and then revived were true, you seemed to

hori up at the moment of death and move toward a dazzlingly bright light.

From thrt ,rpect the examining room with its humming, featureless

brightness seemed to be a simulator for death candidates. An anteroom to

death.
The thought passed quickly. Forster again stared at the ceiling im-

passively. He ftaa nothing on his mind, he was iust waiting for something'

The E.T. did likewise. They were two aliens on Earth, isolated together.

Two black holes into which all the sadness and depression in the universe

poured.

luly 11, 1l:00 nrvl. It was one of the few privileges of age, F6rsterthought as
'h. 

pour.d himself a second glass of Drambuie, that you require little sleep.

foo Ura that you could not start on any npw enterprises with all your free

time.
He was sitting in the living room in his favorite easy chair. He was looking

through the window at the trees, swaying silhouettes with silver leaves

shimmering in the chalk-white light of a full moon. He was wide-awake,

slightly drunk, and up to his knees in memories'
Acting on a whim, he put a record on. Debussy's "Claire de Lune'"

While the romantic piano sounds permeated the room, Ftirster's thoughts

began to wander. Scenes from his life fashed before his mind's eye and went

out again.
A f oyless youth in a strict, loveless home. During his school days a long

,eries of ptrzzling diseases-psychosomatic, as he now knew. An irascible

father. Failute, weakling. The first year at college. Complete disorientation,

which gradually gave way to a feeling of freedom. Then the outbreak of
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World War II. Out of the lecture hall and up to the front. Six years in which
he stopped thinking. Nothing but fight, advance, retreat. He did not hate
anybody, but he killed other men to keep them from killing him. Somehow
he stayed alive. He was the only one of his comp any of l2b men to survive
the war.

Sometimes he still dreamed about shells hitting and blowing up foxholes
and hurling broken bodies through the air. Bodies without faces, without
limbs, but still alive. Cannon fodder for insatiable warlords. He dreamed
about the icy cold of the Russian steppes, snow red with blood for kilome-
ters, the leather belts they chewed on because they had nothing to eat. He
dreamed about the Siberian Pow camp where ire spent four-years. The
Russians treated them badly, but he could not blame them for it at all.
When he was finally released and after ten years returned to civilian life, a
shadow lay over him. He was not neurotic or psychotic, ro, but he seldom
laughed and seemed singularly distant. He acted like someone who had
been subiected to electroshock therapy too often and who was now waiting
for the next jolt with tense anticipation.

Fcirster's flow of memories was interrupted when the music stopped. He
flinched, drifting between reality and memories for an instant. th.n h.
found himself back in reality.

There was a thundering silence in
alien was keeping quiet. Nevertheless,
intently.

*Well, have you obtained any
Earth?" he asked sarcastically.

interesting information about life on

"Yeah, that I have," the extraterrestrial said. He seemed to want to add
something, even though he then fell silentagain. "Maybe you should puton
another record, " he said after a while. "That'll do us some good. That music
was very lovely. "

Frirster nodded. He got up and put on Frederic chopin's Nocturne No. 2
in E-flat Maior. With music came memories. At the beginning of the fifties
he got acquainted with Barbara. They got married, and sh. -rd. him very
h.ppy. His climb up the corporate ladder began. He made a good deal of
money. The big break kept eluding him, though. He lacked charisma, his
bosses said. That did not bother Fcirster. He was leading a wonderful life
with Barbara and the kids. But the shadow still followed him and never left.
He was htppy, but it was a second-hand happiness because it came from the
circumstances and not from the heart. He kept telling himself: You have
everything you want. You should be hrppy. But it did not work. He finally
resigned himself to that. At least he was contented.

The record player shut off with a soft click.

the room-and in his thoughts. The
Fcirster was sure that he was listening
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"How beautiful," the alien said. "How wonderfully beautiful. I believe
music is the best thing this planet has to offer. Please play me some more of
it. "

The extraterrestrial's voice was so soft and urgent that Fdrster un-
hesitatingly pulled another record off the shelf.

"Lonely, huh?" he said.
"Who isn't?" the alien replied.
Fcirster looked across the dark room to the corner Samson always used to

sleep in. "Yeah, who isn't?"
The needle was put on the record. "Strangers in the Night." Barbara had

loved that melody. How many times had they danced to its sounds! Forster
could not dance, but when he and Barbara were together, he could.
"Midnight Cowboy. " He had heard this tune for the first time late one night
in his hotel room. Oh, those lonely nights in a hotel while he was on the
road. Being the last person at the bar. Undecidedly shaking the empty glass
in his hand. One more! Sorry, sir, we're closing now. Oh, yeah, well then,
good evening. Good evening, sir. Then lying on the bed sweaty and restless
in his dark room. Outside it is quiet. Everybody is asleep. But not you. Soft
music purred from the radio, comforting all who had no other consolation.
Help me make it through the night. Lying in the dark listening to music is
nice. Thoughts flow quietly. There is a bitter sweetness in your loneliness.
While you are thinking over your life, you slowly fall asleep.

Fdrster now felt the presence of the extraterrestrial quite clearly. It seemed
as if the alien had moved closer.

"Moonlight Serenade." Also one of Barbara's favorite melodies. She had
requested it from every hotel orchestra. She was a good dancer. The way she
did the tango drove men crazy. Forster enjoyed it the best he could. But that
was all in the past now. Barbara was dead and gone. And it takes hvo to
tango.

He felt miserable. And the extraterrestrial felt exactly the same way.
Uncertain quaking emotions struck Fdrster, quite obviously the telepathic
equivalent of passionate crying.

Fdrster did not know what to do. "Now it wasn't all that bad," he said
helplessly. No, not really. "Moonlight Serenade" reminded him of his tenth
wedding anniversary. They were dancing on the terrace of a luxury hotel on
the C6te dAzur. Stars twinkled in their Mediterranean splendor. The sea
was a dark mirror that a phosphorescent wave crest sometimes rippled across.
A colorfully illuminated fountain splashed nearby. In the background, the
palatial hotel was shimmering in the darkness like a fairy-tale castle. Up
there little Sandra was sleeping happily and contentedly in their room. And
he danced with Barbara on and on and on. His feet hardly seemed to touch
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the floor. Tonight he was Cary Grant, and Barbara was Grace Kelly.
Yes.
"lt wasn't really all that bad," Forster muttered. "No, not that bad at all,"

he repeated, rather surprised, and fell asleep.
The ghost of a smile was outlined on his lips.

luly 12, 3:00 nv. The air-conditioning unit in the conference room was set
on high. Cold. White walls, white leather and chrome furniture. Cold. A
smartly dressed guy in a pinstripe suit with eyes like marbles. Cold.

The negotiations with Dr. Hellman-the name of the smiling business-
man enjoying himself-had reached an impasse. Forster had not under-
stood a word of the conversation he had been carrying on in some foreign
language, but it was also unmistakably clear to him that it had stopped
dead.

He felt anger and desperation rising in him, emotions that were not his
own but radiated from the otherwise hermetically sealed mind of the
extraterrestrial.

At first, Forster was amused by the helplessness of the all-powerful alien.
But then the echo of the alien's frustration got so loud and so similar to his
own depression that spontaneous solidarity germinated in him. He wanted
to help his extraterrestrial tenant somehow. Nobody should be so humbled.

When the alien lost control over Fcirster during his emotional crisis,
Forster acted without thinking. He simply got up and went to the door.

Tho separate things happened.
He heard a kind of hysterical laughter in his head linked to a feeling of

release.
Dr. Hellman jumped up and rushed after him, spewing out a stream of

words. Obviously, his bargaining position was not so good as he made it
appear.

It so happened that the alien was then able to close the deal to his
satisfaction. When they left the office building and went into the heat on the
street, the extraterrestrial said quite calmly, "Thanks, Robert. "

That was the first time the alien had called Forster bv name.

luly 12, 1I:30 nv. That night, too, Fcirster played whatever came to
mind - Tchaikovsky, Gershwin, medieval madrigals, African tribal chants,
and lots of Mozart. The room was almost dark, the problems of the world far
away. Everything was pleasant.

As Fcirster was looking for a new piece of music, he caught sight of a stack
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of records that were offto one side on the shelf, separate from the others. He
smiled.

"Here, this was something different at one time," he said. "The Rolling
Stones. '2,000 Light-Years from Home.' That's for you. And there, the
Beatles. 'When I'm 64.' That's for me."

Yet when he picked up the record, his hand began trembling, and he
realized he had made a bad mistake. Sudden grief flooded out his thoughts.
Nothing was pleasant anymore.

"What's wrong?" the alien asked.
"My kids," Forster said. "I must've been thinking about my kids. I bought

these records for them back then. My God, how long ago that was. Almost
twenty years, Sandra and Richard . . "

Sandra was their first child. How he had doted on that tiny tot! When her
miniature hand closed around his outstretched finger for the first time, that
was possibly the loveliest moment in his whole life. Her faint gurgling
sounds, which had filled the house with magic harmony. Her first words,
her first clumsy steps undeniably ending in a plop on her diaper-cushioned
behind. And how fascinating it had been to watch that little kid exploring
her world. How she laughed and marveled at things he himself no longer
noticed. In those days he had learned a lot from Sandra, a new unpreten-
tiousness, a new openness to the many small wonders in life. How uncom-
plicated it was to be h.ppy.

In time, Sandra had kids herself. She had married a guy Forster could not
stand, who lived in Berlin. I can't come, Dad. Heinz has so much to do.
And with the kids it's so hard to get away, and it's such a long trip. Some other
time, perhaps. Yeah, some other time, Sandra. Click. I would not mind
your telling me lies as long as you were at least htppy. But you are not. Oh,
Sandra. So much love that will never be returned.

And Richard was stranger still. As a kid, he had always been a bit chubby
and awkward, but unbelievably friendly and eventempered, a chubby-faced
angel nobody could say no to. Most of all, Forster recalled two episodes that
for some reason had stayed in his mind. They were at the zoo. Richard was
three years old. For the first time in his life he had gotten an ice cream cone
and paid for it with the money his father had counted out beforehand. He
was so proud of his accomplishment that he forgot to eat his ice cream. He
stared and stared at it-his very own first ice cream-and the colored balls
were melting and dripping and smearing his hands and his blissfully smiling
face. A year later, on a bitterly cold Sunday in December, Richard came
into his study with his broken toy truck and said, "Put it back together,
Daddy. You can do it. You can do anything." Frirster saw the blind trust in
the boy's face, and sweat broke out on him because he knew he could not fix
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the toy. It was a moment of both such intense pride and pain that it still
moved him deeply after all these years.

Richard was now a successful dental surgeon, slim, suntanned, dy-
namic. He had a perfect house and a perfect wife. Everything he did was
perfect. He was even perfectly unhappy. His birthday and Christmas cards
always arrived punctually.

Forster noticed that he was still standing in front of the record player and
was holding the album in his hand. "When l'm 64." Life is guaranteed to
take the worst of all possible turns. Forster's law of autobiographical
flashbacks.

With a hopeless gesture he sat down. A life filled with struggle and
striving-for this wretched result? That was a cruel joke.

Suddenly, the alien's voice, which he had completely forgotten about,
was in his head again. It was tender and filled with sympathy such as Forster
had not experienced for an eternity.

"You're a good man, Robert Fcirster. I like you a lot." The alien thought
for a moment. "Your memories always surprise me over and over. Our lives
have so many parallels. Battling against the worst odds, giving your best,
and ending up as a winner with a feeling of loss. I'm familiar with that." A
kaleidoscope of incomprehensible alien scenes flashed through Forster's
mind, memories of a distant planet. "Funny how life in the universe follows
universal rules. "

Ftirster felt the sincere warmth in the words of the alien, who did not
seem to him as strange now as he once had. The extraterrestrial's concern
was as startling as a surprise visit to someone sick in bed and just as
comforting.

"Thanks," he said. "Thanks, uh . . ."
"Sassacan," the alien said. "sassacan's the name."

luly 13, 7:00 A.M. An early-morning peace still lay over the land. The sun
had just risen over the treetops. Its down-sloping light cast grotesquely long
shadows and made dewdrops sparkle. The lake was calm; only a couple of
fishermen were rowing across the water through the haze. In the cool, fresh
air wafting across the balcony, the rattling of Forster's breakfast dishes
sounded louder and happier than usual.

"Now we're friends," Sassacan said. "That happens very rarely on my
missions. Generally speaking, I'm regarded as an oppressor, an occupation
force. Here on earth it seems to be just the same way. But you're an
exception. "

"l am?"
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"Yeah. Despite your personal problems you've been unusually open-
minded. Most people react hysterically when I . . . come to them. From
the first second on, you were completely cool, calm, and collected."

"Maybe because I'm old. I've seen a lot in my day. I know nothing's impos-
sible. What could still surprise me?" Fcirster took another sip of coffee. "You

made it easy for me. You respected me - after a while. Most ofyou outerspace
types seem to be very aggressive. Why do you act differently?"

"We're not all cast from the same mold. We come from different planets,
so we behave in different ways. You know, we Sirians had a horrible war not
too long ago. That experience has made us more peaceful than other races."

"l see. Yes, war changes one." For a moment, Fdrster's thoughts started
wandering. Dying men writhing in blood and mud. Dead children in
ruins, their arms torn off like discarded dolls. Small, unimportant bodies,
which did not count in the larger scheme of things. Oh, God.

"You dwell a lot on those things, Robert. "
"Yeah. They've changed my life."
"You also think about Barbara frequently," Sassacan said, changing the

subject.
"I simply can't forget her. " Forster stared at his coffee spoon as if it were

an exotic insect. "Though she's been dead for ten years now. "
"Ten years?" Sassacan said. "I didn't think it had been that long ago. She's

so . . present in your thoughts. "
"You didn't think so?" F<irster was taken aback. "But you did know that.

You can read every last one of my thoughts."
"lt's not that simple. To me your mind's like a great big library. I can find

any piece of information in it. But I have to scrounge around for it first.
There are a lot of unread books standing on the shelves. "

"So that's the way it is." Fcirster chuckled in his distant fashion. "So do I
still have my own little secrets from you?"

"Yes, of course. " Sassacan was now talking very slowly. "I started to like
you when I read your thoughts about Barbara. So much love for a sister from
Earth has deeply moved me. "

'A sister?" F6rster sputtered. "You mean, you mean you're a female?"
"Yes, most of the time, that is."
F6rster gulped. "That changes the score. Then we're on the way to an

interstellar love affair, aren't we?"
Th.y both laughed a little too loudly about that.

13, 6:00 ervl. Last night a thunderstorm had blown up and cleaned
cooled the air. Fcirster enjoyed his constitutional on the lakeside

Iuly
and
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promenade much more than he had during the last few weeks. The weather
was mild, you could see as far as the most distant mountain peaks. And he
had a friend.

Fcirster and Sassacan watched the souvenir vendors dismantle their stands
with postcards and silly plastic mementos. Swimmers and surfers were
landing on the beach and packing up their things. Handsome young people
with well-proportioned bodies so deeply tanned that their lips seemed pale
on dark faces. They got into their Broncos, Pajeros, Jeeps, Rabbit convert-
ibles and sped away to some other pressing engagement. Eager hedonists
always on the go. To Forster they still seemed more alien than Sassacan, but
he did not hate them anymore.

'A beautiful day today," he said.
"Yes," Sassacan said.
Snatches of sound from a carnival drifted across the lake. Fcirster was

listening to the oompahpah of a brass band. "You wanna listen to music
again this evening?"

"Oh, yeah," Sassacan said. "Very much."
"How about an organ concert Fcirster stopped, irritated somehow.

'Anything wrong?"
"l have to go back tomorrow," Sassacan's voice was as emotionless as a

vocoder. "The job's finished. The traveling salesman travels on. You know
how it is. "

"But," Forster stammered, "right now?" He could not talk anymore.
Blood roared in his ears. His heart beat like a hammer. Now that I have had
a taste of hope!

"Life's a sadist," Sassacan said.
Forster said nothing. He plopped down on a bench, older and lonelier

than ever before, shivering in the warm sunlight.

luly 14, 3:30 p.x,r. Fdrster slammed the telephone receiver down on its
cradle with intense satisfaction. He had just canceled his weekly doctor's
appointment. "Make your money off of some other old idiot, doctor. I'm
still not so infirm that I have to sit around in your consulting room all the
time. I'll let you know when I need you."

He sniggered. I'll let you know when I need you. That was a good one.
Took that smart-ass authority figure down a peg or two.

In every respect it had been a remarkable day. At breakfast in the Caf6
Panorama a slim young man sat down at his table. He seemed bewildered
and distressed. Somehow they got to talking. It turned out that the young
man had inherited a company that was highly respected, but with the flood
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of cheap imports from the Far East could not compete anymore. With
modern production equipment he would again be able to land contracts,
but he did not have enough ready cash, and banks would not extend him
any credit. In a few weeks the firm would go bankrupt.

"That's simple, young man," Fdrster said. "What you need is a sale-and-
leaseback contract. It goes like this. You sell your expensive factory build-
ings to a leasing company. You get a lot of money for them. At the same
time, you rent the buildings back from the leasing company. That way you
can stay in there and continue production, and you turn your hidden
reserves into ready money. You invest this money and get your firm on its
feet again. When you've made enough profit, you buy back the factory
buildings after a couple of years. "

The young man choked and panted until his face was dark red. "That's
incredible!" he gasped. "That's it! How can I ever thank you?"

"That's all right," Forster said offhandedly. "lt was a pleasure for me.
From now on, perhaps you'll view old people in a little different light. A lot
of years means a lot of experience, you see." He passed his business card
across the table. "Justgive me a call if you run into problems."

"l most certainly will," the young man said happily and hastily got up.
F<irster watched him with amusement. So he was not quite a doddering

old fool yet. The waiter found that out the hard way, and he paid for it when
as usual he ignored Fcirster's signal. Forster went to the business manager,
who fired the waiter on the spot. "That's the fifth or sixth complaint this
week, Schulz. That's it for me. You're dismissed."

Nice going. Yes, people, Forster is back in the swing of things. Watch out
and don't cross me. I'm not gonna let anything happen to me anymore.

The morning was extremely hectic. Sassacan still had a lot to finish
before she left Earth. She seemed pretty mad. "Typical. The others stay here
quite a while longer, but we Sirians have to wind up our business in record
time again. Always the same old thing. "

But that did not bother Fdrster. On the contrary, he even liked the high
level of activity. It was better than merosely sitting on some park bench and
watching the party from outside.

Perhaps that was why he reacted so quickly to the incident in the Swan
Hotel. He had just finished a conversation with one of Sassacan's business
associates and was waiting for a taxi in the hotel lobby. Outside, a heavy
summer thunderstorm was raging. Rain poured down windows like a
waterfall. A woman with a huge Labrador retriever rushed through the door
pretty well soaked. At that same moment, Iightning struck the office
building on the other side of the street. A blinding flash and ear-splitting
thunder filled everv corner of the room.
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The Labrador got loose and ran through the lobby barking and terrified,
eyes bulging. He looked as aggressive as a dangerous beast.

Fcirster was the only one who acted. As the dog sped by him, he grabbed
the leash and shouted sharply, "Sit!"

The dog was so well trained that it obeyed instantly in spite of its terror.
Fdrster patted the dog reassuringly. "Easy there, Samson boy, easy. Every-
thing's all right. Thke it easy."

Panic gradually faded from the dog's eyes. Meanwhile, his master had
walked over beside Fcirster.

"Thanks," she said calmly.
Fdrster turned to her and knew at once this was a special moment in his

life. Barbara was there again. Of course, it was not Barbara, but she would
have looked like that at sixty. Short, silver-gray, almost-metallic-looking
hair in a page-boy cut, gray eyes that reacted with amusement to his stare, a
beaming face that hid its years, plus a radiating youthful vitality. Plain
expensive clothes.

"That was extraordinarily quick thinking on your part," she said. "l really
must thank you, Mr. . . ."

F0rster kept staring at her. The way she looked, the way she talked. It was a
miracle. He suddenly realized that all the years he had been weighed down
with anger and depression, he had been waiting for just such a moment as
this, as a candle waits for the match to light it.

He realized that he had not answered her question. "Forster," he said.
"Robert Forster. "

"l'm Katharina Erhard. " She smiled. 'Are you a reporter? You seem to be
quite inquisitive. "

"oh, no, excuse me, I-" with mild astonishment he observed how he
put his arm on her shoulder and spontaneously said, "You're dripping wet.
Thke offyour coat, and then let's go to the bar. A little whiskey'll warm you
up."

She smiled again and said yes, and then they were sitting in the dark
wood-paneled bar and talking and talking. There was a faint smell of wood,
leather, and tobacco in the air mixed with the fragrance of her expensive
perfume.

F6rster was happy.

luly 14,9:A0 eu. From the east, night spread across the sky. In the west, the
day took its leave with bizarre-looking cloud sculptures scudding across a
horizon festooned in gold, red, and purple.

Fcirster stood on the terrace of the HerrenchiemseeCastle and gazed upon
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the splendor of the park as it slowly slipped into twilight. Water in the big

fountain created gracefully dancing, regularly changing figures. Bright

lightfell on the terrace from the hall of mirrors behind Fdrster. Hundreds of

torches were burning inside there, and expectantly cheerful people in

evening clothes waited for the castle concert to begin.

And Katharina was waiting for him. He thought about the trip on the

paddle steamer which had brought them across the lake to the island where

Ihe Herrenchiemsee Castle was located. They stood at the railing, quiet,

their heads full of thoughts. The evening wind smelled of algae. Fdrster

listened to the asthmatic chugging of the old steamer. How many things he

saw smelled, and felt that he had not noticed in the past few years.

It was the most natural thing in the world for his hand to close over hers

and for him to kiss her. Their lips touched with the soft, wonderful

tenderness that you could only find in very small children who have just

discovered the grace of giving. Then they went back into the passenger

room, where they drank a glass of champagne and celebrated the grand

reopening of Fdrster's life.

"l'm very happy," Sassacan said, "that I can end my stay on Earth on such a
lovely day and htppy note. I'm leaving you now, Robert. "

Frirster nodded. This moment had to come. It was a sad moment.
"Sassacan," he said. "I'd like to say so much to you, that I hardly know

where to-"
"No need to," Sassacan said. "You know I'm looking through you."
"Oh, sure," Forster laughed. "What an unbelievable story. Of all 'p.o-

ple,'an extraterrestrial helps me getback to the land of the living."
"You've helped yourself," Sassacan said. 'All I've done is interrupt your

routine just as you've interrupted mine. We've learned a lot from each
other. "

"Yeah. Too bad you have to go now. "
"You do have Katharina now. "
"Luckily. I don't know if otherwise I could really bear losing you." A

thought flashed through Fcirster's head. "Hey, wait a minute! Katharina .
the young man with the bankrupt company . . . Katharina looking like
Barbara. A whole bunch of coincidences for a single day. And the fact that
just after a few minutes I put my arm around Katharina. That's not my way.
You arranged everything and pulled the marionette strings a bit. Right?"

"Maybe, maybe not," Sassacan replied. "No matter. You're htppy, and it
makes my leaving easier."

"You bastard," Forster said. "l like you. Goddamn it, but I do like you."
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"l like you, too, Robert. So long. Keep moving. "
"So long, Sassacan. And thanks for everything. "
Then Fcirster was all alone again. Lost in thought, he stared at the park,

which now lay in full darkness. His lips moved, mumbling soundless words.
Then he turned around and walked to the brightly illuminated hall of
mirrors. At the door he cast one more glance over his shoulder up at the sky.

Good luck, Sassacan, wherever you are.
The stars were slowly coming out.



The Golem

Avram Davidson is one of the most distinguished contempo-
rary writers and editors of science frction and fantasy. He frrst
became prominent in the 1950s as a writer of short magazine
fiction and it is upon this that his reputation rests. Peter S.
Beagle compares him to lohn Collier, Saki, and Roald Dahl,
concluding that "none of these, even Collier, comes near to
matching either Avram's gifts of language or his understated
compassion." This story takes one of the standard devices, the
robot, from its roots in folklore to the present and humorously
puts it in its place.

T he gray-faced person came along the street where old

I M. and Mrs. Gumbeiner lived. Itwas afternoon, itwas
I autumn, the sun was warm and soothing to their an-

cient bones. Anyone who attended the movies in the twenties
or the early thirties has seen that street a thousand times. Past
these bungalows with their half-double roofs Edmund Lowe
walked arm-in-arm with Leatrice foy and Harold Lloyd was
chased by Chinamen waving hatchets. Under these squamous
palm trees Laurel kicked Hardy and Woolsey beat Wheeler
upon the head with codfish. Across these pocket-hand-
kerchief-sized lawns the juveniles of the Our Gang Comedies
pursued one another and were pursued by angry fat men in
golf knickers. On this same street-or perhaps on some other
one of five hundred streets exactly like it.

Mrs. Gumbeiner indicated the gray-faced person to her
husband.



1

"You think maybe he's got something the matter?" she asked. "He walks
kind of funny, to me."

"Walks like a golem," Mr. Gumbeiner said indifferently.
The old woman was nettled.
"Oh, I don't know," she said. "I think he walks like your cousin."
The old man pursed his mouth angrily and chewed on his pipestem. The

gray-faced person turned up the concrete path, walked up the steps to the
porch, sat down in a chair. Old Mr. Gumbeiner ignored him. His wife
stared at the stranger.

"Man comes in without a hello, goodbye, or howareyou, sits himself
down and right away he's at home. . . . The chair is comfortable?" she
asked. "Would you like maybe a glass tea?"

She turned to her husband.
"Say something, Gumbeiner!" she demanded. "What are you, made of

wood?"
The old man smiled a slow, wicked, triumphant smile.
"Why should I say anything?" he asked the air. "Who am I? Nothing,

that's who. "

The stranger spoke. His voice was harsh and monotonous.
"When you learn who-or, rather, what-l am, the flesh will meltfrom

your bones in terror. " He bared porcelain teeth.
"Never mind about my bones!" the old woman cried. "You've got a lot of

nerve talking about my bones!"
"You will quake with fear," said the stranger. Old Mrs. Gumbeiner said

that she hoped he would live so long. She turned to her husband once again.
"Gumbeiner, when are you going to mow the lawn?"
'All mankind-" the stranger began.
"Shah! I'm talking to my husband . . . He talks eppls kind of funny,

Gumbeiner, no?"
"Probably a foreigner," Mr. Gumbeiner said, complacently.
"You think so?" Mrs. Gumbeiner glanced feetingly at the stranger. "He's

got a very bad color in his face, nebbich.l suppose he came to California for
his health."

"Disease, pain, sorrow love, grief-all are nought to-"
Mr. Gumbeiner cut in on the stranger's statement.
"Gall bladder," the old man said. "Guinzburg down at the shule looked

exactly the same before his operation. Tho professors they had in for him,

and a private nurse day and night. "
"l am not a human being!" the stranger said loudly.
"Three thousand seven hundred fifty dollars it cost his son, Guinzburg
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told me. 'For you, Poppa, nothing is too expensive-only get well,'the son
told him."

"I am not a human being!"
'Ai, is that a son for you!" the old woman said, rocking her head. 'A heart

of gold, pure gold." She looked at the stranger. 'All right, all right, I heard
you the first time. Gumbeiner! I asked you a question. When are you going
to cut the lawn?"

"On Wednesday, odder maybe Thursday, comes the fapaneser to the
neighborhood. To cut lawns is his profession. My profession is to be a
glazier-retired. "

"Between me and all mankind is an inevitable hatred," the stranger said.
"When I tell you what I am, the fesh will melt-"

"You said, you said already," Mr. Gumbeiner interrupted.
"ln Chicago where the winters were as cold and bitter as the Czar of

Russia's heart," the old woman intoned, "yon had strength to carry the
frames with the glass together day in and day out. But in California with the
golden sun to mow the lawn when your wife asks, for this you have no
strength. Do I call in the fapaneser to cook for you supper?"

"Thirty years Professor Allardyce spent perfecting his theories. Electron-
ics, neuronics- "

"Listen, how educated he talks," Mr. Gumbeiner said, admiringly.
"Maybe he goes to the University here?"

"lf he goes to the University, maybe he knows Bud?" his wife suggested.
"Probably they're in the same class and he came to see him about the

homework, no?"
"Certainly he mustbe in the same class. How many classes are there? Five

in ganzen: Bud showed me on his program card." She counted off on her
fingers. "Television Appreciation and Criticism, Small Boat Building,
Social Adjustment, The American Dance . . . The American Dance-nu,
Cumbeinsl-"

"Contemporary Ceramics," her husband said, relishing the syllables. 'A

fine boy, Bud. A pleasure to have him for a boarder."
'After thirty years spent in these studies," the stranger, who had con-

tinued to speak unnoticed, went on, "he turned from the theoretical to the
pragmatic. In ten years' time he had made the most titanic discovery in
history: he made mankind , all mankind, superfuous: he made me."

"What did Tillie write in her last letter?" asked the old man.
The old woman shrugged.
"What should she write? The same thing. Sidney was home from the

Army, Naomi has a new boy friend-"
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"He made mel."
"Listen, Mr. Whatever-your-name-is," the old woman said; "maybe

where you came from is different, but in fftis country you don't interupt
people the while they're talking. . . . Hey. Listen-what do you mean, he

made you? What kind of talk is that?"
The stranger bared all his teeth again, exposing the too-pink gums.
"ln his library, to which I had a more complete access after his sudden

and as yet undiscovered death from entirely natural causes, I found a
complete collection of stories about androids, from Shelley's Frankenstein
through eapek's R. U.R. to Asimov's-"

"Frankenstein?" said the old man, with interest. "There used to be
Frankenstein who had the soda-wcsser place on Halstead Street: a Litvack,
nebbich."

"What are you talking?" Mrs. Gumbeiner demanded. "His name was
Frankenfhal, and it wasn't on Halstead, it was on Roosevelt."

"-clearly shown that all mankind has an instinctive antipathy towards
androids and there will be an inevitable struggle between them-"

"Of course, of course!" Old Mr. Gumbeiner clicked his teeth against his
pipe. "l am always wrong, you are always right. How could you stand to be
married to such a stupid person all this time?"

"l don't know," the old woman said. "Sometimes I wonder, myself. I
think it must be his good looks. " She began to laugh. Old Mr. Gumbeiner
blinked, then began to smile, then took his wife's hand.

"Foolish old woman," the stranger said; "why do you laugh? Do you not
know I have come to destroy you?"

"What!" old Mr. Gumbeiner shouted. "Close your mouth, you!" He
darted from his chair and struck the stranger with the flat of his hand. The
stranger's head struck against the porch pillar and bounced back.

"When you talk to my wife, talk respectable, you hear?"
Old Mrs. Gumbeiner, cheeks very pink, pushed her husband back in his

chair. Then she leaned forward and examined the stranger's head. She
clicked her tongue as she pulled aside a flap of gray, skin-like material.

"Gumbeiner, look! He's all springs and wires inside!"
"I told you he was a golem, but no, you wouldn't listen," the old man

said.
"You said he walked like a golem."
"How could he walk like a golem unless he was one?"
'All right, all right. . . . You broke him, so now fix him."
"My grandfather, his light shines from Paradise, told me that when

MoHaRal-Moreynu Ha-Rav Low-his memory for a blessing, made the
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golem in Prague, three hundred? four hundred years ago? he wrote on his
forehead the Holy Name. "

Smiling reminiscently, the old woman continued, 'And the golem cut the
rabbi's wood and brought his water and guarded the ghetto."

'And one time only he disobeyed the Rabbi Low, and Rabbi Ltlw erased
the Shem Ha-Mephorash from the golem's forehead and the golem fell down
like a dead one. And they put him up in the attic of the shule and he's still
there today if the Communisten haven't sent him to Moscow. . This is
not just a story," he said.

"Avadda not!" said the old woman.
"l myself have seen both the shule and the rabbi's grave," her husband

said, conclusively.
"But I think this must be a different kind golem, Gumbeiner. See, on his

forehead: nothing written. "
"What's the matter, there's a law I can't write something there? Where is

that lump clay Bud brought us from his class?"
The old man washed his hands, adjusted his little black skullcap, and

slowly and carefully wrote four Hebrew letters on the gray forehead.
"Ezra the Scribe himself couldn't do better," the old woman said,

admiringly. "Nothing happens," she observed, looking at the lifeless figure
sprawled in the chair.

"Well, after all, am I Rabbi Low?" her husband asked, deprecatingly.
"No," he answered. He leaned over and examined the exposed mechanism.
"This spring goes here . . . this wire comes with this one . . ." The figure
moved. "But this one goes where? And this one?"

"Let be," said his wife. The figure sat up slowly and rolled its eyes loosely.
"Listen, Reb Go/em," the old man said, wagging his finger. "Pay atten-

tion to what I say-you understand?"
"Understand . . "
"lf you want to stay here, you got to do like Mr. Gumbeiner says."
"Do-like-Mr. -Gumbeiner-says .
"Thatb the way I like to hear a golem talk. Malka, give here the mirror

from the pocketbook. Look, you see your face? You see on the forehead,
what's written? If you don't do like Mr. Gumbeiner says, he'll wipe out
what's written and you'll be no more alive."

"No-more-alive . . ."
"Thatb right. No*, listen. Under the porch you'll find a lawnmower. Thke
And cut the lawn. Then come back. Go."
"Go . . " The figure shambled down the stairs. Presently the sound of

the lawnmower whirred through the quiet air in the street just like the street
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where fackie Cooper shed huge tears on Wallace Beery's shirt and Chester
Conklin rolled his eyes at Marie Dressler.

"So what will you write to Tillie?" old Mr. Gumbeiner asked.
"What should I write?" old Mrs. Gumbeiner shrugged: "l'll write that the

weather is lovely out here and that we are both, Blessed be the Name, in
good health."

The old man nodded his head slowly, and they sat together on the front
porch in the warm afternoon sun.



The New
Pnehistony

TFIANSLATEtr) BY tr)AMON KNIGHT

Like lapan, the Spanish-speaking world has no indigenous
tradition of science frction. But in the Hispanic countries,
especially in South America, the school of magic realism has
hid significant impact on world literature since the 1960s.

This story, by Rend Rebetez-Cortes, a Colombian, was frrst
published in 1972 and represents a speculative approach to_-the 

fantastic present and future, It is as near a relative of
science fiction as one finds in Spanish literature today, One
suspects that Damon Knight, the translator, chose to work on
this piece because it engages in ironic dialogue with much
of the satirical SF of the 1950s, in which some trivial aspect of
contemporary society is extrapolated into a central position in
a future world. "The New Prehistory" is what the defenders of
Iiterary SF prefer to call speculative fiction-SF shorn of
gimmicks and gadgefs, SF that still evokes the same concerns
as that hokey stuff we read as teenagers.

I t began when my friend Metropoulos ioined the long ticket

I line in front of the Mayer Cinema. I had never liked
I standing in line for anything; I waited to one side. Eating

corn chips, I watched the women who passed and the people
who joined the line, pressed into it one by one like blobs of
mercury.

The line moved slowly forward, with a monotonous scrap-
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ing of feet on pavement. When I glanced at my friend's face, I saw that it was
expressionless, slack-jawed. His eyes were glassy with boredom, his arms
dangled like an ape's, his feet shuffled slowly.

I felt a sudden chill; somehow I knew what was about to happen. A fat
lady had grown tired of waiting, even though she was only twenty places or
so from the ticket window. She took a step, another, a third; the line curved
with her. She turned her head indignantly, tried to break free; she ran, and
the line stretched after her like a great bow bending-then it straightened
again, dragging the poor woman back in spite of her struggles.

Now panic spread; they were all trying to break loose at once. The long
line undulated in wild contortions, as if shaken by a gigantic hiccup. People
were struggling, screaming, and shouting. Tempers grew heated; there was a
flurry of blows.

Around the newborn monster a crowd was gathering. That was another
custom in the cities, congregating to look at things: cranes, wrecking
machines, blasting crews. Airplanes. Military parades. Political rallies.
Crowds looking at billboards. Crowds looking at anything.

Myself, I had always hated crowds and lines of people. Not that I was
antisocial, not at all; it was simply that I disliked humanity in the mass.
Never had I dreamed that things would take such a turn, or that I would
witness this transformation.

The people in line soon realized there was nothing they could do, or at least
that there was no point in fighting among themselves. Thttered, bleeding,
and crestfallen, at last they were still; an ominous silence fell over them.
Then, little by little, like the sound of rushing water, there came the swelling
voice of incredulity and terror.

It was obvious that these people could not pull themselves apart; some-
thing had bound them tightly together. Something that in the first few
moments had been no more than a breath had rapidly changed into a
viscous but tangible substance; very soon it had become a transparent
gelatin, then a fexible cartilage like thatof Siamese twins. A force unknown
to mankind, latent in nature until now, had been unleashed, a psychologi-
cal cancer that was gluing men together as if they were atoms of new
elements in formation.

A restlessness came over the line. Like a huge centipede waking up, the
monster slowly began to move down the street, hundreds of arms waving
desperately. At the head of the column was a red-eyed man whose mouth
was awry in a painful rictus. He was followed by a girl who had been proud
of her beauty; now, disheveled, her makeup dissolved by tears, she moved
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like a sleepwalker. Then came a boy, his face pale with terror, then Metro-

poulos, my old friend, one more vertebra of the monstrous reptile. He

passed without hesitating, deaf to my voice, his gaze fixed on the ground

and his feet moving to the marching rhythm.

Gradually the movementgrew faster, more erratic and frenzied. The long

queue was like a string of carnival dancers, twisting and turning, perform-

ing a demonic conga in the street. Then, after a few frantic turns, the reptile

sank to the pavement; each segment of its body was heaving, and a continual

stertorous sound echoed in the half-open mouths, the nostrils like fluttering

wings, the wild eyes.
It lasted only a moment; the reptile got up again. In it were a few dead and

useless vertebrae. Dragging them along, the monster broke into its zigzag

run again and disappeared down the street.

I had managed to get into the opening of a narrow doorway; from its shelter I

watched the toqpid crowd. Once more I knew what was going to happen.

They were awakening gradually from the nightmare left behind by the great

human serpent: now they were becoming aware of their own condition.

They had turned into a gigantic amoeba; a thick protoplasm that had

spurted out between them had bound them together like the cells of a

honeycomb. There was not a single shout. Only a few faint groans and a

murmur of helplessness came from the crowd.
The human serpent still seemed to know which was its head and which

its tail, but the crowd-amoeba showed an immediate desire to spread in all

directions. The human mass changed its shape from one instant to another

in a grotesque and repellant manner: a convulsed macroscopic amoeba that

stumbled and bounced painfully against the walls. A new being, gigantic

and mindless, that moved down the street after its predecessor.

I don't remember how many days and nights I wandered those streets.
Thousands of monsters of all sizes were roaming in the city. The lines at

bakeries and bus stops had produced little reptiles of ten or so vertebrae each;

the same for the lines at banks and confessionals. Larger ones had come
from the lines at phone booths, movies, theaters, and other public places.
The amoebas came from street crowds and public gatherings; they were
spreading everywhere.

The strange ligature that had fastened the people together was really
unbreakable. I saw one man who tried to cut it; the attempt ended in his
painful death. The links that died by accident hung like dead leaves,
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without breaking the human chain. I saw a busload of people that had
turned into a single mass. Unable to get out of the bus, they began
destroying it. Whole buildings were being demolished by amoeba-crowds
imprisoned inside. A shouting throng had formed itself into an immense
clotted mass that swept away obstacles, filling the streets like a river: that one
came from a political rally.

The few persons who were still separate scurried like rats to avoid
touching the new organisms. All the same, most of them were being
absorbed.

I don't want to know anything about that. I don't want to find myself
transformed into something shapeless like an amoeba or a glob of spittle,
nor to become the last segment of a gigantic worm. I cling to my human
identity, my own individual and separate personality. I am a man, not a
limb or an organ.

Nevertheless, I know the battle is already lost. Before my eyes humanity
is being transformed into a nightmare. I try to be impartial and tell myself
that perhaps it is for the best, that this sudden mutation will bring with it a
fundamental advance for humanity. But it's useless; these new forms of life
repel me.

They have renounced forever the old way of life. It is impossible for them
to live in rooms as they did before, to use elevators, sit in chairs, sleep in
beds, travel in cars or planes. Obviously they can't return to their jobs, go to
offices, mind stores, operate in clinics, act in theaters. Everything must be
reorganized to suit the new conditions.

After the early days of fear and confusion, the new composite beings
abandoned the cities. Unable to get into kitchens, pantries, and refrigera-
tors, they swarmed out into the country.

The sight of these reptiles and giant amoebas roaming the pastures or
lurking in the woods is enough to turn my stomach. I think they have
forgotten what they were. They eat insatiably: fruit, roots-and they eat
animals alive. They haven't bothered to build shelters. One kind sleeps
coiled up like a huge boa around a fire;the other kind, in a ball on the bare
earth.

I don't know if thev remember that they were once men.

So much time has passed, I have lost all perception of it. The evolution of
the new beings has been demoniacally swift. They no longer try to add new
links to their gigantic bodies; instead, when they meet a single person, they
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kill him. I have been living in the ruins of the cities, hiding from their

multiple gazeand their keen sense of smell, but I venture out now and then

to spy on them.
Their appearance has changed enormously; now they are another thing.

A few days ago I surprised trvo serpent-beings making love in a nearby field.

Itwas grotesque and indescribable, a contorted self-flagellation. Now I know

that each one of these beings has a common organism, an integrated

physiological function, a single nervous system, a unified and powerful

mind.
It was difficult for me to accept this, because in the old days when people

were individuals, those who liked to form themselves into lines or crowds in

the street were always mediocrities, morons. Intelligent people would not

have been caught up in such foolishness. They have been destroyed, or else,

like me, they are wandering in the ruins. But I have met no one else here.

In spite of everything, I acknowledge the strength of the new creatures,

the technical mastery they are beginning to show. With the speed of their

thousand hands and their thousand feet, they are raising strange narrow or

circular edifices, making and transporting materials in the twinkling of an

eye. They have made immense capes, with openings for their multiple

heads, to protect themselves from the cold. Sometimes I hear their chorus of

a thousand voices chanting strange guttural songs.

I suspectthe day is notfar offwhen they will build their own airplanes and

limousines, as long as railway cars, or rounded and flat like flying saucers.

The time will come, too, I have no doubt, when they will play golf.

But I don't want to know anything about that. I always hated crowds and

lines of people. I cling to my human identity, to my own individual and

separate personality. It's not that I'm antisocial; not at all, I repeat. But

masses of humanity are distasteful to me. Never did I dream that things

would take such a turn, or that I would witness this transformation.

I sit among the ruins. In the distance I can hear a gigantic chorus: the

voice of the new prehistory, A new cycle is beginning.
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he Queen Elizabeth was over three miles above the Grand Canyon,

dawdling along at a comfortable hundred and eighty, when Howard

Falcon spotted the camera pladorm closing in from the right. He had

been expecting it-nothing else was cleared to fy at this altitude-but he
was not too happy to have company. Although he welcomed any signs of
public interest, he also wanted as much empty sky as he could get. After all,
he was the first man in history to navigate a ship three-tenths of a mile
l ong . . .

So far, this first test flight had gone perfectly; ironically enough, the only
problem had been the century-old aircraft carrier Chairman Mao, bor-
rowed from the San Diego Naval Museum for support operations. Only one
of Mao's four nuclear reactors was still operating, and the old battlewagon's
top speed was barely thirty knots. Luckily, wind speed at sea level had been
less than half this, so it had not been too difficult to maintain still air on the
fight deck. Though there had been a few anxious moments during gusts,

when the mooring lines had been dropped, the great dirigible had risen
smoothly, straight up into the sky, as if on an invisible elevator. If all went

well, QueenElizabethlV would not meet Chairman Mao againfor another
week.

Everything was under control; all test instruments gave normal readings.

Commander Falcon decided to go upstairs and watch the rendezvous. He
handed over to his second officer, and walked out into the transparent
tubeway that led through the heart of the ship. There, as always, he was
overwhelmed by the spectacle of the largest single space ever enclosed by
man.

The ten spherical gas cells, each more than a hundred feet across, were
ranged one behind the other like a line of gigantic soap bubbles. The tough
plastic was so clear that he could see through the whole length of the anay,
and make out details of the elevator mechanism, more than a third of a mile
from his vantage point. All around him, like a three-dimensional maze,
was the structural framework of the ship-the great longitudinal girders
running from nose to tail, the fifteen hoops that were the circular ribs of this
sky-borne colossus, and whose varying sizes defined its graceful, stream-
lined profile.

At this low speed, there was little sound-merely the soft rush of wind
over the envelope and an occasional creak of metal as the pattern of stresses
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changed. The shadowless light from the rows of lamps far overhead gave the
whole scene a curiously submarine quality, and to Falcon this was enhanced
by the spectacle of the translucent gasbags. He had once encountered a
squadron of large but harmless jellyfish, pulsing their mindless way above a
shallow tropical reef, and the plastic bubbles that gave QueenElizabethher
lift often reminded him of these-especially when changing pressures
made them crinkle and scatter new patterns of reflected light.

He walked down the axis of the ship until he came to the forward elevator,
between gas cells one and two. Riding up to the Observation Deck, he
noticed that itwas uncomfortably hot, and dictated a brief memo to himself
on his pocket recorder. The Queen obtained almost a quarter of her
buoyancy from the unlimited amounts of waste heat produced by her fusion
power plant. On this lightly loaded fight, indeed, only six of the ten gas
cells contained helium; the remaining four were full of air. Yet she still
carried two hundred tons of water as ballast. However, running the cells at
high temperatures did produce problems in refrigerating the access ways; it
was obvious that a little more work would have to be done there.

A refreshing blast of cooler air hit him in the face when he stepped out
onto the Observation Deck and into the dazzling sunlight streaming
through the plexiglass roof. Half a dozen workmen, with an equal number
of superchimp assistants, were busily laying the partly completed dance
floor, while others were installing electric wiring and fixing furniture. It was
a scene of controlled chaos, and Falcon found it hard to believe that
everything would be ready for the maiden voyage, only four weeks ahead.
Well, that was not his problem, thank goodness. He was merely the Captain,
not the Cruise Director.

The human workers waved to him, and the "simps" flashed toothy smiles,
as he walked through the confusion, into the already completed Skylounge.
This was his favorite place in the whole ship, and he knew that once she was
operating he would never again have it all to himself. He would allow
himself just five minutes of private enjoyment.

He called the bridge, checked that everything was still in order, and
relaxed into one of the comfortable swivel chairs. Below, in a curve that
delighted the eye, was the unbroken silver sweep of the ship's envelope. He
was perched at the highest point, surveying the whole immensity of the
Iargest vehicle ever built. And when he had tired of that-all the way out to
the horizon was the fantastic wilderness carved by the Colorado River in half
a billion years of time.

Apart from the camera platform (it had now fallen back and was filming
from amidships) he had the sky to himself. It was blue and empty, clear
down to the horizon. In his grandfather's day, Falcon knew, it would have
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been streaked with vapor trails and stained with smoke. Both had gone: the
aerial garbage had vanished with the primitive technologies that spawned it,
and the long-distance transportation of this age arced too far beyond the
stratosphere for any sight or sound of it to reach Earth. Once again, the
lower atmosphere belonged to the birds and the clouds-and now to Queen
Elizabeth IV.

It was true, as the old pioneers had said at the beginning of the twentieth
century: this was the only way to travel-in silence and luxury, breathing
the air around you and not cut off from it, near enough to the surface to
watch the everchanging beauty of land and sea. The subsonic iets of the
1980s, packed with hundreds of passengers seated ten abreast, could not

even begin to match such comfort and spaciousness.
Of course , theQueen would never be an economic proposition, and even

if her projected sister ships were built, only a few of the world's quarter of a
billion inhabitants would ever enjoy this silent gliding through the sky. But a
secure and prosperous global society could afford such follies and indeed
needed them for their novelty and entertainment. There were at least a
million men on Earth whose discretionary income exceeded a thousand
new dollars a year, so the Queen would not lack for passengers.

Falcon's pocket communicator beeped. The copilot was calling from the

bridge.
..O. K. for rendezvous, Captain? We've got all the data we need from this

run, and the TV people are getting impatient-"
Falcon glanced at the camera platform, now matching his speed a tenth

of a mile away.
"O.K.," he replied. "Proceed as arranged. I'll watch from here."
He walked back through the busy chaos of the Observation Deck so that

he could have a better view amidships. As he did so, he could feel the
change of vibration underfoot; by the time he had reached the rear of the
lounge, the ship had come to rest. Using his master key, he let himself out
onto the small external pladorm flaring from the end of the deck; half a
dozen people could stand here, with only low guardrails separating them
from the vast sweep of the envelope-and from the ground, thousands of
feet below. It was an exciting place to be, and perfectly safe even when the
ship was traveling at speed, for it was in the dead air behind the huge dorsal
blister of the Observation Deck. Nevertheless, it was not intended that the
passengers would have access to it; the view was a little too vertiginous.

The covers of the forward cargo hatch had already opened like giant trap
doors, and the camera platform was hovering above them, preparing to
descend. Along this route, in the years to come, would travel thousands of
passengers and tons of supplies. Only on rare occasions would the Queen
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drop down to sea level and dock with her floating base.
A sudden gust of cross wind slapped Falcon's cheek, and he tightened his

grip on the guardrail. The Grand Canyon was a bad place for turbulence,
though he did not expect much at this altitude. Without any real anxiety, he
focused his attention on the descending platform, now about a hundred and
fifty feet above the ship. He knew that the highly skilled operator who was
flying the remotely controlled vehicle had performed this simple maneuver
a dozen times already; it was inconceivable that he would have any
difficulties.

Yet he seemed to be reacting rather sluggishly. That last gust had drifted
the platform almost to the edge of the open hatchway. Surely the pilot could
have corrected before this . . . Did he have a control problem? It was very
unlikely; these remotes had multiple-redundancy, fail-safe takeovers, and
any number of backup systems. Accidents were almost unheard of.

But there he went again, off to the left. Could the pilot be drunk?
Improbable though that seemed, Falcon considered it seriously for a mo-
ment. Then he reached for his microphone switch.

Once again, without warning, he was slapped violently in the face. He
hardly felt it, for he was staring in horror at the camera platform. The distant
operator was fighting for control, trying to balance the craft on its jets-but
he was only making matters worse. The oscillations increased-twenty
degrees, forty, sixty, ninety . . .

"Switch to automatic, you fool!" Falcon shouted uselessly into his micro-
phone. "Your manual control's not working!"

The platform fipped over on its back. The jets no longer supported it, but
drove it swiftly downward. They had suddenly become allies of the gravity
they had fought until this moment.

Falcon never heard the crash, though he felt it; he was already inside the
Observation Deck, racing for the elevator that would take him down to the
bridge. Workmen shouted at him anxiously, asking what had happened. It
would be many months before he knew the answer to that question.

fust as he was stepping into the elevator cage, he changed his mind. What
if there was a power failure? Better be on the safe side, even if it took longer
and time was the essence. He began to run down the spiral stairway
enclosing the shaft.

Halfway down he paused for a second to inspect the damage. That
damned platform had gone clear through the ship, rupturing two of the gas
cells as it did so. They were still collapsing slowly, in great falling veils of
plastic. He was not worried about the loss of lift-the ballast could easily
take care of that, as long as eight cells remained intact. Far more serious was
the possibility of structural damage. Already he could hear the great
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latticework around him groaning and protesting under its abnormal loads. It

was not enough to have sufficient lift; unless it was properly distributed, the

ship would break her back.
A. *tt just resuming his descent when a superchi*p, shrieking with

fright, came racing down the elevator shaft, moving with incredible speed,

hand over hand, along lhe outside of the latticework. In its terror, the poor

beast had torn offits company uniform, perhaps in an unconscious attempt

to regain the freedom of its ancestors.
Falcon, still descending as swiftly as he could, watched its approach with

some alarm. A distraught simp was a powerful and potentially dangerous

animal, especially if fear overcame its conditioning. As it overtook him, it

started to call out a string of words, but they were all iumbled together, and

the only one he could recognize was a plaintive, frequently repeated "boss."

Even now, Falcon realized, it looked toward humans for guidance. He felt

sorry for the creature, involved in a manmade disaster beyond its com-
prehension, and for which it bore no resPonsibility.

It stopped opposite him, on the other side of the lattice; there was nothing

to prevent it from coming through the open framework if it wished. Now its

face was only inches from his, and he was looking straight into the terrified

eyes. Never before had he been so close to a simp, and able to study its

features in such detail. He felt that strange mingling of kinship and

discomfort that all men experience when they gaze thus into the mirror of

time.
His presence seemed to have calmed the creature. Falcon pointed up the

shaft, back toward the Observation Deck, and said very clearly and pre-

cisely: "Boss-boss-go." To his relief, the simp understood; it gave him a

grimace that might have been a smile, and at once started to race back the

way it had come. Falcon had given it the best advice he could. If any safety
remained aboard theQueen, it was in that direction. But his duty lay in the

other.
He had almost completed his descent when, with a sound of rending

metal, the vessel pitched nose down, and the lights went out. But he could
still see quite well, for a shaft of sunlight streamed through the open hatch
and the huge tear in the envelope. Many years ago he had stood in a great

cathedral nave watching the light pouring through the stained-glass win-
dows and forming pools of multicolored radiance on the ancient fagstones.
The dazzling shaft of sunlight through the ruined fabric high above re-
minded him of that moment. He was in a cathedral of metal, falling down
the sky.

When he reached the bridge, and was able for the first time to look
outside, he was horrified to see how close the ship was to the ground. Only
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three thousand feet below were the beautiful and deadly pinnacles of rock
and the red rivers of mud that were still carving their way down into the past.
There was no level area anywhere in sight where a ship as large as the Queen
could come to rest on an even keel.

A glance at the display board told him that all the ballast had gone.
However, rate of descent had been reduced to a few yards a second; they still
had a fighting chance.

Without a word, Falcon eased himself into the pilot's seat and took over
such control as still remained. The instrument board showed him every-
thing he wished to know; speech was superfluous. In the background, he
could hear the Communications Officer giving a running report over the
radio. By this time, all the news channels of Earth would have been
preempted, and he could imagine the utter frustration of the program
controllers. One of the most spectacular wrecks in history was occurring-
without a single camera to record it. The last moments of th e Queen would
never fill millions with awe and terror, as had those of the Hindenburg, a
century and a half before.

Now the ground was only about seventeen hundred feet away, still
coming up slowly. Though he had full thrust, he had not dared to use it, lest
the weakened structure collapse; but now he realized that he had no choice.
The wind was taking them toward a fork in the canyon, where the river was
split by a wedge of rock like the prow of some gigantic, fossilized ship of
stone. If she continued on her present course, theQueen would straddle that
triangular plateau and come to rest with at least a third of her length jutting
out over nothingness; she would snap like a rotten stick.

Far away, above the sound of straining metal and escaping gas, came the
familiar whistle of the jets as Falcon opened up the lateral thrusters. The
ship staggered, and began to slew to port. The shriek of tearing metal was
now almost continuous-and the rate of descent had started to increase
ominously. A glance at the damage-control board showed that cell number
five had just gone.

The ground was only yards away. Even now, he could not tell whether his
maneuver would succeed or fail. He switched the thrust vectors over to
vertical, giving maximum lift to reduce the force of impact.

The crash seemed to last forever. It was not violent-merely prolonged,
and irresistible. It seemed that the whole universe was falling about them.

The sound of crunching metal came nearer, as if some great beast were
eating its way through the dying ship.

Then floor and ceiling closed upon him like a
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"Why do you want to go to ]upiter?"
'As Springer said when he lifted for Pluto-'because it's there."'

"Thanks. Now we've got that out of the way-the real reason."

Howard Falcon smiled, though only those who knew him well could

have interpreted the slight, leathery grimace. Webster was one of them; for

more than twenty years they had shared triumphs and disasters-including

the greatest disaster of all.
"Well, Springer's clich6 is still valid. We've landed on all the terrestrial

planets, but none of the gas giants. They are the only real challenge left in

the solar system."
'An expensive one. Have you worked out the cost?"
'As well as I can; here are the estimates. Remember, though-this isn't a

one-shot mission, but a transportation system. Once it's proved out, it can

be used over and over again. And it will open up not merely fupiter, but all

the giants. "

Webster looked at the figures, and whistled.
"Why not start with an easier planet-Uranus, for example? Half the

gravity, and less than half the escape velocity. Quieter weather, too-if that's

the right word for it. "

Webster had certainly done his homework. But that, of course, was why

he was head of Long-Range Planning.
"There's very little saving-when you allow for the extra distance and the

logistics problems. For fupiter, we can use the facilities of Ganymede.

Beyond Saturn, we'd have to establish a new supply base."

Logical, thought Webster; but he was sure that it was not the important

reason. Jupiter was lord of the solar system; Falcon would be interested in no

lesser challenge.
"Besides," Falcon continued, "fupiter is a major scientific scandal. It's

more than a hundred years since its radio storms were discovered, but we

still don't know what causes them-and the Great Red Spot is as big a

mystery as ever. That's why I can get matching funds from the Bureau of

Astronautics. Do you know how many probes they have dropped into that

atmosphere?"
'A couple of hundred, I believe."
"Three hundred and twenty-six, over the last fifty years-about a quarter

of them total failures. Of course, they've learned a hell of a lot, but they've

barely scratched the planet. Do you realize how big it is?"
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"More than ten times the size of Earth."
"Yes, yes-but do you know what that really means?"
Falcon pointed to the large globe in the corner of Webster's office.
"Look at India-how small it seems. Well, if you skinned Earth and

spread it out on the surface offupiter, it would look about as big as India does
here. "

There was a long silence while Webster contemplated the equation:
fupiter is to Earth as Earth is to India. Falcon had-deliberately, of
course-chosen the best possible example . . .

Was it already ten years ago? Yes, it must have been. The crash lay seven
years in the past(that date was engraved on his heart), and those initial tests
had taken place three years before the first and last flight of the Queen
Elizabeth.

Ten years ago, then, Commander (no, Lieutenant) Falcon had invited
him to a preview-a three-day drift across the northern plains of India,
within sight of the Himalayas. "Perfectly safe," he had promised. "lt will get
you away from the office-and will teach you what this whole thing is
about. "

Webster had not been disappointed. Next to his first journey to the
Moon, it had been the most memorable experience of his life. And yet, as
Falcon had assured him, it had been perfectly safe, and quite uneventful.

They had taken offfrom Srinagar just before dawn, with the huge silver
bubble of the balloon already catching the first light of the Sun. The ascent
had been made in total silence; there were none of the roaring propane
burners that had lifted the hot-air balloons of an earlier age. Ail ihe heat
they needed came from the little pulsed-fusion reactor, weighing only about
two hundred and twenty pounds, hanging in the open mouth of the
envelope. While they were climbing, its laser was zapping ten times a
second, igniting the merest whiffof deuterium fuel. Once they had reached
altitude, it would fire only a few times a minute, making up for the heat lost
through the great gasbag overhead.

And so, even while they were almost a mile above the ground, they could
hear dogs barking, people shouting, bells ringing. Slowly the vast, Sun-
smitten landscape expanded around them. Two hours later, they had leveled
out at three miles and were taking frequent draughts of oxygen. They could
relax and admire the scenery; the on-board instrumentation was doing all
the work-gathering the information that would be required by the de-
signers of the still-unnamed liner of the skies.

It was a perfect day. The southwest monsoon would not break for another
month, and there was hardly a cloud in the sky. Time seemed to have come
to a stop; they resented the hourly radio reports which interrupted their
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reverie. And all around, to the horizon and far beyond, was that infinite,

ancient landscape, drenched with history-a patchwork of villages, fields,

temples, lakes, irrigation canals . .
With a real effort, Webster broke the hypnotic spell of that ten-year-old

memory. It had converted him to lighter-than-air flight-and it had made

him realize the enormous size of India, even in a world that could be circled

within ninety minutes. And yet, he repeated to himself, |upiter is to Earth

as Earth is to India .
,,Granted your argument," he said, "and supposing the funds are avail-

able, there's another question you have to answer. Why should you do better

than the-what is it-three hundred and twenty-six robot probes that have

already made the triP?"
"l am better qualified than they were-as an observer, and as a pilot'

Especially as a pilot. Don't forget-I've more experience of lighter-than-air

flight than anyone in the world."
;You could still serve as controller, and sit safely on Ganymede."
"But thatb iust the point! They've already done that. Don't you remem-

ber what killed the QueenT"
Webster knew perfectly well; but he merely answered: "Go on."
"Time log-time lagl That idiot of a platform controller thought he was

using a local radio circuit. But he'd been accidentally switched through a

sateliite-oh, maybe it wasn't his fault, but he should have noticed. That's a

half-second time lag for the round trip. Even then it wouldn't have mattered

flying in calm air. It was the turbulence over the Grand Canyon that did it.

Wh; the pladorm tipped, and he corrected for that- it had already tipped

the other way. Ever tried to drive a car over a bumpy road with a half-second

delay in the steering?"
"No, and I don't intend to try. But I can imagine it."
"Well, Ganymede is a million kilometers from fupiter. That means a

round-trip delay of six seconds. No, you need a controller on the spot-to

handle emergencies in real time. Let me show you something. Mind if I use

this?"
"Go ahead. "
Falcon picked up a postcard that was lying on Webster's desk; they were

almost obsolete on Earth, but this one showed a 3-D view of a Martian
landscape, and was decorated with exotic and expensive stamps. He held it

so that it dangled vertically.
"This is an old trick, but helps to make my point. Place your thumb and

finger on either side, not quite touching. That's right."
Webster put out his hand, almost but not quite gripping the card.
"Now catch it. "
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Falcon waited for a few seconds; then, without warning, he let go of the
card. Webster's thumb and finger closed on empty air.

"l'll do it again, just to show there's no deception. you see?"
once again, the falling card had slipped through Webster,s fingers.
"Now you try it on me. "
This time, Webster grasped the card and dropped it without warning. It

had scarcely moved before Falcon had caught it. Webster almost imagined
he could hear a click, so swift was the other's reaction.

_ "When they put me together again," Falcon remarked in an expression-
less voice, "the surgeons made some improvements. This is one oithem-
and there are others. I want to make the most of them. fupiter is the place
where I can do it."

Webster stared for long seconds at the fallen card, absorbing the improb-
able colors of the Tiivium Charontis Escarpment. Then he said quietiy: "l
understand. How long do you think it will take?"

"With your help, plus the Bureau, plus all the science foundation we can
drag in-oh, three years. Then ayearfor trials-we'll have to send in at least
two test models. So, with luck-five years."

"That's about what I thought. I hope you get your luck; you've earned it.
But there's one thing I won't do. "

"What's that?"
"Next time you go ballooning, don't expect me as passenger."

3. The World ol the Gods

The fall from Jupiter V to Jupiter itself takes only three and a half hours. Few
men could have slept on so awesome a journey. Sleep was a weakness that
Howard Falcon hated, and the little he still required brought dreams that
time had not yet been able to exorcise. But he could expect no rest in the
three days that lay ahead, and must seize what he could during the long fall
down into that ocean of clouds, some sixty thousand miles belo*.

As soon as Kon-Tikf had entered her transfer orbit and all the computer
checks were satisfactory, he prepared for the last sleep he might ever know. It
seemed appropriate that at almost the same moment |upiter eclipsed the
brightand tiny Sun as he swept into the monstrous shadow ofthe planet. For
a few minutes a strange golden trvilight enveloped the ship; then a quarter of
the sky became an utterly black hole in space, while the rest was a blaze of
stars. No matter how far one traveled across the solar system, they never
changed; these same constellations now shone on Earth, millions of miles
away. The only novelties here were the small, pale crescents of Callisto and
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Ganymede; doubtless there were a dozen other moons up there in the sky,
but they were all much too tiny, and too distant, for the unaided eye to pick
them out.

"Closing down for two hours," he reported to the mother ship, hanging
almost a thousand miles above the desolate rocks of Jupiter ! in the
radiation shadow of the tiny satellite. If it never served any other useful
purpose, fupiter V was a cosmic bulldozer perpetually sweeping up the
charged particles that made it unhealthy to linger close to Jupiter. Its wake
was almost free of radiation, and there a ship could park in perfect safety,
while death sleeted invisibly all around.

Falcon switched on the sleep inducer, and consciousness faded swiftly out
as the electric pulses surged gently through his brain. While Kon-Tiki fell
toward fupiter, gaining speed second by second in that enormous gravita-
tional field, he slept without dreams. They always came when he awoke; and
he had brought his nightmares with him from Earth.

Yet he never dreamed of the crash itself, though he often found himself
again face to face with that terrified superchimp, as he descended the spiral
stairway between the collapsing gasbags. None of the simps had survived;
those that were not killed outright were so badly injured that they had been
painlessly "euthed." He sometimes wondered why he dreamed only of this
doomed creature-which he had never met before the last minutes of its
life-and not of the friends and colleagues he had lost aboard the dying

Queen.
The dreams he feared most always began with his first return to con-

sciousness. There had been little physical pain; in fact, there had been no
sensation of any kind. He was in darkness and silence, and did not even
seem to be breathing. And-strangest of all-he could not locate his limbs.
He could move neither his hands nor his feet, because he did not know
where they were.

The silence had been the first to yield. After hours, or days, he had
become aware of a faint throbbing, and eventually, after long thought, he
deduced that this was the beating of his own heart. That was the first of his
many mistakes.

Then there had been faint pinpricks, sparkles of light, ghosts of pressures
upon still-unresponsive limbs. One by one his senses had returned, and
pain had come with them. He had had to learn everything anew re-
capitulating infancy and babyhood. Though his memory was unaffected,
and he could understand words that were spoken to him, it was months
before he was able to answer except by the flicker of an eyelid. He could
remember the moments of triumph when he had spoken the first word,
turned the page of a book-and, finally, learned to move under his own
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power. That was a victory indeed, and it had taken him almost two years to
prepare for it. A hundred times he had envied that dead superchimp, but he
had been given no choice. The doctors had made their decision-and now,
twelve years later, he was where no human being had ever traveled before,
and moving faster than any man in history.

Kon-Tiki was just emerging from shadow, and the Jovian dawn bridged
the sky ahead in a titanic bow of light, when the persistent buzz of the alarm
dragged Falcon up from sleep. The inevitable nightmares (he had been
trying to summon a nurse, but did not even have the strength to push the
button)swiftly faded from consciousness. The greatest-and perhaps last-
adventure of his life was before him.

He called Mission Control, now almost sixty thousand miles away and
falling swiftly below the curve of fupiter, to report that everything was in
order. His velocity had just passed thirty-one miles a second (that was one
for the books)and in half an hour Kon-Tikiwould hit the outer fringes of the
atmosphere, as he started on the most difficult re-entry in the entire solar
system. Although scores of probes had survived this flaming ordeal, they
had been tough, solidly packed masses of instrumentation, able to with-
stand several hundred gravities of drag. Kon-Tiki would hit peaks of thirty
g's, and would average more than ten, before she came to rest in the upper
reaches of the Jovian atmosphere. Very carefully and thoroughly, Falcon
began to attach the elaborate system of restraints that would anchor him to
the walls of the cabin. When he had finished, he was virtually a part of the
ship's structure.

The clock was counting backward; one hundred seconds to re-entry. For
better or worse, he was committed. In a minute and a half, he would graze
the fovian atmosphere, and would be caught irrevocably in the grip of the
giant.

The countdown was three seconds late-not at all bad, considering the
unknowns involved. From beyond the walls of the capsule came a ghostly
sighing, which rose steadily to a high-pitched, screaming roar. The noise
was quite different from that of a re-entry on Earth or Mars; in this thin
atmosphere of hydrogen and helium, all sounds were transformed a couple
of octaves upward. On Jupiter, even thunder would have falsetto overtones.

With the rising scream came mounting weight; within seconds, he was
completely immobilized. His field of vision contracted until it embraced
only the clock and the accelerometer; fifteen g, and four hundred and eighty
seconds to go . . .

He never lost consciousness; but then, he had not expected to. Kon-Tiki's
trail through the fovian atmosphere must be really spectacular-by this
time , thousands of miles long. Five hundred seconds after entry, the drag
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. Then weight vanished almost
completely. He was falling free, all his enormous orbital velocity destroyed.

There was a sudden jolt as the incandescent remnants of the heat shield
were iettisoned. It had done its work and would not be needed again;fupiter
could have it now. He released all but two of the restraining buckles, and
waited for the automatic sequencer to start the next, and most critical, series
of events.

He did not see the first drogue parachute pop out, but he could feel the
slight jerk, and the rate of fall diminished immediately. Kon-Tiki had lost all
her horizontal speed and was going straight down at almost a thousand miles
an hour. Everything depended on what happened in the next sixty seconds.

There went the second drogue. He looked up through the overhead
window and saw, to his immense relief, that clouds of glittering foil were
billowing out behind the falling ship. Like a great flower unfurling, the

thousands of cubic yards of the balloon spread out across the sky, scooping

up the thin gas until it was fully inflated. Kon-Tiki's rate of fall dropped to a
few miles an hour and remained constant. Now there was plenty of time; it

would take him days to fall all the way down to the surface of |upiter.
But he would get there eventually, even if he did nothing about it. The

balloon overhead was merely acting as an efficient parachute. It was provid-

ing no lift; nor could it do so, while the gas inside and out was the same.

With its characteristic and rather disconcerting crack the fusion reactor

started up, pouring torrents of heat into the envelope overhead. Within five

minutes, the rate of fall had become zero; within six, the ship had started to
rise. According to the radar altimeter, it had leveled out at about two
hundred and sixty-seven miles above the surface-or whatever passed for a
surface on fupiter.

Only one kind of balloon will work in an atmosphere of hydrogen, which
is the lightest of all gases -and that is a hot-hydrogen balloon. As long as the
fuser kept ticking over, Falcon could remain aloft, drifting across a world
that could hold a hundred Pacifics. After traveling over three hundred
million miles, Kon-Tiki had at last begun to justify her name. She was an
aerial raft, adrift upon the currents of the |ovian atmosphere.

Though a whole new world was lying around him, it was more than an hour
before Falcon could examine the view. First he had to check all the capsule's
systems and test its response to the controls. He had to learn how much extra
heat was necessary to produce a desired rate of ascent, and how much gas he
must vent in order to descend. Above all, there was the question of stability.
He must adjust the length of the cables attaching his capsule to the huge,
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pear-shaped balloon, to damp out vibrations and get the smoothest possible
ride. Thus far, he was lucky; at this level, the wind was steady, and the
Doppler reading on the invisible surface gave him a ground speed of two
hundred seventeen and a half miles an hour. For fupiter, that was modest;
winds of up to a thousand had been observed. But mere speed was, of
course, unimportant; the real danger was turbulence. If he ran into that,
only skill and experience and swift reaction could save him -and these were
not matters that could yet be programed into a computer.

Not until he was satisfied that he had got the feel of his strange craft did
Falcon pay any attention to Mission Control's pleadings. Then he deployed
the booms carrying the instrumentation and the atmospheric samplers. The
capsule now resembled a rather untidy Christmas tree, but still rode
smoothly down the fovian winds while it radioed its torrents of information
to the recorders on the ship miles above. And now, at last, he could look
around .

His first impression was unexpected, and even a little disappointing. As
far as the scale of things was concerned, he might have been ballooning over
an ordinary cloudscape on Earth. The horizon seemed at a normal dis-
tance; there was no feeling at all that he was on a world eleven times the
diameter of his own. Then he looked at the infrared radar, sounding the
layers of atmosphere beneath him-and knew how badly his eyes had been
deceived.

That layer of clouds apparently about three miles away was really more
than thirty-seven miles below. And the horizon, whose distance he would
have guessed at about one hundred and twenty-five, was actually eighteen
hundred miles from the ship.

The crystalline clarity of the hydrohelium atmosphere and the enormous
curvature of the planet had fooled him completely. It was even harder to
iudge distances here than on the Moon; everything he saw must be multi-
plied by at least ten.

It was a simple matter, and he should have been prepared for it. Yet
somehow, it disturbed him profoundly. He did not feel that Jupiter was
huge, but that hehad shrunk-to a tenth of his normal size. Perhaps, with
time, he would grow accustomed to the inhuman scale of this world; yet as
he stared toward that unbelievably distant horizon, he felt as if a wind colder
than the atmosphere around him was blowing through his soul. Despite all
his arguments, this might never be a place for man. He could well be both
the first and the last to descend through the clouds of fupiter.

The sky above was almost black, except for a few wisps of ammonia cirrus
perhaps twelve miles overhead. It was cold up there, on the fringes of space,
butboth pressure and temperature increased rapidly with depth. Atthe level
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where Kon-Tiki was drifting noq it was fifty below zero, and the pressure
was five atmospheres. Sixty-five miles farther down, it would be as warm as
equatorial Earth, and the pressure about the same as at the bottom of one of
the shallower seas. Ideal conditions for life . . .

A quarter of the brief fovian day had already gone; the sun was halfivay up
the sky, but the light on the unbroken cloudscape below had a curious
mellow quality. That extra three hundred million miles had robbed the Sun
of all its power. Though the sky was clear, Falcon found himself continually
thinking that it was a heavily overcast day. When night fell, the onset of
darkness would be swift indeed; though it was still morning, there was a
sense of autumnal trvilight in the air. But autumn, of course, was some-
thing that never came to fupiter. There were no seasons here.

Kon-Tiki had come down in the exact center of the equatorial zone-the
least colorful part of the planet. The sea of clouds that stretched out to the
horizon was tinted a pale salmon; there were none of the yellows and pinks
and even reds that banded fupiter at higher altitudes. The Great Red Spot
itself-most spectacular of all of the planet's features-lay thousands of
miles to the south. It had been a temptation to descend there, but the south
tropical disturbance was unusually active, with currents reaching over nine
hundred miles an hour. It would have been asking for trouble to head into
that maelstrom of unknown forces. The Great Red Spot and its mysteries
would have to wait for future expeditions.

The Sun, moving across the sky twice as swiftly as it did on Earth, was
now nearing the zenith and had become eclipsed by the great silver canopy
of the balloon. Kon-Tikiwas still drifting swiftly and smoothly westward at a
steady two hundred and seventeen and a half, but only the radar gave any
indication of this. Was it always as calm here? Falcon asked himself. The
scientists who had talked learnedly of the fovian doldrums, and had pre-
dicted that the equator would be the quietest place, seemed to know what
they were talking about, after all. He had been profoundly skeptical of all
such forecasts, and had agreed with one unusually modest researcher who
had told him bluntly: "There are no experts on |upiter." Well, there would
be at least one by the end of this day.

If he managed to survive until then.

That firstday, the Father of the Gods smiled upon him. Itwas as calm and
peaceful here on fupiter as it had been, years ago, when he was drifting with
Webster across the plains of northern India. Falcon had time to master his

4. The Uoices ol the l|eep
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new skills, until Kon-Tiki seemed an extension of his own body. Such luck
was more than he had dared to hope for, and he began to wonder what price
he might have to pay for it.

The five hours of daylight were almost over; the clouds below were full of
shadows, which gave them a massive solidity they had not possessed when
the Sun was higher. Color was swiftly draining from the sky, except in the
west itself, where a band of deepening purple lay along the horizon. Above
this band was the thin crescent of a closer moon, pale and bleached against
the utter blackness beyond.

With a speed perceptible to the eye, the Sun went straight down over the
edge of fupiter, over eighteen hundred miles away. The stars came out in
their legions-and there was the beautiful evening star of Earth, on the very
frontier to twilight, reminding him how far he was from home. It followed
the Sun down into the west. Man's first night on Jupiter had begun.

With the onsetof darkness, Kon-Tifri started to sink. The balloon was no
longer heated by the feeble sunlight and was losing a small part of its
buoyancy. Falcon did nothing to increase lift; he had expected this and was
planning to descend.

The invisible cloud deck was still over thirty miles below, and he would
reach it about midnight. It showed r'tp clearly on the infrared radar, which
also reported that it contained a vast arruy of complex carbon compounds, as
well as the usual hydrogen, helium, and ammonia. The chemists were
dying for samples of that fuffy, pinkish stuff; though some atinospheric
probes had already gathered a few grams, they had only whetted their
appetites. Halfthe basic molecules of life were here, floating high above the
surface of Jupiter. And where there was food, could life be far away? That
was the question that, after more than a hundred years, no one had been
able to answer.

The infrared was blocked by the clouds, but the microwave radar sliced
right through and showed layer after layer, all the way down to the hidden
surface almost two hundred and fifty miles below. That was barred to him by
enormous pressures and temperatures; not even robot probes had ever
reached it intact. It lay in tantalizing inaccessibility at the bottom of the
radar screen, slightly fuzzy, and showing a curious granular structure that
his equipment could not resolve.

An hour after sunset, he dropped his first probe. It fell swiftly for about
sixty miles, then began to foat in the denser atmosphere, sending back
torrents of radio signals, which he relayed to Mission Control. Then there
was nothing else to do until sunrise, except to keep an eye on the rate of
descent, monitor the instruments, and answer occasional queries. While
she was drifting in this steady current, Kon-Tiki could look after herself.
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]ust before midnight, a woman controller came on watch and introduced
herself with the usual pleasantries. Ten minutes later she called again, her
voice at once serious and excited.

"Howard! Listen in on channel forty-six-high gain."
Channel forty-six? There were so many telemetering circuits that he

knew the numbers of only those that were critical; but as soon as he threw
the switch, he recognized this one. He was plugged in to the microphone on
the probe, floating more than eighty miles below him in an atmosphere now

almost as dense as water.
At first, there was only a soft hiss of whatever strange winds stirred down

in the darkness of that unimaginable world. And then, out of the back-
ground noise, there slowly emerged a booming vibration that grew louder

and louder, like the beating of a gigantic drum. It was so low that it was felt

as much as heard, and the beats steadily increased their tempo, though the
pitch never changed. Now it was a swift, almost infrasonic throbbing.
Then, suddenly, in mid-vibration, it stopped-so abruptly that the mind

could not accept the silence, but memory continued to manufacture a
ghostly echo in the deepest caverns of the brain.

It was the most extraordinary sound that Falcon had ever heard, even

among the multitudinous noises of Earth. He could think of no natural
phenomenon that could have caused it; nor was it like the cry of any animal,
not even one of the great whales . . .

It came again, following exactly the same pattern. Now that he was
prepared for it, he estimated the length of the sequence; from first faint throb
to final crescendo, it lasted just over ten seconds.

And this time there was a real echo, very faint and far away. Perhaps it

came from one of the many reflecting layers, deeper in this stratified
atmosphere; perhaps it was another, more distant source. Falcon waited for a
second echo, but it never came.

Mission Control reacted quickly and asked him to drop another probe at
once. With two microphones operating, it would be possible to find the
approximate location of the sources. Oddly enough, none of.Kon-Tiki's own
external mikes could detect anything except wind noises. The boomings,
whatever they were, must have been trapped and channeled beneath an
atmospheric reflecting layer far below.

They were coming, it was soon discovered, from a cluster of sources
about twelve hundred miles away. The distance gave no indication of their
power; in Earth's oceans, quite feeble sounds could travel equally far. And as
for the obvious assumption that living creatures were responsible, the Chief
Exobiologist quickly ruled that out.

"I'll be very disappointed," said Dr. Brenner, "if there are no micro-
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organisms or plants here. But nothing like animals, because there's no free
oxygen. All biochemical reactions on fupiter must be low-energy ones-
there's just no way an active creature could generate enough power to
function. "

Falcon wondered if this was true; he had heard the argument before, and
reserved judgment.

"In any case," continued Brenner, "some of those sound waves are a
hundred yards long! Even an animal as big as a whale couldn't produce
them. They must have a natural origin."

Yes, that seemed plausible, and probably the physicists would be able to
come up with an explanation. What would a blind alien make, Falcon
wondered, of the sounds he might hear when standing beside a stormy sea,
or a geyser, or a volcano, or a waterfall? He might well attribute them to
some huge beast.

About an hour before sunrise the voices of the deep died away, and Falcon
began to busy himself with preparation for the dawn of his second day. Kon-
Tifti was now only three miles above the nearest cloud layer; the external
pressure had risen to ten atmospheres, and the temperature was a tropical
thirty degrees. A man could be comfortable here with no more equipment
than a breathing mask and the right grade of heliox mixture.

"We've some good news for you," Mission Control reported, soon after
dawn. "The cloud layer's breaking up. You'll have partial clearing in an
hour-but watch out for turbulence."

"I've already noticed some," Falcon answered. "How far down will I be
able to see?"

'At least twelve miles, down to the second thermocline. That cloud deck
is solid-it never breaks."

And it's out of my reach, Falcon told himself;the temperature down there
must be over a hundred degrees. This was the first time that any balloonist
had ever had to worry, not about his ceiling, but about his basement!

Ten minutes later he could see what Mission Control had already
observed from its superior vantage point. There was a change in color near
the horizon, and the cloud layer had become ragged and humpy, as if
something had torn it open. He turned up his little nuclear furnace and gave
Kon-Tiki another three miles of altitude, so that he could get a better view.

The sky below was clearing rapidly, completely, as if something was
dissolving the solid overcast. An abyss was opening before his eyes. A
moment later he sailed out over the edge of a cloud canyon about twelve
miles deep and six hundred miles wide.

A new world lay spread beneath him; fupiter had stripped away one of its
many veils. The second layer of clouds, unattainably far below, was much
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darker in color than the first. It was almost salmon pink, and curiously
mottled with little islands of brick red. They were all oval-shaped, with their
Iong axes pointing east-west, in the direction of the prevailing wind. There
were hundreds of them, all aboutthe same size, and they reminded Falcon
of puffy little cumulus clouds in the terrestrial sky.

He reduced buoyancy, and Kon-Tiki began to drop down the face of the
dissolving cliff. It was then that he noticed the snow.

White flakes were forming in the air and drifting slowly downward. Yet it
was much too warm for snow-and, in any event, there was scarcely a trace
of water atthis altitude. Moreover, there was no glitter or sparkle aboutthese
flakes as they went cascading down into the depths. When, presently, a few
landed on an instrument boom outside the main viewing port, he saw that
they were a dull, opaque white-not crystalline at all-and quite large-
several inches across. They looked like wax, and Falcon guessed that this was
precisely what they were. Some chemical reaction was taking place in the
atmosphere around him, condensing out the hydrocarbons floating in the

Jovian air.
About sixty miles ahead, a disturbance was taking place in the cloud

layer. The little red ovals were being jostled around, and were beginning to
form a spiral-the familiar cyclonic pattern so common in the meteorology
of Earth. The vortex was emerging with astonishing speed; if that was a
storm ahead, Falcon told himself, he was in big trouble.

And then his concern changed to wonder-and to fear. What was
developing in his line of fight was not a storm at all. Something enor-
mous-something scores of miles across-was rising through the clouds.

The reassuring thought that it, too, might be a cloud-a thunderhead
boiling up from the lower levels of the atmosphere-lasted only a few
seconds. No; this was so/id. It shouldered its way through the pink-and-
salmon overcast like an iceberg rising from the deeps.

An iceberg floating on hydrogen? That was impossible, of course; but
perhaps it was not too remote an analogy. As soon as he focused the
telescope upon the enigma, Falcon saw that it was a whitish, crystalline
mass, threaded with streaks of red and brown. It must be, he decided, the
same stuff as the "snowflakes" falling around him-a mountain range of
wax. And it was not, he soon realized, as solid as he had thought; around the
edges it was continually crumbling and reforming . . .

"l know what it is," he radioed Mission Control, which for the last few
minutes had been asking anxious questions. "lt's a mass of bubbles-some
kind of foam. Hydrocarbon froth. Get the chemists working on . . lust a
minute!"

"What is it?" called Mission Control. "What is it?"
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He ignored the frantic pleas from space and concentrated all his mind
upon the image in the telescope field. He had to be sure; if he made a
mistake, he would be the laughingstock of the solar system.

Then he relaxed, glanced atthe clock, and switched offthe nagging voice
from fupiter V

"Hello, Mission Control, " he said, very formally. "This is Howard Falcon
aboard Kon-Tiki. Ephemeris Time nineteen hours twenty-one minutes
fifteen seconds. Latitude zero degrees five minutes North. Longitude one
hundred five degrees forty-two minutes, System One.

"Tell Dr. Brenner that there is life on fupiter. And it\ big.

"I'm very htppy to be proved wrong," Dr. Brenner radioed back cheerfully.
"Nature always has something up her sleeve. Keep the long-focus camera on
target and give us the steadiest pictures you can. "

The things moving up and down those waxen slopes were still too far away
for Falcon to make out many details, and they must have been very large to
be visible at all at such a distance. Almost black, and shaped like ar-
rowheads, they maneuvered by slow undulations of their entire bodies, so
that they looked rather like giant manta rays, swimming above some
tropical reef.

Perhaps they were sky-borne cattle, browsing on the cloud pastures of

fupiter, for they seemed to be feeding along the dark, red-brown streaks that
ran like dried-up river beds down the fanks of the foating cliffs. Occasion-
ally, one of them would dive headlong into the mountain of foam and
disappear completely from sight.

Kon-Tiki was moving only slowly with respect to the cloud layer below; it
would be at least three hours before she was above those ephemeral hills. She
was in a race with the Sun. Falcon hoped that darkness would not fall before
he could get a good view ofthe mantas, as he had christened them, as well as
the fragile landscape over which they flapped their way.

It was a long three hours. During the whole time, he kept the external
microphones on full gain, wondering ifhere was the source of thatbooming
in the night. The mantas were certainly large enough to have produced it;
when he could get an accurate measurement, he discovered that they were
almost a hundred yards across the wings. That was three times the length of
the largest whale-though he doubted if they could weigh more than a few
tons.

Half an hour before sunset, Kon-Tiki was almost above the "mountains. "
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"No," said Falcon, answering Mission Control's repeated questions about
the mantas, "they're still showing no reaction to me. I don't think they're
intelligent-they look like harmless vegetarians. And even if they try to
chase me, I'm sure they can't reach my altitude."

Yet he was a little disappointed when the mantas showed not the slightest
interest in him as he sailed high above their feeding ground. Perhaps they
had no way of detecting his presence. When he examined and photo-
graphed them through the telescope, he could see no signs of any sense
organs. The creatures were simply huge black deltas, rippling over hills and
valleys that, in reality, were little more substantial than the clouds of Earth.
Though they looked solid, Falcon knew that anyone who stepped on those
white mountains would go crashing through them as if they were made of
tissue paper.

At close quarters he could see the myriads of cellules or bubbles from
which they were formed. Some of these were quite large-a yard or so in
diameter-and Falcon wondered in what witches' cauldron of hydrocar-
bons they had been brewed. There must be enough petrochemicals deep
down in the atmosphere of Jupiter to supply all Earth's needs for a million
years.

The short day had almost gone when he passed over the crest of the waxen
hills, and the light was fading rapidly along their lower slopes. There were
no mantas on this western side, and for some reason the topography was very
different. The foam was sculptured into long, level terraces, like the interior
of a lunar crater. He could almost imagine that they were gigantic steps
leading down to the hidden surface of the planet.

And on the lowest of those steps, just clear of the swirling clouds that the
mountain had displaced when it came surging skyward, was a roughly oval
mass, one or two miles across. It was difficult to see, since it was only a little
darker than the gray-white foam on which it rested. Falcon's first thought
was that he was looking at a forest of pallid trees, like giant mushrooms that
had never seen the Sun.

Yes, it must be a forest-he could see hundreds of thin trunks, springing
from the white waxy froth in which they were rooted. But the trees were
packed astonishingly close together; there was scarcely any space between
them. Perhaps it was not a forest, after all, but a single enormous tree-like
one of the giant multi-trunked banyans of the East. Once he had seen a
banyan tree in fava that was over six hundred and fifty yards across; this
monster was at least ten times that size.

The light had almost gone. The cloudscape had turned purple with
refracted sunlight, and in a few seconds that, too, would have vanished. In
the last light of his second day on fupiter, Howard Falcon saw-or thought
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he saw-something that cast the gravest doubts on his interpretation of the
white oval.

Unless the dim light had totally deceived him, those hundreds of thin
trunks were beating back and forth, in perfect synchronism, like fronds of
kelp rocking in the surge.

And the tree was no longer in the place where he had first seen it.

"Sorry about this," said Mission Control, soon after sunset, "but we think
Source Beta is going to blow within the next hour. Probability seventy
percent. "

Falcon glanced quickly at the chart. Beta-Jupiter latitude one hundred
and forty degrees-was over eighteen thousand six hundred miles away and
well below his horizon. Even though major eruptions ran as high as ten
megatons, he was much too far away for the shock wave to be a serious
danger. The radio storm that it would trigger was, however, quite a different
matter.

The decameter outbursts that sometimes made fupiter the most powerful
radio source in the whole sky had been discovered back in the 1950s, to the
utter astonishment of the astronomers. Now, more than a century later, their
real cause was still a mystery. Only the symptoms were understood; the
explanation was completely unknown.

The "volcano" theory had best stood the test of time, although no one
imagined that this word had the same meaning on Jupiter as on Earth. At
frequent intervals-often several times a day-titanic eruptions occurred in
the lower depths of the atmosphere, probably on the hidden surface of the
planet itself. A great column of gas, more than six hundred miles high,
would start boiling upward as if determined to escape into space.

Against the most powerful gravitational field of all the planets, it had no
chance. Yet some traces-a mere few million tons-usually managed to
reach the fovian ionosphere; and when they did, all hell broke loose.

The radiation belts surrounding |upiter completely dwarf the feeble Van
Allen belts of Earth. When they are short-circuited by an ascending
column of gas, the result is an electrical discharge millions of times more
powerful than any terrestrial fash of lightning; it sends a colossal thun-
derclap of radio noise flooding across the entire solar system and on out to
the stars.

It had been discovered that these radio outbursts came from four main
areas of the planet. Perhaps there were weaknesses there that allowed the
fires of the interior to break out from time to time. The scientists on
Ganymede, largest of fupiter's many moons, now thought that they could
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predict the onset of a decameter storm; their accuracy was about as good as a
weather forecaster's of the early 1900s.

Falcon did not know whether to welcome or to fear a radio storm; it would
certainly add to the value of the mission-if he survived it. His course had
been planned to keep as far as possible from the main centers ofdisturbance,
especially the most active one, Source Alpha. As luck would have it, the
threatening Beta was the closest to him. He hoped that the distance, almost
three-fourths the circumference of Earth, was safe enough.

"Probability ninety percent," said Mission Control with a distinct note of
urgency. 'And forget that hour. Ganymede says it may be any moment. "

The radio had scarcely fallen silent when the reading on the magnetic
field-strength meter started to shoot upward. Before it could go offscale, it
reversed and began to drop as rapidly as it had risen. Far away and thousands
of miles below, something had given the planet's molten core a titanic jolt.

"There she blows!" called Mission Control.
"Thanks, I already know. When will the storm hit me?"
"You can expect onset in five minutes. Peak in ten."
Far around the curve of Jupiter, a funnel of gas as wide as the Pacific

Ocean was climbing spaceward at thousands of miles an hour. Already the
thunderstorms of the lower atmosphere would be raging around it-but
they were nothing compared with the fury that would explode when the
radiation belt was reached and began dumping its surplus electrons onto the
planet. Falcon began to retract all the instrument booms that were extended
out from the capsule. There were no other precautions he could take. It
would be four hours before the atmospheric shock wave reached him-but
the radio blast, traveling at the speed of light, would be here in a tenth of a
second, once the discharge had been triggered.

The radio monitor, scanning back and forth across the spectrum, still
showed nothing unusual, just the normal mush of background static. Then
Falcon noticed that the noise level was slowly creeping upward. The
explosion was gathering its strength.

At such a distance he had never expected to see anything. But suddenly a
flicker as of far-offheat lightning danced along the eastern horizon. Simul-
taneously, half the circuit breakers jumped out of the main switchboard, the
lights failed, and all communications channels went dead.

He tried to move, but was completely unable to do so. The paralysis that
gripped him was not merely psychological; he seemed to have lost all control
of his limbs and could feel a painful tingling sensation over his entire body.
It was impossible that the electric field could have penetrated this shielded
cabin. Yet there was a flickering glow over the instrument board, and he
could hear the unmistakable crackle of a brush discharge.
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With a series of sharp bangs, the emergency systems went into operation,
and the overloads reset themselves. The lights fickered on again. And
Falcon's paralysis disappeared as swiftly as it had come.

After glancing at the board to make sure that all circuits were back to
normal, he moved quickly to the viewing ports.

There was no need to switch on the inspection lamps-the cables
supporting the capsule seemed to be on fire. Lines of light glowing an
electric blue against the darkness stretched upward from the main lift ring to
the equator of the giant balloon; and rolling slowly along several of them
were dazzling balls of fire.

The sight was so strange and so beautiful that it was hard to read any
menace in it. Few people, Falcon knew, had ever seen ball lightning from
such close quarters-and certainly none had survived if they were riding a
hydrogen-filled balloon back in the atmosphere of Earth. He remembered
the flaming death of the Hindenburg, destroyed by a stray spark when she
docked at Lakehurst in 1937; as it had done so often in the past, the
horrifying old newsreel film flashed through his mind. But at least that
could not happen here, though there was more hydrogen above his head
than had ever filled the last of the Zeppelins. It would be a few billion years
yet, before anyone could light a fire in the atmosphere of Jupiter.

With a sound like briskly frying bacon, the speech circuit came back to
life.

"Hello, Kon-Tiki-are you receiving? Are you receiving?"
The words were chopped and badly distorted, but intelligible. Falcon's

spirits lifted; he had resumed contact with the world of men.
"I receive you," he said. "Quite an electrical display, but no damage-so

far."
"Thanks-thought we'd lost you. Please check telemetry channels three,

seven, twenty-six. Also gain on camera two. And we don't quite believe the
readings on the external ionization probes . . ."

Reluctantly Falcon tore his gaze away from the fascinating pyrotechnic
display around Kon-Tiki, though from time to time he kept glancing out of
the windows. The ball lightning disappeared first, the fiery globes slowly
expanding until they reached a critical size, at which they vanished in a
gentle explosion. But even an hour later, there were still faint glows around
all the exposed metal on the outside of the capsule; and the radio circuits
remained noisy until well after midnight.

The remaining hours of darkness were completely uneventful-until just

before dawn. Because it came from the east, Falcon assumed that he was
seeing the first faint hint of sunrise. Then he realized that it was twenty
minutes too early for this-and the glow that had appeared along the
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horizon was moving toward him even as he watched. It swiftly detached
itself from the arch of stars that marked the invisible edge of the planet, and
he saw that it was a relatively narrow band, quite sharply defined. The beam
of an enormous searchlight appeared to be swinging beneath the clouds.

Perhaps sixty miles behind the first racing bar of light came another,
parallel to it and moving at the same speed. And beyond that another, and
another-until all the sky flickered with alternating sheets of light and
darkness.

By this time, Falcon thought, he had been inured to wonders, and it
seemed impossible that this display of pure, soundless luminosity could
present the slightest danger. But it was so astonishing, and so inexplicable,
that he felt cold, naked fear gnawing at his self-control. No man could look
upon such a sight without feeling like a helpless pygmy in the presence of
forces beyond his comprehension. Was it possible that, after all, fupiter
carried not only life but also intelligence? And, perhaps, an intelligence
that only now was beginning to react to his alien presence?

"Yes, we see it," said Mission Control, in a voice that echoed his own
awe. "We've no idea what it is. Stand by, we're calling Ganymede. "

The display was slowly fading; the bands racing in from the far horizon
were much fainter, as if the energies that powered them were becoming
exhausted. In five minutes it was all over; the last faint pulse of light
flickered along the western sky and then was gone. Its passing left Falcon
with an overwhelming sense of relief. The sight was so hypnotic, and so
disturbing, that it was not good for any man's peace of mind to contemplate
it too long.

He was more shaken than he cared to admit. The electrical storm was
something that he could understand; but flris was totally incomprehensible.

Mission Control was still silent. He knew that the information banks up
on Ganymede were now being searched as men and computers turned their
minds to the problem. If no answer could be found there, it would be
necessary to call Earth; that would mean a delay of almost an hour. The
possibility that even Earth might be unable to help was one that Falcon did
not care to contemplate.

He had never before been so glad to hear the voice of Mission Control as
when Dr. Brenner finally came on the circuit. The biologist sounded
relieved, yet subdued-like a man who has just come through some great
intellectual crisis.

"Hello, Kon-Tiki. We've solved your problem, but we can still hardly
believe it.

"What you've been seeing is bioluminescence, very similar to that
produced by microorganisms in the tropical seas of Earth. Here they're in
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the atmosphere, not the ocean, but the principle is the same."
"But the pattern," protested Falcon, "was so regular -so artificial. And it

was hundreds of miles across!"
"lt was even larger than you imagine; you observed only a small part of it.

The whole pattern was over three thousand miles wide and looked like a
revolving wheel. You merely saw the spokes, sweeping past you at about six-
tenths of a mile a second . . ."

"A secondl" Falcon could not help interiecting. "No animals could move
that fast!"

"Of course not. Let me explain. What you saw was triggered by the shock
wave from Source Beta, moving at the speed of sound."

"But what about the pattern?" Falcon insisted.
"That's the surprising part. It's a very rare phenomenon, but identical

wheels of light-except that they're a thousand times smaller-have been
observed in the Persian Gulf and the Indian Ocean. Listen to this: British
India Company\ Patna, Persian Gulf, May 1880, I l:30 PM. -'an enor-
mous luminous wheel, whirling round, the spokes of which appeared to
brush the ship along. The spokes were 200 or 300 yards long . . . each
wheel contained about sixteen spokes. . . .'And here's one from the Gulf of
Omar, dated May 2), 1906: 'The intensely bright luminescence ap-
proached us rapidly, shooting sharply defined light rays to the west in rapid
succession, like the beam from the searchlight of a warship. . . . To the left
of us, a gigantic fiery wheel formed itself, with spokes that reached as far as
one could see. The whole wheel whirled around for two or three min-
utes. . . .'The archive computer on Ganymede dug up about five hundred
cases. It would have printed out the lot if we hadn't stopped it in time."

"l'm convinced-but still baffled."
"l don't blame you. The full explanation wasn't worked out until late in

the twentieth century. It seems that these luminous wheels are the results of
submarine earthquakes, and always occur in shallow waters where the shock
waves can be refected and cause standing wave patterns. Sometimes bars,
sometimes rotating wheels -the'Wheels of Poseidon,' they've been called.
The theory was finally proved by making underwater explosions and photo-
graphing the results from a satellite. No wonder sailors used to be super-
stitious. Who would have believed a thing like this?"

So that was it, Falcon told himself. When Source Beta blew its top, it
must have sent shock waves in all directions-through the compressed gas of
the lower atmosphere, through the solid body of |upiter itself. Meeting and
crisscrossing, those waves must have canceled here, reinforced there; the
whole planet must have rung like a bell.

Yet the explanation did not destroy the sense of wonder and awe; he would
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never be able to forget those flickering bands of light, racing through the

unattainable depths of the fovian atmosphere. He felt that he was not merely

on a strange planet, but in some magical realm between myth and reality.

This was a world where absolutely anythingcould happen, and no man

could possibly guess what the future would bring.
And he still had a whole day to go.

When the true dawn finally arrived, it brought a sudden change of weather.

Kon-Tikiwas moving through ablizzard; waxen snowflakes were falling so

thickly that visibility was reduced to zero. Falcon began to worry about the

weight that might be accumulating on the envelope. Then he noticed that

rny flrk.s settling outside the windows quickly disappeared; Kon-Tikib

continual outpouring of heat was evaporating them as swiftly as they

arrived.
If he had been ballooning on Earth, he would also have worried about

the possibility of collision. At least that was no danger here; any fovian
mountains were several hundred miles below him. And as for the floating

islands of foam, hitting them would probably be like plowing into slightly

hardened soap bubbles.
Nevertheleis, he switched on the horizontal radar, which until now had

been completely useless; only the vertical beam, giving his distance from

the invisible surface, had thus far been of any value. Then he had another

surprise.
Scattered across a huge sector of the sky ahead were dozens of large and

brilliant echoes. They were completely isolated from one another and

apparently hung unsupported in space. Falcon remembered a phrase the

earliest aviators had used to describe one of the hazards of their profession:
"clouds stuffed with rocks." That was a perfect description of what seemed
to lie in the track of. Kon-Tiki.

It was a disconcerting sight; then Falcon again reminded himself that

nothing really solid could possibly hover in this atmosphere. Perhaps it was

some strange meteorological phenomenon. In any case, the nearest echo
was about a hundred and twenty-five miles.

He reported to Mission Control, which could provide no explanation.
But it gave the welcome news that he would be clear of the blizzard in

another thirty minutes.
It did not warn him, however, of the violent cross wind that abruptly

grabbed Kon-Tiki and swept it almost at right angles to its previous track.
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Falcon needed all his skill and the maximum use of what little control he
had over his ungainly vehicle to prevent it from being capsized. Within
minutes he was racing northward at over three hundred miles an hour.
Then, as suddenly as it had started, the turbulence ceased; he was still
moving at high speed, but in smooth air. He wondered if he had been
caught in the fovian equivalent of a jet stream.

The snow storm dissolved; and he saw what fupiter had been preparing for
h im.

Kon-Tiki had entered the funnel of a gigantic whirlpool, some six
hundred miles across. The balloon was being swept along a curving wall of
cloud. Overhead, the sun was shining in a clear sky; but far beneath, this
great hole in the atmosphere drilled down to unknown depths until it
reached a misty floor where lightning flickered almost continuously.

Though the vessel was being dragged downward so slowly that it was in no
immediate danger, Falcon increased the flow of heat into the envelope until
Kon-Tiki hovered at a constant altitude. Not until then did he abandon the
fantastic spectacle outside and consider again the problem of the radar.

The nearestecho was now only abouttwenty-five miles away. All ofthem,
he quickly realized, were distributed along the wall of the vortex, and were
moving with it, apparently caught in the whirlpool like Kon-Tiki itself. He
aimed the telescope along the radar bearing and found himself looking at a
curious mottled cloud that almost filled the field of view.

It was not easy to see, being only a little darker than the whirling wall of
mist that formed its background. Not until he had been staring for several
minutes did Falcon realize that he had met it once before.

The firsttime it had been crawling across the drifting mountains of foam,
and he had mistaken it for a giant, many-trunked tree. Now at last he could
appreciate its real size and complexity and could give it a better name to fix
its image in his mind. It did not resemble a tree at all, but a jellyfish-a
medusa, such as might be met trailing its tentacles as it drifted along the
warm eddies of the Gulf Stream.

This medusa was more than a mile across and its scores of dangling
tentacles were hundreds of feet long. They swayed slowly back and forth in
perfect unison, taking more than a minute for each complete undulation-
almost as if the creature was clumsily rowing itself through the sky.

The other echoes were more distant medusae. Falcon focused the tele-
scope on half a dozen and could see no variations in shape or size. They all
seemed to be of the same species, and he wondered just why they were
drifting lazily around in this six-hundred-mile orbit. Perhaps they were
feeding upon the aerial plankton sucked in by the whirlpool, as Kon-Tiki
itself had been.
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"Do you realize, Howard," said Dr. Brenner, when he had recovered

from his initial astonishment, "that this thing is about a hundred thousand

times as large as the biggest whale? And even if it's only a gasbag, it must still

weigh a million tons! I can't even guess at its metabolism. It must generate

megawatts of heat to maintain its buoyancy."
"But if it's just a gasbag, why is it such a damn good radar reflector?"

"I haven't the faintest idea. Can you get any closer?"

Brenner's question was not an idle one. If he changed altitude to take

advantage of the differing wind velocities, Falcon could approach the

medusa as closely as he wished. At the moment, however, he preferred his

present twenty-five miles and said so, firmly.
"l see what you mean," Brenner answered, a little reluctantly. "Let's stay

where we are for the present. " That "we" gave Falcon a certain wry

amusement;an extra sixty thousand miles made a considerable difference in

one's point of view.
For the next two hours Kon-Tiki drifted unevenfully in the gyre of the

great whirlpool, while Falcon experimented with filters and camera con-

irast, trying to get a clear view of the medusa. He began to wonder if its

elusive coloration was some kind of camouflage; perhaps, like many ani-

mals of Earth, it was trying to lose itself against its background. That was a

trick used by both hunters and hunted.

In which category was the medusa? That was a question he could hardly

expectto have answered in the shorttime thatwas leftto him. Yet iustbefore
noon, without the slightest warning, the answer came .

Like a squadron of antique iet fighters, five mantas came sweeping

through the wall of mist that formed the funnel of the vortex. They were

flying in a V formation directly toward the pallid gray cloud of the medusa;

and there was no doubt, in Falcon's mind, that they were on the attack. He

had been quite wrong to assume that they were harmless vegetarians.

Yet everything happened at such a leisurely pace that it was like watching

a slow-motion film. The mantas undulated along at perhaps thirty miles an

hour; it seemed ages before they reached the medusa, which continued to

paddle imperturbably along at an even slower speed. Huge though they

were, the mantas looked tiny beside the monster they were approaching.

When they flapped down on its back, they appeared about as large as birds

landing on a whale.
Could the medusa defend itself? Falcon wondered. He did not see how

the attacking mantas could be in danger as long as they avoided those huge

clumsy tentacles. And perhaps their host was not even aware of them; they

could be insignificant parasites, tolerated as are fleas upon a dog.

But now it was obvious that the medusa was in distress. With agonizing
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slowness, it began to tip over like a capsizing ship. After ten minutes it had
tilted forty-five degrees; it was also rapidly losing altitude. It was impossible
not to feel a sense of pity for the beleaguered monster, and to Falcon the
sight broughtbitter memories. In a grotesque way, the fall of the medusa was
almost a parody of the dying Queenb last moments.

Yet he knew that his sympathies were on the wrong side. High intel-
ligence could develop only among predators-not among the drifting
browsers of either sea or air. The mantas were far closer to him than was thii
monstrous bag of gas. And anyway, who could really sympathize with a
creature a hundred thousand times larger than a whale?

Then he noticed that the medusa's tactics seemed to be having some
effect. The mantas had been disturbed by its slow roll and were flapping
heavily away from its back-like gorging vultures interrupted at mealtime.
But they did not move very far, continuing to hover a few yards from the
still-capsizing monster.

There was a sudden, blinding flash of light synchronized with a crash of
static over the radio. One of the mantas, slowly twisting end over end, was
plummeting straight downward. As it fell, a plume of Llack smoke trailed
behind it. The resemblance to an aircraft going down in flames was quite
uncanny.

In unison, the remaining mantas dived steepry away from the medusa,
gaining speed by losing altitude. They had, within minutes, vanished back
into the wall of cloud from which they had emerged. And the medusa, no
longer falling, began to roll back toward the horizontal. Soon it was sailing
along once more on an even keel, as if nothing had happened.

"Beautiful!" said Dr. Brenner, after a moment of stunned silence. "It's
developed electric defenses, like some of our eels and rays. But that must
have been about a million volts! Can you see any organs tlrat might produce
the disch arge? Anything looking like electrodes?',

"No," Falcon answered, after switching to the highest power of the
telescope. "But here's something odd. Do you see this prtt.rni Check back
on the earlier images. I'm sure it wasn't there before. "

A broad, mottled band had appeared along the side of the medusa. It
formed a startlingly regular checkerboard, each square of which was itself
speckled in a complex subpattern of short horizontal lines. They were
spaced at equal distances in a geometrically perfect anay of rows and
columns.

, 
"You're right," said Dr. Brenner, with something very much like awe in

his voice. "That's just appeared. And I'm afraid to tell you what I think it is. "
"Well, I have no reputation to lose-at least as a biologist. Shall I give my

guess?"
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"Go ahead. "
"That's a large meter-band radio arruy. The sort of thing they used back at

the beginning of the twentieth century."
,'I was aftaid you'd say that. Now we know why it gave such a massive

echo. "
"But why has it iust aPPeared?"
"Probably an aftereffect of the dischatge."
"l've just had another thought," said Falcon, rather slowly. "Do you

suppose it\ listening to us?"
l'On this frequency? I doubt it. Those are meter-no, decameter an'

tennas- judging by their size. Hmm . . that's an idea!"

Dr. Brenner fell silent, obviously contemplating some new line of

thought. Presently he continued: "I bet they're tuned to the radio outbursts!

That's something nature never got around to do on Earth . . . We have

animals with sonar and even electric senses, but nothing ever developed a

radio sense. Why bother where there was so much light?

"But it's different here. Jupiter is drenched with radio energy. It's worth

while using it-maybe even tapping it. That thing could be a floating power

plant!"
A new voice cut into the conversation.
"Mission Commander here. This is all very interesting, but there's a

much more important matter to settle. ls it intelligent? If so, we've got to

consider the First Contact directives. "

"Until I came here," said Dr. Brenner, somewhat ruefully, "I would have

sworn that anything that could make a shortwave antenna system musf be

intelligent. Now, I'm not sure. This could have evolved naturally. I suppose

it's no more fantastic than the human eye. "

"Then we have to play safe and assume intelligence. For the present,

therefore, this expedition comes under all the clauses of the Prime

directive. "

There was a long silence while everyone on the radio circuit absorbed

the implications of this. For the first time in the history of space fight, the

rules that had been established through more than a century of argument

might have to be applied. Man had-it was hoped-profited from his

mistakes on Earth. Not only moral considerations, but also his own self-

interest demanded that he should not repeat them among the planets. It

could be disastrous to treat a superior intelligence as the American settlers

had treated the Indians, or as almost everyone had treated the

Africans . . .
The first rule was: keep your distance. Make no attempt to approach, or

even to communicate, until "they" have had plenty of time to study you.
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Exactly what was meant by "plenty of time," no one had ever been able to
decide. It was left to the discretion of the man on the spot.

A responsibility of which he had never dreamed had descended upon
Howard Falcon. In the few hours that remained to him on fupiter, he might
become the first ambassador of the human race.

And thatwas an irony so delicious that he almost wished the surgeons had
restored to him the power of laughter.

It was growing darker, but Falcon scarcely noticed as he strained his eyes
toward that living cloud in the field of the telescope. The wind that was
steadily sweeping Kon-Tiki around the funnel of the great whirlpool had
now brought him within twelve miles of the creature. Iihe got much closer
than six, he would take evasive action. Though he felt certain that the
medusa's electric weapons were short-ranged, he did not wish to put the
matter to the test. That would be a problem for future explorers, and he
wished them luck.

Now it was quite dark in the capsule. That was strange, because sunset
was still hours away. Automatically, he glanced at the horizontally scanning
radar, as he had done every few minutes. Apart from the medusa he was
studying, there was no other object within about sixty miles of him.

Suddenly, with startling power, he heard the sound that had come
booming out of the fovian night-the throbbing beat that grew more and
more rapid, then stopped in mid-crescendo. The whole capsule vibrated
with it like a pea in a kettledrum.

Falcon realized two things almost simultaneously during the sudden,
aching silence. Tifs time the sound was not coming from thousands of miles
away, over a radio circuit. It was in the very atmosphere around him.

The second thoughtwas even more disturbing. He had quite forgotten-
it was inexcusable, but there had been other apparently more important
things on his mind-that most of the sky above him was completely blanked
out by Kon-Tiki's gas-bag. Being lightly silvered to conserve its heat, the
great balloon was an effective shield both to radar and to vision.

He had known this, of course; it had been a minor defect of the design,
tolerated because it did not appear important. It seemed very important to
Howard Falcon now-as he saw that fence of gigantic tentacles, thicker than
the trunks of any tree, descending all around the capsule.
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He heard Brenner yelling: "Remember the Prime directive! Don't alarm

it!" Before he could make an appropriate answer that overwhelming drum-

beat started again and drowned all other sounds.
The sign of a really skilled test pilot is how he reacts not to foreseeable

.rn.rg.n.ies, but to ones that nobody could have anticipated. Falcon did

not hesitate for more than a second to analyze the situation. In a lightning-

swift movement, he pulled the rip cord.
That word was an archaic survival from the days of the first hydrogen

balloons; on Kon-Tikf , the rip cord did not tear open the gasbag, but merely

operated a set of louvers around the upper curve of the envelope. At once the

httgas started to rush out; Kon-Tiki, deprived of her lift, began to fall swiftly

in this gravity field two and a half times as strong as Earth's.

Falcon had a momentary glimpse of great tentacles whipping upward and

away. He had just time to note that they were studded with large bladders or

,r.r, pr.rumably to give them buoyancy, and that they ended in multitudes

of thin feelers like the roots of a plant. He half expected a bolt of lightning-

but nothing happened.
His precipitoui rate of descent was slackening as the atmosphere thickened

and the deflated envelope acted as a parachute. When Kon-Tikihad dropped

about two miles, he felt that it was safe to close the louvers again. By the time

he had restored buoyancy and was in equilibrium once more' he had lost

another mile of altitude and was getting dangerously near his safety limit.

He peered anxiously through the overhead windows, though he did not

expect to see anything except the obscuring bulk of the balloon. But he had

sideslipped during his descent, and part of the medusa was just visible a

co,rple of miles above him. It was much closer than he expected-and it was

still coming down, faster than he would have believed possible.

Mission Control was calling anxiously. He shouted: "l'm O.K. -but it's

still coming after me. I can't go any deeper."
That was not quite true. He could go a lot deeper-about one hundred

and eighty miles. But it would be a one-way trip,'and most of the journey

would be of little interest to him.
Then, to his great relief, he saw that the medusa was leveling off, not quite

a mile above him. Perhaps it had decided to approach this strange intruder

with caution; or perhaps it, too, found this deeper layer uncomfortably hot.

The temperature was over fifty degrees centigrade, and Falcon wondered
how much longer his life-support system could handle matters.

Dr. Brenner was back on the circuit, still worrying about the Prime

directive.
"Remember-it may only be inquisitive!" he cried, without much con-

viction. "Tfy not to frighten it!"
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Falcon was getting rather tired of this advice and recalled a TV discussion
he had once seen between a space lawyer and an astronaut. After the full
implications of the Prime directive had been carefully spelled out, the
incredulous sPacer had exclaimed: "Then if there was no alternative, I must
sit still and let myself be eaten?" The lawyer had not even cracked a smile
when he answered: "That's an excellent summing up. "

It had seemed funny at the time; it was not af ali amusing now.
And then Rlcon saw something that made him even more unhappy. The

medusa was still hovering about a mile above him-but one of its tentacles
was becoming incredibly elongated, and was stretching down toward Kon-
Tifri, thinning out at the same time. As a boy he had on.. seen the funnel of
a tornado descending from a storm cloud over the Kansas plains. The thing
coming toward him now evoked vivid memories of that black, twisting
snake in the sky.

"l'm rapidly running out of options," he reported to Mission Control. "l
now have only a choice between frightening it-and giving it a bad
stomach-ache. I don't think it will find Kon -Tiki very digestible, if that's
what it has in mind. "

He waited for comments from Brenner, but the biologist remained silent.
"Very well. It's twenty-seven minutes ahead of time, but I'm starting the

ignition sequencer. I hope I'll have enough reserve to correct my orbit later. "
He could no longer see the medusa; once more it was direcily overhead.

But he knew that the descending tentacle must now be u.ry .lore to the
balloon. It would take almost five minutes to bring the reactor up to full
thrust . . .

The fuser was primed. The orbit computer had not rejected the situation
as wholly impossible. The air scoops were open, ready to gulp in tons of the
surrounding hydrohelium on demand. Even under optimum conditions,
this would have been the moment of truth-for there had been no way of
testing how a nuclear ramiet would reallywork in the strange atmosphere of
fupiter.

Very gently something rocked Kon-Tiki. Falcon tried to ignore it.
Ignition had been planned at six miles higher, in an atmoiphere of less

than a quarter of the density and thirty degrees cooler. 'rbo 
bad.

What was the shallowest dive he could get away with, for the air scoops to
work? when the ram ignited, he'd be heading toward fupiter with two and a
half g's to help him get there. Could he possibly pull out in time?

A large, heavy hand patted the balloon. The whole vessel bobbed up and
down, like one of the Yo-yo's that had just become the craze on Earth.

of course, Brenner might be perfectly right. perhaps it was just trying to
be friendly. Maybe he should try to talk to it over the radio. Which should it
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be: "Pretty pussy"? "Down, Fido"? or "Thke me to your leader"?

The tritium-deuterium ratio was correct. He was ready to light the

candle, with a hundred-million-degree match.
The thin tip of the tentacle came slithering around the edge of the balloon

some sixty yards away. It was about the size of an elephant's trunk, and by the

delicate way it was moving appeared to be almost as sensitive. There were

little palps at its end, like questing mouths. He was sure that Dr. Brenner

would be fascinated.
This seemed about as good a time as any. He gave a swift scan of the entire

control board, started the final four-second ignition count, broke the safety

seal, and pressed the ;nrusoN switch.
There was a sharp explosion and an instant loss of weight. Kon-Tiki was

falling freely, nose down. Overhead, the discarded balloon was racing

upward, dragging the inquisitive tentacle with it. Falcon had no time to see

ifthe gasbag actually hit the medusa, because at that moment the ramiet

fired and he had other matters to think about.
A roaring column of hot hydrohelium was pouring out of the reactor

nozzles, swiftly building up thrust-but toward fupiter, not away from it.

He could not pull out yet, for vector control was too sluggish. Unless he

could gain complete control and achieve horizontal flight within the next

fiue ,econds, thl vehicle would dive too deeply into the atmosphere and

would be destroyed.
With agonizing slowness-those five seconds seemed like fifty-he man-

aged to flatten out, then pull the nose upward. He glanced back only once

,rd .rught a final glimpse of the medusa, many miles away. Kon'Tiki\

discarded gasbag had apparently escaped from its grasp, for he could see no

sign of it.
Now he was master once more-no longer drifting helplessly on the

winds of fupiter, but riding his own column of atomic fire back to the stars.

He was .otrfid.nt that the ramjet would steadily give him velocity and

altitude until he had reached near-orbital speed at the fringes of the

atmosphere. Then, with a brief burst of pure rocket power, he would regain

the freedom of space.
Halfivay to orbit, he looked south and saw the tremendous enigma of the

Great Red Spot-that floating island twice the size of Earth-coming up

over the horizon. He stared into its mysterious beauty until the computer
warned him that conversion to rocket thrust was only sixty seconds ahead.
He tore his gaze reluctantly away.

"Some other time," he murmured.
"What's that?" said Mission Control. "What did you say?"
"It doesn't matter," he replied.
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"You're a hero now, Howard," said webster, "not just a celebrity. you've
given them something to think about-injected some excitement into their
lives. Not one in a million will actually travel to the Outer Giants, but the
whole human race will go in imagination. And that's what counts.,'

"I'm glad to have made your job a little easier. "
Webster was too old a friend to take offense at the note of irony. yet it

surprised him. And this was not the first change in Howard that he had
noticed since the return from Jupiter.

The Administrator pointed to the famous sign on his desk, borrowed
from an impresario of an earlier age: ASToNTsH r'rs!

"l'm not ashamed of my iob. New knowledge, new resources-they're all
very well. But men also need novelty and excitement. Space travel has
become routine; you've made it a great adventure once more. It will be a
long, long time befole we get fupiter pigeonholed. And maybe longer still
before we understand those medusae. I still think that one knewwhere your
blind spot was. Anyway, have you decided on your next move? Saturn,
Uranus, Neptune-you name it."

"l don't know. I've thought about Saturn, but I'm not really needed there.
It's only one gravity, not two and a half like Jupiter. So men can handle it. "

Men, thought webster. He said "men. " He's never done that before. And
when did I last hear him use the word "we"? He's changing, slipping away
from us .

'Well," 
he said aloud, rising from his chair to conceal his slight uneasi-

ness, "let's get the conference started. The cameras are all set up and
everyone's waiting. You'll meet a lot of old friends. "

He stressed the last word, but Howard showed no response. The leather
mask of his face was becoming more and more difficult to read. Instead, he
rolled back from the Administrator's desk, unlocked his undercarriage so
that it no longer formed a chair, and rose on his hydraulics to his full seven
feet of height. It had been good psychology on the part of the surgeons to
give him that extra twelve inches, to compensate somewhat for all that he
had lost when the Queen had crashed.

Falcon waited until Webster had opened the door, then pivoted neatly on
his balloon tires and headed for it at a smooth and silenitwenty miles an
hour. The display of speed and precision was not flaunted arrogantly; rather,
it had become quite unconscious.

Howard Falcon, who had once been a man and could still pass for one
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over a voice circuit, felt a calm sense of achievement-and, for the first time

in years, something like peace of mind. Since his return from fupiter, the

nightmares had ceased. He had found his role at last.

H. no* knew why he had dreamed about that superchimp aboard the

doomed Queen Elizabeth. Neither man nor beast, it was between two

worlds; and so was he.
He alone could travel unprotected on the lunar surface. The life-support

system inside the metal cylinder that had replaced his fragile body func-

tioned equally well in space or under water. Gravity fields ten times that of

Earth were an inconv.ni.r,.., but nothing more. And no gravity was best of

a l l  . . .
The human race was becoming more remote, the ties of kinship more

tenuous. Perhaps these air-breathing, radiation-sensitive bundles of un-

stable carbon compounds had no right beyond the atmosphere; they should

stick to their natural homes-Earth, Moon, Mars'

Some day the real masters of space would be machines, not men-and he

was neither. Already conscious of his destiny, he took a somber pride in his

unique loneliness-the first immortal midway between two orders of

creation.
He would, after all, be an ambassador; between the old and the new-

between the creatures of carbon and the creatures of metal who must one

day supersede them.
Both would have need of him in the troubled centuries that lay ahead.



The Valley of
Echoes

TRANSLATED BY FRANK ZEFIO

In the first issue of the first science fiction magazine, editor
U"gg Ggrnlback yamed Edgar AIIan poe, lul"es Veine, and
H. c. welk as the forefathers of the grri, in the united
states, \rance, and England. This asiertion points up the
Lo"p and_vigorous Frenih tradition from at keist the century
before verne until the present. since the 1950s, modern s'F
has been signifrcant and influential in France,'but the most
pop ul a r authors h ave- ge nera I I y be e n E ngl i sh - s pe a ki n g w r i te rs
read in translation; for many years, ,q. E. vai vogt (particu-
larly in translatiol by Boris vian) remained the -"osi'popular
y1d -respgctgd sF writer, to be supplanted in recent yeirs by
Philip K. .Dick. still, much sF'originates in France-for
instlnce the popular Planet of the Apes by pierre Boulle.

of the contemporary French sF'writirs, none is more
distinguished than Gdrard Klein, an SF editor for a French
publisher, who has had several novels and stories translated
into English, perhaps more work than any other of his con-
temporaries. "The valley of Echoes," with its energetic shifts
i1 person and tense, shows some of the stylistic d-evices that
characterize French SF and distinguish ii from the English
and American, which is almost iniariably written in thJpast
fense and most often in the third person. French sF rs morc
self-conscigusly litelar.y tlay Amirican sF usually is. And yet
this story, intimately linked with the atmosphere'of the Virn
tian stories o{ Leigh Brackett and Ray Bradbury, is self-
consciously in the American genre.
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-Fhis time we ventured a little beyond the pink mountains of Tula, the

I orri, of crystal, and for days on end we passed between innumerable

I dunes. The Martian sky was always like itself, very Pure, a very dark

blue with an occasional hint of.gray, and with admirable pink efflorescences

at sunrise and sunset.
Our tractors performed quite satisfactorily. We were venturing into re-

gions that had hardly been explored thus far, at least by land, and we were

Lrronably sure of being the fiist to negotiate these desolate Passes. The first

men, at any rate; for what we were more or less vaguely searching for was

some trace of an.ancient civilization. It has never been admitted on Earth

that Mars is not only a dead world, but a world eternally deserted. It has

long been hoped that we would discover some remains of defunct empires,

o, p".rhrps the fallen descendants of the mythical masters of the red planet'

Too -rny stories have been told about Mars for ten years of scientific and

fruitless exploration on this point to undo all the legends'

But neither Ferrier nor La Salle nor I particularly believed in the pos-

sibility of so fantastic an encounter. we were mature and slightly disillu-

sioned men, and we had left the Earth some years before to escape the wind

of insanity which at that time was sweeping our native planet' This was

something that we did not like to talk about, as it pained us. We sometimes

thought ii was due to the immense solitude of a species that had just

achieved self-awareness, that confronted the universe, that hoped to receive

a response, even a fatal one, to its challenge. But space remained silent and

the planets deserted.
We were descending, then, toward the south, in the direction of the

Martian equator. The maps were still imprecise at this time, and we had

been assigned to make certain geological reports which could not be done

from an airplane. As a psychologist, I was only moderately qualified for this

task, but I airo knew how to drive a tractor and how the instruments worked,

and men were scarce on Mars.

The worst thing was the monotony that prevailed throughout these days.

people on Earth, .o*fottably installed behind their desks, write things

,boit us that bring tears of compassion to the eyes of thousands of readers;

they speak of our heroisrn and the adventure that lies in wait for us at each

step, of the eternally renewed splendors of unknown worlds' I have never

encountered such things. We know danger, but it doesn't rise up from the

dunes; it is insidious, a leak in our breathing apparatus or a corresponding

defect in our tractors or in our radio posts. It is, above all, the danger of

boredom. Mars is a deserted world. Its horizons are short, curtailed. And

there are more inspiring scenes than that of an immense plain of gray sand

and scattered lichens. The landscape is not terrible in itself. But what one
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does feel, with poignant acuteness, is the awareness of these thousands of
kilometers, all alike, stretching out in all directions as far as you can see and
farther still, kilometers which slowly pass beneath your treads while you
remain immobile. It's a little as if you were sure of finding in tomorrow the
exact replica of yesterday.

And then you drive. For hours. Like a machine. And you are the
machine, you are the tractor, you creep along between the dunes for hours
on end, you avoid the heaps of stones, slowly modelled by the wind and
themselves destined to become sand, and from time to time you lift your
eyes to the sky and, through flinching lids, perceive the stars'sparkling in
mid-day, which at first surprises and then bores you mortally, so that you
would give anything for these eyes of the night to finally .ior..

Then you think of what you will do on Earth, when you return to it: you
have heard the news; it is bad, always bad: no event occurs on Earth that is
not aberrant: these are the "lnsane Years," they say, and the desire to go back
down there turns to a kind of loathing; nausea grips you.

Always, you drive. Without hoping for anything. Atthe end of a certain
time, you see things rising up from among the dunes. you brake abruptly to
avoid them, but there is never anything there. There are also those who fall
asleep. The others notice it because the tractor suddenly loses its way; then
they shake the driver or take the wheel themselues. Tiris provides a little
recreation.

As for me, it depends. Sometimes I make up stories. Stories that take place
on Mars or in space or on another world, but never on Earth. I prefer not to
think of Earth. La Salle is like myself. For Ferrier, it's worse, he can't stop
thinking about it for a minute. I ask myself where this will lead him.

He's a geologist. I have watched him dig in the sand and hold up some tiny
shell, the ancient abode of a creature long since withered, carried away by
the soft winds of Mars. Never once has he Jir.ou.r.d a more achieved fossil,
the remains of a larger, more powerful (and more fragile) creature. I have
seen him battling the evidence. I have seen him ,*..p hi, eyes over the hills
of Mars, silently thinking that it will one day be necessary to turn over these
millions of tons of sand in the hope of discovering, at the'heart of the planet,
the bleached fetus of a forgotten species. I don't ttrint he talks enough. It is
not good for a man !o say nothing on Mars. Nor in space. He remains mute,
as if the millions and millions of pounds of sand weithed down on him. Like
La Salle and myself, he sought in space a way out, a means of escaping
Earth, but he expected something else of it. He was hoping to encounter in
it something other than himself; he thought to encounter the total stranger,
he believed he would read on the cliffs of Mars the history of a world
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absolutely new for Earth. No doubt he had listened attentively, in his

childhood, to the stories of the man in the moon'

Otherwise, he was iust like La Salle and myself. There are things' you

see, which we could not bear unless we were sure of discovering, one fine

day, around the bend of space or between two hills, a glistening city and

ia"rf beings. But La Salle and I, we know that this dream is not for today, or

even for tomorrow, while Ferrier can no longer wait.

There are three of us, and that's an awkward number for playing cards.

Sometimes we read. We also listen to the radio from time to time. But above

all, we sleep. It is a way of economizing on oxygen. It is a way of projecting

ourselves in time. We never dream'
When evening comes, we descend from the tractor' we unpack our

apparatus. We p-roceed to take certain measurements. We forward the

,.*lts. We starithe catalytic stove; it functions tranquilly under its trans-

parent bell glass, glowing red in the dusk like a hothouse flower. We eat' We

u'furl the parasJ-tit. itti"g that serves us as a tent, which prevents the

mortal cold of Mars from freezing us to the bone, and we try once again to

sleep. But it's no use-we've beensleeping nearly all day, you see, lulled by

the lolting of the tractor, each taking his turn at the wheel; and when night

comes, our respirator chafes uS' we stifle, we're suddenly thirsty, and we lie

there with our eyes open, staring at the milky dome of the tent, taking in the

irritating faint gr.rhing of sandtrains blown against the plastic by the wind,

the patter of insect feet.
Sometimes it happens, during these nights, that we ponder on what sPace

might have been, on what these planets might have been. The thought

.oi-,., to us that man, one day, will endow Mars with an atmosphere and

with oceans and forests, that cities will rise here, fabulous, taller than all the

cities of Earth, that spaceships will unite this planet and other worlds, and

that the frontiers of the unknown will be situated elsewhere in space, always

pushed back beyond the visible horizon. Our anguish is eased by the

iho,rght, and we know that man today is steering a false course in asking of

this flanet what it cannot give, in turning towards the past, in desperately

sifting through the sieve of memory in hopes of finding once more the traces

of anincient downfall. We feel then, tremulously, that it is in the future that

an answer lies, and that it is into the future that we must throw ourselves.

And we occasionally take stock of the paradoxical nature of our situation.

We are at once the past and the future. We are included in the mad dreams

of generations deadin the not distant past and we are going the way of infants

y.t to be born. Anonymous, we were myths; forgotten, we will be legends.

We do not go abroad at night because of the cold. The extreme tenuiV of
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the atmosphere makes for great differences of temperature. But in the
morning, around nine o'clock, we set out again.

Today we entered a zone of gray sand, then discovered a stretch littered
with flat black stones, Aeolian pebbles, strangely fashioned at times, and
finally reached the extreme border of the tedJish stretch that touches the
Martian equator at certain points. Eroded mountains rise gently over the
horizon. The dunes have thinned out and dispersed. The *orn mesas that
circumscribe the eye shelter this plain from the wind. Our tracks come to
breach the hazardous irregularity of the desert. They will survive us.

The surface of the planet descended gently, as if we were plunging into
the bosom of some dried-up sea, into the illusory depths of ,n imaginary
littoral. And suddenly, we saw surge up and grow on thl horizon translucent
needles of rock, so thin and so high, with such sharp contours, that we did
not believe our eyes. Ferrier, who was driving, gave a cry. He pressed the
accelerator, and the sudden irresistible iolt of the tractor threw La Salle and
myself from our seats.

"It's incredible. "
"What a fantastic peak. "
"No, it's a cliff."
But it was none of all this, as we saw later on in the day. It was a massif,

probably crystalline, an accident that had spurted ;n ai.s past from the
entrails of the planet, or perhaps even falien from the sky, and some
inconceivable tremor had cleaved it, so that it had the rpp.rrrnce, on this
immutable plain, of a chipped yet tremendously sharp iooth.

"This is the first time I've ever seen an acute angle orr 
-Mrrr,,' 

said Rrrier.
"That's not erosion. Neither wind nor sand have managed to cut into this
rock. Maybe it's just a giant crystal that has gro*n slowly, a gradual
concentration of like atoms, or perhaps . . . "

We looked at each other. There was one word on our lips. Artefacf. Was
this, at last, the evidence for which Earth had wait.d ,o long?

There is nothing worse, I think, than being deceived by"an object.
Because one cannot reproach it. We had suddenly put our tiust in Mars.
Like children.

And we were deceived. It was not an artefact.
But we did not want to accept what that meant. It had been crazyto hope.

But we couldn't help it.

we spent the night at the foot of the crystalline mountains, and we
experienced even more difhculty in getting to sleep than on previous days.
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We were both disappointed and satisfied. Our journey had not been in vain,
and yet its secret goal was completely unfulfilled.

When morning came and the temperature became endurable, we ad-
iusted our respirators and went out. We had decided to explore the rocky
massif, to leave the tractor behind us and to carry only a light baggage of
supplies and instruments.

The crystalline cliffs were not overly escarped. They contained faults and
openings which permitted us to ascend. The rock was the color of ink, with
here and there a murky transparency which reminded us of those blocks of
ice that wander in space, the relics of incredibly ancient oceans, fragments
of shattered ice packs, debris, finally, of pulverized planets.

We were trying to reach the largest fault, hoping to thus discover the very
depths of the massif and to understand its structure. Perhaps a lake of
mercury awaited us there, or engraved rocks, or even some creature, a door
to another dimension, the traces of previous visitors, for this rock had
survived for millions of years the slow burial by sand that lies in wait for all
things on Mars. It had escaped the tide of dust that fows over the surface of
the red planet, and the movementof the dunes thatare incessantly shifted by
the light winds, and in a way it was a witness to past ages, epochs in which
men did not dare as yet to lift their faces to the sky; even less did they dream
that one day they would voyage, weary, through these constellations.

But when it came, the thing took us unawares. La Salle, who was walking
ahead, cried out. We heard him clearly and hurled ourselves headlong after
him. Ferrier, who was following us, urged me ahead. Rounding a block, we
saw La Salle, who seemed to be giving some obiect his utmost attention.

"Listen," he said to us.
We heard nothing at first; then, as we advanced another step, from those

borderlines that separate silence from sound, we heard a gnashing noise
arise.

We remained immobile. And this was neither the voice of the wind, nor
its singing, nor even the light clatter of a stone or the cracking of rock split by
the frost. Itwas a steady ssh-sshing, like the accumulated noise of millions of
superimposed signals.

The air of Mars is too thin for our ears to perceive the sounds that it
transmits. Moreover, our eardrums would nothave withstood the difference
of pressure which exists between the external milieu and our respiratory
system. Our ears are entirely masked, and minuscule amplifiers allow us to
hear the sound of our voices and to make out the noises of Mars. And this, I
can vouch for it, was different from anything that I had heard ,tp to that
moment on the red planet. It was nothing human, and nothing mineral.
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I moved my head slightly, and suddenly I perceived something else that
dominated this ssh-sshing, reduced it to an insignificant and endless back-
ground noise. I perceived a voice, or rather the murmur of a million voices,
the tumult of an entire race, uttering unbelievable, incomprehensible
words, words I could never transcribe with any of the phonetic signs current
on Earth.

"They're there," La Salle said to me, his eyes shining. He took a step or
two forward, and I saw him hastily change the setting of his earphones. I
followed him and did the same, for the murmur had become a tempest, the
insect voices had been transformed into a strident and intolerable howling,
a muffled and terrifying roar.

We were progressing along a narrow fault between two cliffs of rock. And
the sound assailed us in successive, eddying waves. We were drunk on it. We
sensed, we knew that at last we were about to find what we had come to see
on Mars, what we had in vain implored space to give us.

Contact with another life.
For as the sound grew louder, we did not have the slightest doubt, not

once. We were not easy men to deceive, nor were we liable to let our
imagination run wild. This incredible richness in the modulation of the
sound could only be the doing of live beings. It mattered little that we
understood nothing; we had faith that Earth could solve problems of this
sort, by its minds and its machines. We were merely the ambassadors of
Earth.

At the last turn in the fault, the valley finally appeared. It resembled the
basin of a dried-up lake, closed in by tall smooth cliffs which became more
escarped the higher they rose. The opposite end of the valley narrowed and
ended in a rocky bottleneck, finally coming up against a terminal wall.

There existed no other road that led to this valley except the one that we
had taken, unless one were to let oneself drop from the sky. It was an arena
rather than a valley, moreover: a vast oblong arena. And deserted.

And yet these incomprehensible voices assailed us.
It was a lake, you see, invisible, a lake of sounds and of dust, an

impalpable dust that the years had laid down in this refuge, a dust fallen

from the stars, borne by the wind, in which nothing had left its traces, a dust
in which those who were calling to us had been swallowed r'tp, perhaps,
buried.

"Hello!" La Salle cried, his voice breaking.
He wanted to answer, he hoped for a silence of astonishment, but the

arena was empty and the dense waves of sound came breaking in on us one

after the other. Words whispered, words pronounced, phrases drawn out in a
single breath, sprung from invisible lips.
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"Where are you? Oh, where are you?" La Salle cried in a mournful voice.
What he was hearing was not enough for him, he wished to see these
unknown messengers, he hoped to see rise up from this lake of dust who
knows what hideous or admirable forms. His hands were trembling and
mine as well, and at my back I heard the short, hissing breath of Ferrier.

"Hello," cried an incredibly weak voice from the other end of the valley.
It was the voice of La Salle. It stood out, minutely, against the sonorous

background of innumerable voices; it was a bit of wreckage carried to our
shore.

"They are answering us," La Salle said to me, without believing it.
And his voice arose from a thousand places in the valley, an insect's voice,

shrill, murmurous, shattered, diffracted. "Hello, hello, hello," it said.
"Where are you, where are you-you-you-you-you

An echo, I thought. An echo. And La Salle turned again toward me, and
I read in his eyes that he had understood, and I felt the hand of Ferrier weigh
on my shoulder. Our voices, our mingled noises were grounded in the
sound-matter that filled the valley, and created tricks of interference, return-
ing to us as if reflected in strange mirrors of sound, transformed, but not at
all weakened. Was it possible that such a valley existed on Mars, a valley of
echoes, a valley where the transparent and thin air of Mars carried forever
the sounds reflected by crystal walls?

Did there exist in the entire universe a place where the fossils were not at
all mineral, but sounds? Were we, at last, hearing the voices of the ancient
inhabitants of Mars, long after the sands had worn away and engulfed the
last vestiges of their passing? Or was it, indeed, the evidence of other visitors
come from worlds of which we were still ignorant? Had they passed by here
yesterday, or a million years ago? Were we no longer alone?

Our instruments would tell us later and perhaps they would succeed in
unraveling this skein of waves, undo these knots, and extract from this
involuntary message some illuminating sense.

The valley was utterly deserted and dead. A receptacle. The whole of
Mars was nothing but a receptacle that received our traces only to annihilate
them. Except for this spot, except for this valley of echoes that would
doubtless carry the sound of our voices through the ages to our distant
successors, perhaps not human.

Ferrier took his hand from my shoulder, shoved me aside and pushed La
Salle away, and began to run towards the center of the valley.

"Listen to them," he cried, "listen to them."
His boots sank into the impalpable dust, and it rose about him in an

eddying. And we heard these voices breaking about our ears, in a tempest
that he had raised. I saw him running and I understood what the sirens
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were, these voices that whispered in his ears, that called to him, that he had
hoped for all these past years and vainly searched for, and he plunged into

this sonorous sea and sank into the dust. I wished that I could be bv his side,
but I was incapable of making a move.

The voices hammered against my eardrums.
"The fool," said La Salle in a sad voice. "Oh, the poor fool."
Ferrier shouted. Ferrier called, and the immutable, the ancient voices

answered him. He imbibed the voices. He drank them, devoured them,
stirred them with his demented gestures.

And, slowly, they subsided. He had disturbed some instable equilibrium,
destroyed a subtle mechanism. His body was a screen. He was too heavy, too
material for these thin voices to endure his contact.

The voices grew weak. I felt them very slowly leave me, I felt them go

away, in a last vibration I heard them shrivel up and die. And finally Ferrier
fell silent. And in my earphones I made out a last whispering.

A kind of farewell.
The silence. The silence of Mars.
When Ferrier finally turned around, I saw, despite the distance, despite

the cloud of dust that gradually settled, through his disordered respirator,
tears that ran down his cheeks.

And he put his hands to his ears.
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When the ivy-tod is heavy with snoq
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf's young.

- Samuel Thylor Coleridge
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner
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I tl fhen I was a boy my brother David and I had to go to bed early

I t I f whether we were sleepy or not. In summer particularly, bedtime

U y often came before sunset; and because our dormitory was in the

east wing of the house, with a broad window facing the central courtyard

and thus looking west, the hard, pinkish light sometimes streamed in for

hours while we lay staring out at my father's crippled monkey perched on a

flaking parapet, or telling stories, one bed to another, with soundless
gestures.

Our dormitory was on the uppermost floor of the house, and our window
had a shutter of trvisted iron which we were forbidden to open. I suppose the

theory was that a burglar might, on some rainy morning (this being the only

time he could hope to find the roof, which was fitted out as a sort of pleasure

garden, deserted), let down a rope and so enter our room unless the shutter

was closed.
The object of this hypothetical and very courageous thief would not, of

course, be merely to steal us. Children, whether boys or girls, were extraor-
dinarily cheap in Port-Mimizon;and indeed I was once told that my father,
who had formerly traded in them, no longer did so because of the poor

market. Whether or not this was true, everyone-or nearly everyone-knew
of some professional who would furnish what was wanted, within reason, at

a low price. These men made the children of the poor and the careless their

study, and should you want, say, a brown-skinned, red-haired little girl, or

one who was plump, ot who lisped, a blond boy like David or a pale, brown-
haired, brown-eyed boy such as I, they could provide one in a few hours.

Neither, in all probability, would the imaginary burglar seek to hold us
for ransom, though *y father was thought in some quarters to be immen-
sely rich. There were several reasons for this. Those few people who knew

that my brother and I existed knew also, or at least had been led to believe,

that my father cared nothing at all for us. Whether this was true or not, I

cannot say; certainly I believed it, and my father never gave me the least

reason to doubt it, though at the time the thought of killing him had never

occurred to me.
And if these reasons were not sufficiently convincing, anyone with an

understanding of the stratum in which he had become perhaps the most
permanent feature would realize that for him, who was already forced to

give large bribes to the secret police, to once disgorge money in that way

would leave him open to a thousand ruinous attacks; and this may have

been-this and the fear in which he was held-the real reason we were

never stolen.
The iron shutter is (for I am writing now in my old dormitory room)

hammered to resemble in a stiffand overly symmetrical way the boughs of a
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willow. In my boyhood it was overgrown by a silver trumpet vine (since dug
up) which had scrambled .tp the wall from the court below, and I used to
wish that it would close the window entirely and thus shut out the sun when
we were trying to sleep; but David, whose bed was under the window was
forever reaching up to snap offbranches so thathe could whistle through the
hollow stems, making a sort of panpipe of four or five. The piping, of
course, growing louder as David grew bolder, would in time attract the
attention of Mr. Million, our tutor. Mr. Million would enter the room in
perfect silence, his wide wheels gliding across the uneven foor while David
pretended sleep. The panpipe might by this time be concealed under
his pillow, in the sheet, or even under the mattress, but Mr. Million would
find it.

What he did with those little musical instruments after confiscating them
from David I had forgotten until yesterday; although in prison, when we
were kept in by storms or heavy snow I often occupied myself by trying to
recall it. To have broken them, or dropped them through the shutter onto
the patio below would have been completely unlike him; Mr. Million never
broke anything intentionally, and never wasted anything. I could visualize
perfectly the half-sorrowing expression with which he drew the tiny pipes
out (the face which seemed to float behind his screen was much like my
father's) and the way in which he turned and glided from the room. But what
became of them?

Yesterday, as I said (this is the sort of thing that gives me confidence), I
remembered. He had been talking to me here while I worked, and when he
left it seemed to me-as my glance idly followed his smooth motion
through the doorway-that something, a sort of flourish I recalled from my
earliest days, was missing. I closed my eyes and tried to remember what the
appearance had been, eliminating any skepticism, any attempt to guess in
advance what I "must" have seen; and I found that the missing element was a
brief fash, the glint of metal, over Mr. Million's head.

Once I had established this, I knew that it must have come from a swift
upward motion of his arm, like a salute, as he left our room. For an hour or
more I could not guess the reason for that gesture, and could only suppose it,
whatever it had been, to have been destroyed by time. I tried to recall if the
corridor outside our dormitory had, in that really not so distant past, held
some object now vanished: a curtain or a windowshade, an appliance to be
activated, anything that might account for it. There was nothing.

I went into the corridor and examined the floor minutely for marks
indicating furniture. I looked for hooks or nails driven into the walls,
pushing aside the coarse old tapestries. Craning my neck, I searched the
ceiling. Then, after an hour, I looked at the door itself and saw what I had
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not seen in the thousands of times I had passed through it: that like all the

doors in this house, which is very old, it had a massive frame of wooden

slabs, and that one of these, forming the lintel, protruded enough from the

wall to make a narrow shelf above the door.
I pushed my chair into the hall and stood on the seat. The shelf was thick

with dust in which lay forty-seven of my brother's pipes and a wonderful

miscellany of other small objects. Objects many of which I recalled, but

some of which still fail to summon any flicker of response from the recesses

o f  my  mind .  .  .
The small blue eggof asongbird, speckled with brown. I suppose the bird

must have nested in the vine outside our window, and that David or I

despoiled the nest only to be robbed ourselves by Mr. Million. But I do not

recall the incident.
And there is a (broken)puzzle made of the bronzed viscera of some small

animal, and-wonderfully evocative-one of those large and fancifully

decorated keys, sold annually, which during the year of its currency will

admit the possessor to certain rooms of the city library after hours. Mr.

Million, I suppose, must have confiscated it when, after expiration, he

found it doing duty as a toy; but what memories!
My father had his own library, now in my possession; but we were

forbidden to go there. I have a dim memory of standing-at how early an
age I cannot say-before that huge carved door. Of seeing it swing back, and
the crippled monkey on my father's shoulder pressing itself against his hawk
face, with the black scarf and scarlet dressing gown beneath and the rows

and rows of shabby books and notebooks behind them, and the sick-sweet

smell of formaldehyde coming from the laboratory beyond the sliding
mirror.

I do not remember what he said or whether it had been I or another who
had knocked, but I do recall that after the door had closed, a woman in pink

whom I thought very pretty stooped to bring her face to the level of my own

and assured me that my father had written all the books I had just seen, and

that I doubted it not at all.

My brother and I, as I have said, were forbidden this room; but when we

were a little older Mr. Million used to take us, about twice a week, on

expeditions to the city library. These were very nearly the only times we were

allowed to leave the house, and since our tutor disliked curling the jointed

length of his metal modules into a hire cart, and no sedan chair would have

withstood his weight or contained his bulk, these forays were made on foot.

For a long time this route to the library was the only part ofthe city I knew.
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Three blocks down Saltimbanque Street where our house stood, right at the
Rue dAsticot to the slave market and a block beyond that to the library. A
child, not knowing what is extraordinary and what commonplace, usually
lights midway between the two, finds interest in incidents adults consider
beneath notice and calmly accepts the most improbable occurrences. My
brother and I were fascinated by the spurious antiques and bad bargains of
the Rue dAsticot, but often bored when Mr. Million insisted on stopping
for an hour at the slave market.

It was not a large one, Port-Mimizon not being a center of the trade, and
the auctioneers and their merchandise were frequently on a most friendly
basis-having met several times previously as a succession of owners discov-
ered the same fault. Mr. Million never bid, but watched the bidding,
motionless, while we kicked our heels and munched the fried bread he had
bought at a stall for us. There were sedan chairmen, their legs knotted with
muscle, and simpering bath attendants; fighting slaves in chains, with eyes
dulled by drugs or blazing with imbecile ferocity; cooks, house servants, a
hundred others-yet David and I used to beg to be allowed to proceed alone
to the library.

This library was a wastefully large building which had held government
offices in the old French-speaking days. The park in which it had once stood
had died ofpetty corruption, and the library now rose from a clutter of shops
and tenements. A narrow thoroughfare led to the main doors, and once we
were inside, the squalor of the neighborhood vanished, replaced by a kind of
peeling grandeur. The main desk was directly beneath the dome, and this
dome, drawing up with it a spiraling walkway lined with the library's main
collection, floated five hundred feet in the air: a stony sky whose least chip
falling might kill one of the librarians on the spot.

While Mr. Million browsed his way majestically up the helix, David and
I raced ahead until we were several full turns in advance and could do what
we liked. When I was still quite young it would often occur to me that, since
my father had written (on the testimony of the lady in pink) a roomful of
books, some of them should be here; and I would climb resolutely until I
had almost reached the dome, and there rummage. Because the librarians
were very lax about reshelving, there seemed always a possibility of finding
what I had failed to find before. The shelves towered far above my head, but
when I felt myself unobserved I climbed them like ladders, stepping on
books when there was no room on the shelves themselves for the square toes
of my small brown shoes, and occasionally kicking books to the floor where
they remained until our next visit and beyond, evidence of the staffs
reluctance to climb that long, coiled slope.

The upper shelves were, if anything, in worse disorder than those more
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conveniently located, and one glorious day when I attained the highest of all

I found occupying that lofty, dusty position (besides a misplaced astronau-

tics text, The Mile-Long Spaceship, by some German) only a lorn copy of

Monday or Tuesday leaning against a book about the assassination of

Tfotsky, and a crumbling volume of Vernor Vinge's short stories that owed its

presence there, or so I suspect, to some long-dead librarian's mistaking the

faded Y. Vinge on the spine for "Winge."

I never found any books of my father's, but I did not regret the long climbs

to the top of the dome. If David had come with me, we raced up together, up

and down the sloping floor-or peered over the rail at Mr. Million's slow

progress while we debated the feasibility of putting an end to him with one

cast of some ponderous work. If David preferred to pursue interests of his

own farther down I ascended to the very top where the cap of the dome

curved right over my head; and there, from a rusted iron catwalk not much

wider than one of the shelves I had been climbing (and I suspect not nearly

so strong), opened in turn each of a circle of tiny piercings-piercings in a

wall of iron, but so shallow a wall that when I had slid the corroded

coverplates out of the way I could thrust my head through and feel myself

truly outside, with the wind and the circling birds and the lime-spotted

expanse of the dome curving away beneath me.

To the west, since it was taller than the surrounding houses and marked by

the orange trees on the roof, I could make out our house. To the south, the

masts of the ships in the harbor, and in clear weather- if it was the right time

of day-the whitecaps of the tidal race Sainte Anne drew between the

peninsulas called First Finger and Thumb. (And once, as I very well recall,

while looking south I saw the great geyser of sunlit water when a starcrosser

splashed down.)To east and north spread the city proper, the citadel and the

grand market and the forests and mountains beyond.

But sooner or later, whether David had accompanied me or gone off on

his own, Mr. Million summoned us. Then we were forced to go with him to

one of the wings to visit this or that science collection. This meant books for

lessons. My father insisted that we learn biology, anatomy, and chemistry

thoroughly, and under Mr. Million's tutelage, learn them we did-he never

considering a subject mastered until we could discuss every topic men-

tioned in every book catalogued under the heading. The life sciences were

my own favorites, but David preferred languages, literature, and law;for we

got a smattering of these as well as anthropology, cybernetics, and

psychology.
When he had selected the books that would form our study for the next

few days and urged us to choose more for ourselves, Mr. Million would

retire with us to some quiet corner of one of the science reading rooms,
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where there were chairs and a table and room sufficient for him to curl the
iointed length of his body or align it against a wall or bookcase in a way that
leftthe aisles clear. To designate the formal beginning ofour class he used to
begin by calling roll, my own name always coming first.

I would say, "Here," to show that he had my attention.
'And David. "
"Here." (David has an illustrated Thles from the Odyssey open on his lap

where Mr. Million cannot see it, but he looks at Mr. Million with bright,
feigned interest. Sunshine slants down to the table from a high window, and
shows the air aswarm with dust.)

"l wonder if either of you noticed the stone implements in the room
through which we passed a few moments ago?"

We nod, each hoping the other will speak.
"Were they made on Earth, or here on our own planet?"
This is a trick question, but an easy one. David says, "Neither one.

They're plastic. " And we giggle.
Mr. Million says patiently, "Yes, they're plastic reproductions, but from

where did the originals come?" His face, so similar to my father's, but which
I thought of at this time as belonging only to him, so that it seemed a
frightening reversal of nature to see it on a living man instead of his screen,
was neither interested, nor angry, nor bored; but coolly remote.

David answers, "From Sainte Anne. " Sainte Anne is the sister planet to
our own, revolving with us about a common center as we swing around the
sun. "The sign said so, and the aborigines made them-there weren't any
abos here. "

Mr. Million nods, and turns his impalpable face toward me. "Do you feel
these stone implements occupied a central place in the lives of their makers?
Say no."

t t N o . t t

"Why not?"
I think frantically, not helped by David, who is kicking my shins under

the table. A glimmering comes.
"Thlk. Answer at once.
"It's obvious, isn't it?" (Always a good thing to say when you're not even

sure "it" is even possible. ) "ln the first place, they can't have been very good
tools, so why would the abos have relied on them? you might say tfr.y
needed those obsidian arrowheads and bone fishhooks for getting food, but
that's not true. They could poison the water with the juices of certain plants,
and for primitive people the most effective way to fish is probably withweirs,
or with nets of rawhide or vegetable fiber. Just the same way, trapping or
driving animals with fire would be more effective than hunting; rnJ rny*ry
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stone tools wouldn't be needed at all for gathering berries and the shoots of

edible plants and things like that, which were probably their most important

foods-those stone things got in the glass case here because the snares and

nets rotted away and they're all that's left, so the people that make their living

that way pretend they were important. "

"Good. David? Be original, please. Don't repeat what you've iust heard."

David looks up from his book, his blue eyes scornful of both of us. "lf you

could have asked them, they would have told you that their magic and their

religion, the songs they sang, and the traditions of their people were what

were important. They killed their sacrificial animals with flails of seashells

that cut like razors, and they didn't let their men father children until they

had stood enough fire to cripple them for life. They mated with trees and

drowned the children to honor their rivers. That was what was important."

With no neck, Mr. Million's face nodded. "Now we will debate the

humanity of those aborigines. David negative and first. "

(I kick him, but he has pulled his hard, freckled legs up beneath him, or

hidden them behind the legs of his chair, which is cheating.)"Humanity,"

he says in his most objectionable voice, "in the history of human thought

implies descent from what we may conveniently call Adam; that is, the

original Terrestrial stock, and if the two of you don't see that, you're idiots."

I wait for him to continue, but he is finished. To give myself time to

think, I say, "Mr. Million, it's not fair to let him call me names in a debate.

Tell him that's not debating, it's fighting, isn't it?"

Mr. Million says, "No personalities, David. " (David is already peeking at

Polyphemus the Cyclops and Odysseus, hoping I'll go on for a long time. I

feel challenged and decide to do so.)
I begin, "The argument which holds descent from Terrestrial stock

pivotal is neither valid nor conclusive. Not conclusive because it is distinctly

possible thatthe aborigines of Sainte Anne were descendants of some earlier

wave of human expansion-one, perhaps, even predating The Homeric

Greeks."
Mr. Million says mildly, "l would confine myself to arguments of higher

probability if I were you."
I nevertheless gloss upon the Etruscans, Atlantis, and the tenacity and

expansionist tendencies of a hypothetical technological culture occupying

Gondwanaland. When I have finished Mr. Million says, "Now reverse.

David, affirmative without repeating. "

My brother, of course, has been looking at his book instead of listening,

and I kick him with enthusiasm, expecting him to be stuck; but he says,

"The abos are human because they're all dead."
"Explain. "
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"lf they were alive it would be dangerous to let them be human because
they'd ask for things, but with them dead it makes it more interesting if they
were, and the settlers killed them all."

And so it goes. The spot of sunlight travels across the black-streaked red of
the tabletop-traveled across it a hundred times. We would leave through
one of the side doors and walk through a neglected areaway between two
wings. There would be empty bottles there and wind-scattered papers of all
kinds, and once a dead man in bright rags over whose legs we skipped while
Mr. Million rolled silently around him. As we left the areaway for a narrow
street, the bugles of the garrison at the citadel (sounding so far away) would
call the troopers to their evening mess. In the Rue dAsticot the lamplighter
would be at work, and the shops shut behind their iron grilles. The sidewalks
magically clear of old furniture would seem broad and bare.

Our own Saltimbanque Street would be very different, with the first
revelers arriving. White-haired, hearty men guiding very young men and
boys, men and boys handsome and muscular but a shade overfed; young
men who made diffident jokes and smiled with excellent teeth at them.
These were always the early ones, and when I was a little older I sometimes
wondered if they were early only because the white-haired men wished to
have their pleasure and yet a good night's sleep as well, or if it were because
they knew the young men they were introducing to my father's establish-
ment would be drowsy and irritable after midnight, like children who have
been kept up too late.

Because Mr. Million did not want us to use the alleys after dark we came
in the front entrance with the white-haired men and their nephews and
sons. There was a garden there, not much bigger than a small room and
recessed into the windowless front of the house. In it were beds of ferns the
size of graves; a little fountain whose water fell upon rods of glass to make a
continual tinkling, and which had to be protected from the street boys; and,
with his feet firmly planted, indeed almost buried in moss, an iron statue of
a dog with three heads.

It was this statue, I suppose, that gave our house its popular name of
Maison du Chien, though there may have been a reference to our surname
as well. The three heads were sleekly powerful with pointed muzzles and
ears. One was snarling and one, the center head, regarded the world of
garden and street with a look of tolerant interest. The third, the one nearest
the brick path that led to our door, was-there is no other term for it-
frankly grinning; and it was the custom for my father's patrons to pat this
head between the ears as they came up the path. Their fingers had polished
the spot to the consistency of black glass.
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This, then, was my world at seven of our world's long years' and perhaps for

half a year beyond. Most of my days were spent in the little classroom over

which Mr. Million presided, and my evenings in the dormitory where

David and I played and fought in total silence. They were varied by the trips

to the library I have described or, very rarely, elsewhere. I pushed aside the

leaves of the silver trumpet vine occasionally to watch the girls and their

benefactors in the court below, or heard their talk drifting down from the

roof garden, but the things they did and talked of were of no great interest to

me. I knew that the tall, hatchet-faced man who ruled our house and was

called "Maitre" by the girls and servants was my father. I had known for as

long as I could remember that there was somewhere a fearsome woman-

the servants were in terror of her-called "Madame," but that she was

neither my mother, nor David's, nor my father's wife.

That life and my childhood, or at least my infancy, ended one evening

after David and I, worn out with wrestlings and silent arguments, had gone

to sleep. Someone shook me by the shoulder and called me, and it was not

Mr. Million but one of the servants, a hunched little man in a shabby red

jacket. "He wants you," this summoner informed me. "Get up."

I did, and he saw that I was wearing nightclothes. This I think had not

been covered in his instructions, and for a moment during which I stood

and yawned, he debated with himself. "Get dressed, " he said at last- "Comb

your hair. "
I obeyed, putting on the black velvet trousers I had worn the day before,

but (guided by some instinct) a new clean shirt. The room to which he then

conducted me (through tortuous corridors now emptied of the last patrons;

and others, musty, filthy with the excrement of rats, to which patrons were

never admitted) was my father's library-the room with the great carved

door before which I had received the whispered confidences of the woman

in pink. I had never been inside it, but when my guide rapped discreetly on

the door it swung back, and I found myself within, almost before I realized

what had happened.
My father, who had opened the door, closed it behind me; and leaving me

standing where I was, walked to the most distant end of that long room and

threw himself down in a huge chair. He was wearing the red dressing gown

and black scarf in which I had most often seen him, and his long, sparse

hair was brushed straight back. He stared at me, and I remember that my lip

trembled as I tried to keep from breaking into sobs.
"Well," he said, after we had looked at one another for a long time, "and

there you are. What am I going to call you?"

I told him my name, but he shook his head. "Not that. You must have
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another name for me-a private name. You may choose it yourself if you
like. "

I said nothing. It seemed to me quite impossible that I should have any
name other than the two words which were, in some mystic sense I only
respected without understanding, my ndme.

"l'll choose for you then," -y father said. "You are Number Five. Come
here, Number Five."

I came, and when I was standing in front of him, he told me, "Now we are
going to play a game. I am going to show you some pictures, do you
understand? And all the time you are watching them, you must talk. Talk
about the pictures. If you talk you win, but if you stop, even for just a
second, I do. Understand?"

I said I did.
"Good. I know you're a bright boy. As a matter of fact, Mr. Million has

sent me all the examinations he has given you and the tapes he makes when
he talks with you. Did you know that? Did you ever wonder what he did with
them?"

I said, "l thought he threw them away," and my father, I noticed, leaned
forward as I spoke, a circumstance I found flattering at the time.

"No, I have them here. " He pressed a switch. "Now remember, you must
not stop talking. "

But for the first few moments I was much too interested to talk.
There had appeared in the room, as though by magic, a boy considerably

younger than I, and a painted wooden soldier almost as large as I was myself,
which when I reached out to touch them proved as insubstantial as air. "Say
somethin g," my father said. "What are you thinking about, Number Five?"

I was thinking about the soldier, of course, and so was the younger boy,
who appeared to be about three. He toddled through my arm like mist and
attempted to knock it over.

They were holograms-three-dimensional images formed by the inter-
ference of hvo wave fronts of light-things which had seemed very dull
when I had seen them illustrated by flat pictures of chessmen in my physics
book; but it was some time before I connected those chessmen with the
phantoms who walked in my father's library at night. All this time my father
was saying, "Thlk! Say something! What do you think the little boy is
feeling?"

"Well, the little boy likes the big soldier, but he wants to knock him down
if he can, because the soldier's only a toy, really, but it's bigger than he
is . . ." And so I talked, and for a long time, hours I suppose, continued.
The scene changed and changed again. The giant soldier was replaced by a
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pony, a rabbit, a meal of soup and crackers. But the three-year-old boy

iemained the central figure. When the hunched man in the shabby coat

came again, yawning, to take me back to my bed, my voice had worn to a

husky whisper and my throat ached. In my dreams that night I saw the little

boy scampering from one activity to another, his personality in some way

confused with my own and my father's so that I was at once observer,

observed, and a third Presence observing both.

The next night I fell asleep almost at the moment Mr. Million sent us up

to bed, retaining consciousness only long enough to congratulate myself on

doing so. I woke when the hunched man entered the room, but it was not

*. *hotn he roused from the sheets but David. Quietly, pretending I still

slept (for it had occurred to me, and seemed quite reasonable at the time,

that if he were to see I was awake he might take both of us), I watched as my

brother dressed and struggled to impart some sort of order to his tangle offair

hair. When he returned I was sound asleep, and had no oPportunity to

question him until Mr. Million left us alone, as he sometimes did, to eat our

breakfast. I had told him my own experiences as a matter of course, and

what he had to tell me was simply that he had had an evening very similar to

mine. He had seen holograms, and apparently the same: the wooden

soldier, the pony. He had been forced to talk constantly, as Mr. Million had

so often made us do in debates and verbal examinations. The only way in

which his interview with our father had differed from mine, as nearly as I

could determine, appeared when I asked him by what name he had been

called.
He looked at me blankly, a piece of toast half raised to his mouth.

I asked again, "What name did he call you by when he talked to you?"

"He called me David. What did you think?"

With the beginning of these interviews the pattern of my life changed,

the adjustments I assumed to be temporary becoming imperceptibly per-

manent, settling into a new shape of which neither David nor I were

consciously aware. Our games and stories after bedtime stopped, and David

less and less often made his panpipes of the silver trumpet vine. Mr. Million

allowed us to sleep later and we were in some subtle way acknowledged to be

more adult. At about this time too, he began to take us to a park where there

was an archery range and provision for various games. This little park,

which was not far from our house, was bordered on one side by a canal. And

there, while David shot arrows at a goose stuffed with straw or played tennis,

I often sat staring at the quiet, only slightly dirty water; or waiting for one of

the white ships-great ships with bows as sharp as the scalpel-bills of

kingfisherr rnd four, five, or even seven masts-which were' infrequently,

towed up from the harbor by ten or twelve spans of oxen.
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In the summer of my eleventh or twelfth year-I think the twelfth-we
were permitted for the first time to stay after sundown in the park, sitting on
the grassy, sloped margin of the canal to watch a fireworks display. The first
preliminary flight of rockets had no sooner exhausted itself half a mile above
the city than David became ill. He rushed to the water and vomited,
plunging his hands half up to the elbows in muck while the red and white
stars burned in glory above him. Mr. Million took him up in his arms, and
when poor David had emptied himself we hurried home.

His disease proved not much more lasting than the tainted sandwich that
had occasioned it, but while our tutor was putting him to bed I decided not
to be cheated of the remainder of the display, parts of which I had glimpsed
between the intervening houses as we made our way home; I was forbidden
the roof after dark, but I knew very well where the nearest stair was. The
thrill I felt in penetrating that prohibited world of leaf and shadow while
fire-fowers of purple and gold and blazing scarlet overtopped it affected me
like the aftermath of a fever, leaving me short of breath, shaking, and cold in
the midst of summer.

There were a great many more people on the roof than I had anticipated,
the men without cloaks, hats, or sticks (all of which they had left in my
father's checkrooms), and the girls, my father's employees, in costumes that
displayed their rouged breasts in enclosures of twisted wire like birdcages, or
gave them the appearance of great height (dissolved only when someone
stood very close to them), or gowns whose skirts refected their wearers'faces
and busts as still water does the trees standing near it, so that they appeared,
in the intermittent colored flashes, like the queens of strange suits in a tarot
deck.

I was seen, of course, since I was much too excited to conceal myself
effectively; but no one ordered me back, and I suppose they assumed I had
been permitted to come up to see the fireworks.

These continued for a long time. I remember one patron, a heavy,
square-faced, stupid-looking man who seemed to be someone of impor-
tance, who was so eager to enjoy the company of his prot6gde-who did not
want to go inside until the display was over-that, since he insisted on
privacy, twenty or thirty bushes and small trees had to be rearranged on the
parterre to make a little grove around them. I helped the waiters carry some
of the smaller tubs and pots, and managed to duck into the structure as it was
completed. Here I could still watch the exploding rockets and "aerial
bombs" through the branches, and at the same time the patron and his
nymphe du bois, who was watching them a good deal more intently than I.

My motive, as well as I can remember, was not prurience but simple
curiosi$. I was at that age when we are passionately interested, but the



passion is one of science. Mine was nearly satisfied when I was grasped by
the shirt by someone behind me and drawn out of the shrubbery.

When I was clear of the leaves I was released, and I turned expecting to
see Mr. Million, but it was not he. My captor was a little gray-haired woman
in a black dress whose skirt, as I noticed even at the time, fell straight from
her waist to the ground. I suppose I bowed to her, since she was clearly no
servant, but she returned no salutation at all, staring intently into my face in
a way that made me think she could see as well in the intervals between the
bursting glories as by their light. At last, in what must have been the finale of
the display, a great rocket rose screaming on a river of flame, and for an
instant she consented to look up. Then, when it had exploded in a mauve
orchid of unbelievable size and brilliance, this formidable little woman
grabbed me again and led me firmly toward the stairs.

While we were on the level stone pavement of the roof garden she did not,
as nearly as I could see, walk at all, but rather seemed to glide across the
surface like an onyx chessman on a polished board; and that, in spite of all
thathas happened since, is the way I still remember her: as the Black Queen,
a chess queen neither sinister nor beneficent, and Black only as distin-
guished from some White Queen I was never fated to encounter.

When we reached the stairs, however, this smooth gliding became a fluid
bobbing that brought trvo inches or more of the hem of her black skirt into
contact with each step, as if her torso were descending each as a small boat
might a rapids-now rushing, now pausing, now almost backing in the
cross currents.

She steadied herself on these steps by holding on to me and grasping the
arm of a maid who had been waiting for us at the stairhead and assisted her
from the other side. I had supposed, while we were crossing the roof garden,
that her gliding motion had been the result, merely, of a marvelously
controlled walk and good posture, but I now understood her to be in some
way handicapped; and I had the impression that without the help the maid
and I gave her she might have fallen headfirst.

Once we had reached the bottom of the steps her smooth progress was
resumed. She dismissed the maid with a nod and led me down the corridor
in the direction opposite to that in which our dormitory and classroom lay
until we reached a stairwell far toward the back of the house, a corkscrew,
seldom-used flight, very steep, with only a low iron banister between the
steps and a six-story drop into the cellars. Here she released me and told me
crisply to go down. I went down several steps, then turned to see if she was
having any difficulty.

She was not, but neither was she using the stairs. With her long skirt
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hanging as straight as a curtain she was foating, suspended, watching me,

in the center of the stairwell. I was so startled I stopped, which made her jerk

her head angrily, then began to run. As I fled around and around the spiral

she revolved with me, turning toward me always a face extraordinarily like

my father's, one hand always on the railing. When we had descended to the

second floor she swooped down and caught me as easily as a cat takes charge

of an errant kitten, and led me through rooms and passages where I had

never been permitted to go until I was as confused as I might have been in a

strange building. At last we stopped before a door in no way different from

any other. She opened it with an old-fashioned brass key with an edge like a

saw and motioned for me to go in.
The room was brightly lit, and I was able to see clearly what I had only

sensed on the roof and in the corridors: that the hem of her skirt hung two

inches above the floor no matter how she moved, and that there was nothing

between the hem and the floor at all. She waved me to a little footstool

covered with needlepoint and said, "Sit down," and when I had done so,

glided across to a wing-backed rocker and sat facing me. After a moment she

asked, "What's your name?" and when I told her she cocked an eyebrow at

me, and started the chair in motion by pushing gently with her fingers at a

floor lamp that stood beside it. After a long time she said, 'And what does he

call you?"
"He?" I was stupid, I suppose, with lack of sleep.

She pursed her lips. "My brother. "

I relaxed a little. "Oh," I said, "you're my auntthen. I thought you looked

like my father. He calls me Number Five. "

For a moment she continued to stare, the corners of her mouth drawing

down as my father's often did. Then she said, "That number's either far too

low or too high. Living, there are he and I, and I suppose he's counting the

simulator. Have you a sister, Number Five?"
Mr. Million had been having us read David Copperfield, and when she

said this she reminded me so strikingly and unexpectedly of Aunt Betsey
Tiotwood that I shouted with laughter.

"There's nothing absurd about it. Your father had a sister-why shouldn't
you? You have none?"

"No ma'am, but I have a brother. His name is David. "
"Call me Aunt feannine. Does David look like you, Number Five?"
I shook my head. "His hair is curly and blond instead of like mine.

Maybe he looks a little like me, but not a lot. "
"l suppose," my aunt said under her breath, "he used one of my girls."
"Ma'am?"
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"Do you know who David's mother was, Number Five?"
"We're brothers, so I guess she would be the same as mine, but Mr.

Million says she went away a long time ago."
"Notthe same as yours," *y aunt said. "No. I could show you a picture of

your own. Would you like to see it?" She rang a bell, and a maid came
curtsying from some room beyond the one in which we sat; my aunt
whispered to her, and she went out again. When my aunt turned back to me
she asked, 'And what do you do all day, Number Five, besides run up to the
roof when you shouldn't? Are you taught?"

I told her about my experiments (l was stimulating unfertilized frogs'.ggt
to asexual development and then doubling the chromosomes by a chemical
treatment so that a further asexual generation could be produced) and the
dissections Mr. Million was by then encouraging me to do, and while I
talked, happened to drop some remark about how interesting it would be to
perform a biopsy on one of the aborigines of Sainte Anne if any were still in
existence, since the first explorers'descriptions differed so widely, and some
pioneers there had claimed the abos could change their shapes.

'Ah," my aunt said, "you know about them. Let me test you, Number
Five. What is Veil's Hypothesis?"

We had learned that several years before, so I said, "Veil's hypothesis
supposes the abos to have possessed the ability to mimic mankind perfectly.
Veil thought that when the ships came from Earth the abos killed everyone
and took their places and the ships, so they're not dead at all, we are. "

"You mean the Earth people are," my aunt said. "The human beings. "
"Ma'am?"
"If Veil was correct, then you and I are abos from Sainte Anne, at least in

origin; which I suppose is what you meant. Do you think he was right?"
"l don't think it makes any difference. He said the imitation would have

to be perfect, and if it is, they're the same as we were anyway. " I thought I
was being clever, but my aunt smiled, rocking more vigorously. It was very
warm in the close, bright little room.

"Number Five, you're too young for semantics, and I'm afraid you've
been led astray by that word perfectly. Dr. Veil, I'm certain, meant to use it
loosely rather than as precisely as you seem to think. The imitation could
hardly have been exact, since human beings don't possess that talent and to
imitate them perfectly the abos would have to lose it. "

"Couldn't they?"
"My dear child, abilities of every sort must evolve. And when they do

they must be utilized or they atrophy. If the abos had been able to mimic so
well as to lose the power to do so, thatwould have been the end of them, and
no doubt it would have come long before the first ships reached them. Of
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course there's not the slightest evidence they could do anything of the sort.

They simply died offbefore they could be thoroughly studied, and Veil, who

wants a dramatic explanation for the cruelty and irrationality he sees around

him, has hung fifty pounds of theory on nothing."

This last remark, especially as my aunt seemed so friendly, aPPeared to

me to offer an ideal opportunity for a question about her remarkable means

of locomotion, but as I was about to frame it we were interrupted, almost

simultaneously, from two directions. The maid returned carrying a large

book bound in tooled leather, and she had no sooner handed it to my aunt

than there was a tap at the door. My aunt said absently, "Get that," and since

the remark might as easily have been addressed to me as to the maid I

satisfied my curiosity in another form by racing her to answer the knock.

Two of my father's demi-mondaines were waiting in the hall, costumed

and painted until they seemed more alien than any abos, stately as Lom-

bardy poplars and inhuman as specters, with green and yellow eyes made to

look the size of eggs, and inflated breasts pushed almost shoulder high;and

though they maintained an inculcated composure I was pleasantly aware

that they were startled to find me in the doorway. I bowed them in, but as the

maid closed the door behind them my aunt said absently, "In a moment,

girls, I want to show the boy here something, then he's going to leave."

The "something" was a photograph utilizing, as I supposed, some novelty

technique which washed away all color save a light brown. It was small, and

from its general appearance and crumbling edges very old. It showed a girl

of twenty-five or so, thin and as nearly as I could judge rather tall, standing

beside a stocky young man on a paved walkway and holding a baby. The

walkway ran along the front of a remarkable house, a very long wooden

house only a story in height, with a porch or veranda that changed its

architectural style every twenty or thirty feet so as to give almost the

impression of a number of exceedingly narrow houses constructed with

their side walls in contact. I mention this detail, which I hardly noticed at

the time, because I have so often since my release from prison tried to find

some trace of this house. When I was first shown the picture I was much

more interested in the girl's face, and the baby's. The latter was in fact

scarcely visible, he being nearly smothered in white-wool blankets. The girl

had large features and a brilliant smile which held a suggestion of that rarely

seen charm which is at once careless, poetic, and sly. GyPty, was my first
thought, but her complexion was surely too fair for that. Since on this world

we are all descended from a relatively small group of colonists, we are rather

a uniform population, but my studies had given me some familiarity with

the original Terrestrial races, and my second guess, almost a certainty, was

Celtic. "Wales," I said aloud. "Or Scotland. Or Ireland."
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"what?" my aunt said. one of the girls giggled; they were seated on the
divan now, their long, gleaming legs crossed before them like the varnished
staffs of fags.

"lt doesn't matter. "
My aunt looked at me acutely and said, "You're right. I'll send for you,

and we'll talk about this when we've both more leisure. For the present my
maid will take you to your room. "

I remember nothing of the long walk the maid and I must have had back
to the dormitory, or what excuses I gave Mr. Million for my unauthorized
absence. Whatever they were I suppose he penetrated them, or discovered
the truth by questioning the servants, because no summons to return to my
aunt's apartment came, although I expected it daily for weeks afterward.

That night-I am reasonably sure it was the same night-l dreamed of
the abos of Sainte Anne, abos dancing with plumes of fresh grass on their
heads and arms and ankles, abos shaking their shields of woven rushes and
their nephrite-tipped spears until the motion affected my bed and became,
in shabby red cloth, the arms of my father's valet come to summon me, as he
did almost every night, to his library.

That night, and this time I am quite certain it was the same night, that is,
the night I first dreamed of the abos, the pattern of my hours with him,
which had come over the four or five years past to have a predictable
sequence of conversation, holograms, free association, and dismissal-
changed. Following the preliminary talk designed, I feel sure, to put me at
ease (at which it failed, as it always did), I was told to roll up a sleeve and lie
down upon an old examining table in a corner of the room. My father then
made me look at the wall, which meant at the shelves heaped with ragged
notebooks. I felt a needle being thrust into the inner part of my arm, but my
head was held down and my face turned away, so that I could neither sit up
nor look at what he was doing. Then the needle was withdrawn, and I was
told to lie quietly.

After what seemed a very long time, during which my father occasionally
spread my eyelids to look at my eyes or took my pulse, someone in a distant
part ofthe room began to tell a very long and confusingly involved story. My
father made notes of what was said, and occasionally stopped to ask ques-
tions I found it unnecessary to answer, since the storyteller did it for me.

The drug he had given me did not, as I had imagined it would, lessen its
hold on me as the hours passed. Instead it seemed to carry me progressively
further from reality and the mode of consciousness best suited to preserving
the individuality of thought. The peeling leather of the examination table
vanished under me, and was now the deck of a ship, now the wing of a dove
beating far above the world; and whether the voice I heard reciting was my
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own or my father's I no longer cared. It was pitched sometimes higher,
sometimes lower, but then I felt myself at times to be speaking from the
depths of a chest larger than my own, and his voice, identified as such by the
soft rustling of the pages of his notebook, might seem the high, treble cries
of the racing children in the streets as I heard them in summer when I thrust
my head through the windows at the base of the library dome.

With that night my life changed again. The drugs-for there seemed to
be several, and although the effect I have described was the usual one there
were also times when I found it impossible to lie still, but ran up and down
for hours as I talked, or sank into blissful or indescribably frightening
dreams-affected my health. I often wakened in the morning with a
headache that kept me in agony all day, and I became subiect to periods of
extreme nervousness and apprehensiveness. Most frightening of all, whole
sections of days sometimes disappeared, so that I found myself awake and
dressed, reading, walking, and even talking, with no memory at all of
anything that had happened since I had lain muttering to the ceiling in my
father's library the night before.

The lessons I had had with David did not cease, but in some sense Mr.
Million's role and mine were now reversed. It was I, now, who insisted on
holding our classes when they were held at all; and it was I who chose the
subf ect matter and, in most cases, questioned David and Mr. Million about
it. But often when they were at the library or the park I remained in bed
reading, and I believe there were many times when I read and studied from
the time I found myself conscious in my bed until my father's valet came for
me again.

David's interviews with our father, I should note here, suffered the same
changes as my own and at the same time; but since they were less frequent-
and they became less and less frequent as the hundred days of summer wore
away to autumn and at last to the long winter-and he seemed on the whole
to have less adverse reactions to the drugs, the effect on him was not nearly as
great.

If at any single time, it was during this winter that I came to the end of
childhood. My new ill health forced me away from childish activities, and
encouraged the experiments I was carrying out on small animals, and my
dissections of the bodies Mr. Million supplied in an unending stream of
open mouths and staring eyes. Too, I studied or read, as I have said, for
hours on end; or simply lay with my hands behind my head while I struggled
to recall, perhaps for whole days together, the narratives I had heard myself
give my father. Neither David nor I could ever remember enough even to
build a coherent theory of the nature of the questions asked us, but I have
still certain scenes fixed in my memory which I am sure I have never beheld
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in fact, and I believe these are my visualizations of suggestions whispered
while I bobbed and dove through those altered states of consciousness.

My aunt, who had previously been so remote, now spoke to me in the
corridors and even visited our room. I learned that she controlled the
interior arrangements of our house, and through her I was able to have a
small laboratory of my own set up in the same wing. But I spent the winter,
as I have described, mostly at my enamel dissecting table or in bed. The
white snow drifted half up the glass of the window, clinging to the bare stems
of the silver trumpet vine. My father's patrons, on the rare occasions I saw
them, came in with wet boots, the snow on their shoulders and their hats,
puffing and red-faced as they beat their coats in the foyer. The orange trees
were gone, the roof garden no longer used, and the courtyard under our
window only late at night when half a dozen patrons and their protdgdes,
whooping with hilarity and wine, fought with snowballs-an activity invar-
iably concluded by stripping the girls and tumbling them naked in the snow.

Spring surprised me, as she always does those of us who remain most of our
lives indoors. One day, while I still thought, if I thought about the weather at
all, in terms of winter, David threw open the window and insisted that I go
with him into the park-and it was April. Mr. Million went with us, and I
remember that as we stepped out the front door into the little garden that
opened into the street, a garden I had last seen banked with the snow
shoveled from the path, but which was now bright with early bulbs and the
chiming of the fountain, David tapped the iron dog on its grinnin gmuzzle
and recited: 'And thence the dogMith fourfold head brought to these
realms of light."

I made some trivial remark about his having miscounted.
"Oh, no. Old Cerberus has four heads, don't you know that? The fourth's

her maidenhead, and she's such a bitch no dog can takc it from her. " Even
Mr. Million chuckled, but I thought afterward, looking at David's ruddy
good health and the foreshadowing of manhood already apparent in the set
of his shoulders, that if as I had always thought of them, the three heads
represented Maitre, Madame, and Mr. Million, that is, my father, my aunt
(David's maidenhead,Isuppose), and my tutor, then indeed a fourth would
have to be welded in place soon for David himself.

The park must have been a paradise for him, but in my poor health I
found it bleak enough and spent most of the morning huddled on a bench,
watching David play squash. Toward noon I was joined, not on my own
bench, but on another close enough for there to be a feeling of proximity, by
a dark-haired girl with one ankle in a cast. She was brought there, on
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crutches, by , sort of nurse or governess who seated herself, I felt sure

deliberately, between the girl and me. This unpleasant woman was, how-

ever, too straightbacked for her chaperonage to succeed completely. She sat

on the edge of the bench, while the girl, with her injured leg thrust out

before her, slumped back and thus gave me a good view of her profile, which

was beautiful; and occasionally, when she turned to make some remark to

the creature with her, I could study her full face-carmine lips and violet

eyes, a round rather than an oval face, with a broad point of black hair

dividing the forehead; archly delicate black eyebrows and long, curling

lashes. When a vendor, an old woman, came selling Cantonese egg rolls

(longer than your hand, and still so hot from the boiling fat that they needed

to be eaten with great caution as though they were in some way alive), I

made her my messenger and, as well as buying one for myself, sent her with

two scalding delicacies to the girl and her attendant monster.

The monster, of course, refused; the girl, I was charmed to see, pleaded;

her huge eyes and bright cheeks eloquently proclaiming arguments I was

unfortunately just too far away to hear but could follow in pantomime: it

would be a gratuitous insult to a blameless stranger to refuse; she was hungry

and had intended to buy an egg roll in any event-how thriftless to obiect

when what she had wished for was rendered free! The vending woman, who

clearly delighted in her role as go-between, announced herself on the point

of weeping at the thought of being forced to refund my gold (actually a bill

of small denomination nearly as greasy as the paper in which her wares were

wrapped, and considerably dirtier), and eventually their voices grew loud

enough for me to hear the girl's, which was a clear and very pleasing

contralto. In the end, of course, they accepted;the monster conceded me a

frigid nod, and the girl winked at me behind her back.
Half an hour later when David and Mr. Millon, who had been watching

him from the edge of the court, asked if I wanted lunch, I told them I did,

thinking that when we returned I could take a seat closer to the girl without

being brazen about it. We ate, I (at least so I fear) very impatiently, in a clean
little caf6 close to the flower market; but when we came back to the park the

girl and her governess were gone.
We returned to the house, and about an hour afterward my father sent for

me. I went with some trepidation, since it was much earlier than was
customary for our interview-before the first patrons had arrived, in fact,
while I usually saw him only after the last had gone. I need not have feared.
He began by asking about my health, and when I said it seemed better than
it had been during most of the winter he began, in a self-conscious and even
pompous way, as different from his usual fatigued incisiveness as could be
imagined, to talk about his business and the need a young man had to
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prepare himself to earn a living. He said, "You are a scientific scholar, I
believe. "

I said I hoped I was in a small way, and braced myself for the usual attack
upon the uselessness of studying chemistry or biophysics on a world like
ours where the industrial base was so small, of no help at the civil service
examinations, does not even prepare one for trade, and so on. He said
instead, "l'm glad to hear it. To be frank, I asked Mr. Million to encourage
you in that as much as he could. He would have done it anyway I'm sure; he
did with me. These studies will not only be of great satisfaction to you, but
will . . " he paused, cleared his throat, and massaged his face and scalp
with his hands, "be valuable in all sorts of ways. And they are, as you might
say, a family tradition."

I said, and indeed felt, that I was very hrppy to hear that.
"Have you seen my lab? Behind the big mirror there?"
I hadn't, though I had known that such a suite of rooms existed beyond

the sliding mirror in the library, and the servants occasionally spoke of his
"dispensary" where he compounded doses for them, examined monthly the
girls we employed, and occasionally prescribed treatment for "friends" of
patrons, men recklessly imprudent who had failed (as the wise patrons had
not) to confine their custom to our establishment exclusively. I told him I
should very much like to see it.

He smiled. "But we are wandering from our topic. Science is of great
value, but you will find, as I have, that it consumes more money that it
produces. You will want apparatus and books and many other things, as well
as a livelihood for yourself. We have a not unprofitable business here, and
though I hope to live a long time-thanks in part to science-you are the
heir, and it will be yours in the end . . .

(So I was older than David!)
". . every phase of what we do. None of them, believe r€, are

unimportant."
I had been so surprised, and in fact elated, by *y discovery that I had

missed a part of what he said. I nodded, which seemed safe.
"Good. I want you to begin by answering the front door. One of the maids

has been doing it, and for the first month or so she'll stay with you, since
there's more to be learned there than you think. I'll tell Mr. Million, and he
can make the arrangements. "

I thanked him, and he indicated that the interview was over by opening
the door of the library. I could hardly believe, as I went out, that he was the
same man who devoured my life in the early hours ofalmost every morning.
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I did not connect this sudden elevation in status with the events in the park. I
now realize that Mr. Million who has, quite literally, eyes in the back of his
head must have reported to my father that I had reached the age at which
desires in childhood subliminally fastened to parental figures begin, half
consciously, to grope beyond the family.

In any event that same evening I took up my new duties and became what
Mr. Million called the "greeter" and David (explaining that the original
sense of the word was related to portal) the "porter" of our house-thus
assuming in a practical way the functions symbolically executed by the iron
dog in our front garden. The maid who had previously carried them out, a
girl named Nerissa who had been selected because she was not only one of
the prettiest but one of the tallest and strongest of the maids as well, a large-
boned, long-faced, smiling girl with shoulders broader than most men's,
remained, as rny father had promised, to help. Our duties were not onerous,
since my father's patrons were all men of some position and wealth, not
given to brawling or loud arguments except under unusual circumstances of
intoxication; and for the most part they had visited our house already
dozens, and, in a few cases, even hundreds of times. We called them by
nicknames that were used only here (of which Nerissa informed me sotfo
yoce asthey came up the walk), hung up their coats, and directed them-or
if necessary conducted them-to the various parts of the establishment.
Nerissa flounced (a formidable sight, as I observed, to all but the most
heroically proportioned patrons), allowed herself to be pinched, took tips,
and talked to me afterward, during slack periods, of the times she had been
"called upstairs" at the request of some connoisseur of scale, and the money
she had made that night. I laughed at jokes and refused tips in such a way as
to make the patrons aware that I was a part of the management. Most
patrons did not need the reminder, and I was often told that I strikingly
resembled *y father.

When I had been serving as a receptionist in this way for only a short
time, I think on only the third or fourth night, we had an unusual visitor.
He came early one evening, but it was the evening of so dark a day, one ofthe
last really wintry days, that the garden lamps had been lit for an hour or
more, and the occasional carriages that passed on the street beyond, though
they could be heard, could not be seen. I answered the door when he
knocked, and as we always did with strangers, asked him politely what he
wished.

He said, "I should like to speak to Dr. Aubrey Veil."
I am afraid I looked blank.
"This is 666 Saltimbanque?"
It was of course; and the name of Dr. Veil, though I could not place it,
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touched a chime of memory. I supposed that one of our patrons had used my
father's house as an adresse d'accommodation, and since this visitor was
clearly legitimate, and it was not desirable to keep anyone arguing in the
doorway despite the partial shelter afforded by the garden, I asked him in;
then I sent Nerissa to bring us coffee so that we might have a few moments of
private talk in the dark little receiving room that opened off the foyer. It was a
room very seldom used, and the maids had been remiss in dusting it, as I
saw as soon as I opened the door. I made a mental note to speak to my aunt
about it, and as I did I recalled where it was that I had heard Dr. Veil
mentioned. My aunt, on the first occasion I had ever spoken to her, had
referred to his theory that we might in fact be the natives of Sainte Anne,
having murdered the original Terrestrial colonists and displaced them so
thoroughly as to forget our own past.

The stranger had seated himself in one of the musty, gilded armchairs.
He wore a beard, very black and more full than the current style, was young,
I thought, though of course considerably older than I, and would have been
handsome if the skin of his face-what could be seen of it-had not been of
so colorless a white as almost to constitute a disfigurement. His dark
clothing seemed abnormally heavy, like felt, and I recalled having heard
from some patron that a starcrosser from Sainte Anne had splashed down in
the bay yesterday, and asked if he had perhaps been on board it. He looked
startled for a moment, then laughed. "You're a wit, I see. And living with
Dr. Veil you'd be familiar with his theory. No, I'm from Earth. My name is
Marsch. " He gave me his card, and I read it twice before the meaning of the
delicately embossed abbreviations registered on my mind. My visitor was a
scientist, a doctor of philosophy in anthropology, from Earth.

I said, "I wasn't trying to be witty. I thought you might really have come
from Sainte Anne. Here, most of us have a kind of planetary face, except for
the gypsies and the criminal tribes, and you don't seem to fit the pattern. "

He said, "r've noticed what you mean. You seem to have it yourself. "
"I'm supposed to look a great deal like my father. "
'Ah," he said. He stared at me. Then, 'Are you cloned?"
"Cloned?" I had read the term, but only in conjunction with botany, and

as has happened to me often when I have especially wanted to impress
someone with my intelligence, nothing came. I felt like a stupid child.

"Parthenogenetically reproduced, so that the new individual-or indi-
viduals, you can have a thousand if you want-will have a genetic structure
identical to the parent. It's anti-evolutionary, so it's illegal on Earth, but I
don't suppose things are as closely watched out here. "

"You're talking about human beings?"
He nodded.
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"l've never heard of it. Really I doubt if you'd find the necessary technol-

ogy here. We're quite backward compared to Earth. Of course, ffiY father

might be able to arrange something for you."
"I don't want to have it done. "

Nerissa came in with the coffee then, effectively cutting off anything

further Dr. Marsch might have said. Actually, I had added the suggestion

about my father more from force of habit than anything else, and thought it

very unlikely that he could pull offany such biochemi cal tour de force,br:i.
there was always the possibility, particularly if a large sum were offered. As it

was, we fell silent while Nerissa arranged the cups and poured, and when

she had gone Marsch said appreciatively, "Quite an unusual girl." His eyes,

I noticed, were a bright green, without the brown tones most green eyes

have.
I was wild to ask him about Earth and the new developments there, and it

had already occurred to me that the girls might be an effective way of

keeping him here, or at least of bringing him back. I said, "You should see

some of them. My father has wonderful taste."
"l'd rather see Dr. Veil. Or is Dr. Veil your father?"
"Oh, no. "

"This is his address, or at least the address I was given. Number 666

Saltimbanque Street, Port-Mimizon, Departement de la Main, Sainte

Croix. "

He appeared quite serious, and it seemed possible that if I told him fatly

that he was mistaken he would leave. I said, "l learned about Veil's Hypoth-

esis from my aunt. She seemed quite conversant with it. Perhaps later this

evening you'd like to talk to her about it. "

"Couldn't I see her now?"
"My aunt sees very few visitors. To be frank, I'm told she quarreled with

my father before I was born, and she seldom leaves her own apartments. The

housekeepers report to her there, and she manages what I suppose I must

call our domestic economy, but it's very rare to see Madame outside her

rooms, or for any stranger to be let in. "
'And why are you telling me this?"
"So that you'll understand that with the best will in the world it may not

be possible for me to arrange an interview for you. At least, not this

evening. "
"You could simply ask her if she knows Dr. Veil's present address, and if so

what it is. "
"l 'm trying to help you, Dr. Marsch. Really I am."
"But you don't think that's the best way to go about it?"
"No."
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"In other words if your aunt were simply asked, without being given a
chance to form her own judgment of me, she wouldn't give me information
even if she had it?"

"lt would help if we were to talk a bit first. There are a great many things
I'd like to learn about Earth."

For an instant I thought I saw a sour smile under the black beard. He said,
"Suppose I ask you first . . ."

He was interrupted-again-by Nerissa, I suppose because she wanted to
see if we required anything further from the kitchen. I could have strangled
her when Dr. Marsch halted in midsentence and said instead, "Couldn't
this girl ask your aunt if she would see me?"

I had to think quickly. I had been planning to go myselfand, after a suitable
wait, return and say that my aunt would receive Dr. Marsch later, which
would have given me an additional opportunity to question him while he
waited. Butthere was atleasta possibility (no doubt magnified in my eyes by
my eagerness to hear of new discoveries from Earth) that he would not wait-
or that, when and if he did eventually see my aunt, he might mention the
incident. IfI sent Nerissa I would at least have him to myselfwhile she ran her
errand, and there was an excellent chance - or at least so I imagined - that my
aunt would in fact have some business which she would want to conclude
before seeing a stranger. I told Nerissa to go, and Dr. Marsch gave her one of
his cards after writing a few words on the back.

"NoW" I said, "what was it you were about to ask me?"
"Why this house, on a planet that has been inhabited less than two

hundred years, seems so absurdly old."
"It was built a hundred and forty years ago, but you must have many on

Earth that are far older. "
"I suppose so. Hundreds. Butfor every one of them there are ten thousand

that have been up less than a year. Here, almost every building I see seems
nearly as old as this one. "

"We've never been crowded here, and we haven't had to tear down. That's
what Mr. Million says. And there are fewer people here now than there were
fifty years ago. "

"Mr. Million?"
I told him about Mr. Million, and when I finished he said, "It sounds as if

you've got a ten nine unbound simulator here, which should be interesting.
Only a few have ever been made. "

'A ten nine simulator?"
'A billion, ten to the ninth power. The human brain has several billion

synapses, of course; but it's been found that you can simulate its action
pretty well . ."
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It seemed to me that no time at all had passed since Nerissa had left, but

she was back. She curtsied to Dr. Marsch and said, "Madame will see you. "

I blurted, "Now?"
"Yes," Nerissa said artlessly, "Madame said right now."

"l'll take him then. You mind the door. "

I escorted Dr. Marsch down the dark corridors, taking a long route to

have more time, but he seemed to be arranging in his mind the questions he

wished to ask my aunt, as we walked past the spotted mirrors and warped

little walnut tables, and he answered me in monosyllables when I tried to

question him about Earth.

At my aunt's door I rapped for him. She opened it hersell the hem of her

black skirt hanging emptily over the untrodden carpet, but I do not think he

noticed that. He said, "l'm really very sorry to bother you, Madame' and I

only do so because your nephew thought you might be able to help me

locate the author of Veil's Hypothesis'"

My aunt said, "l am Dr. Veil, please come in," and shut the door behind

him, leaving me standing open-mouthed in the corridor.

I mentioned the incident to Phaedria the next time we met, but she was

more interested in learning about my father's house. Phaedria, if I have not

used her name before noq was the girl who had sat near me while I watched

David play squash. She had been introduced to me on my next visit to the

park by no one less than the monster herself, who had helped her to a seat

beside me and, miracle of miracles, promptly retreated to a point which,

though not out of sight, was at least beyond earshot. Phaedria had thrust her

broken ankle in front of her, halfway across the graveled path, and smiled a

most charming smile. "You don't object to my sitting here?" She had perfect

teeth.
"l'm delighted. "
"You're surprised, too. Your eyes get big when you're surprised, did you

know that?"
"I am surprised. I've come here looking for you several times, but you

haven't been here."
"We've come looking for you, and you haven't been here either, but I

suppose one can't really spend a great deal of time in a park.
"I would have," I said, "If I'd known you were looking for me. I went here

as much as I could anyway. I was afraid thatshe . . ." I ierked my head atthe

monster, "wouldn't let you come back. How did you persuade her?"
"I didn't," Phaedria said. "Can't you guess? Don't you know anything?"

I confessed that I did not. I felt stupid, and I was stupid, at least in the
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things I said, because so much of my mind was caught up not in formulating
answers to her remarks but in committing to memory the lilt of her voice,
the purple of her eyes, even the faint perfume of her skin and the soft, warm
touch of her breath on my cool cheek.

"So you see," Phaedria was saying, "that's how it is with me. when Aunt
Uranie-she's only a poor .ourin of mother's, really-got home and told
him about you he found out who you are, and here I am.',

"Yes," I said, and she laughed.
Phaedria was one of those girls raised between the hope of marriage and

the thought of sale. Her father's affairs, as she herself said, were "unsettled. "
He speculated in ship cargoes, mostly from the south-textiles and drugs.
He owed, most of the time, large sums which the lenders could not hopelo
collect unless they were willing to allow him more to recoup. He might die a
pauper, but in the meanwhile he had raised his daughter with every detail of
education and plastic surgery attended to. If, when she reached marriage-
able age he could afford a good dowry, she would link him with some
wealthy family. If he were pressed for money instead, a girl so reared would
bring fifty times the price of a common street child. Our family, of course,
would be ideal for either purpose.

"Tell me about your house, " she said. "Do you know what the kids call it?'The cave canem,'or sometimes just'The cave.'The boys all think it 's a
big thing to have been there, and they lie about it. Most of them haven't. "

But I wanted to talk about Dr. Marsch and the sciences of Earth, and I
was nearly as anxious to find out about her own world, "the kids" she
mentioned so casually, her school and family, as she was to learn about us.
Also, although I was willing to detail the services my father's girls rendered
their benefactors, there were some things, such as my aunt's floating down
the stairwell, that I was adverse to discussing. But we bought egg rolis from
the same old woman to eat in the chill sunlight and exchrng.d.tnfidences
and somehow parted not only lovers but friends, promising to meet again
the next day.

At some time during the night, I believe at almost the same time that I
returned-or to speak more accurately was returned since I could scarcely
walk-to my bed after a session of hours with my father, the weather
changed. The musked exhalation of late spring or early summer crept
through the shutters, and the fire in our little grate seemed to extinguiih
itself for shame almost at once. My father's valet opened the window for me
and there poured into the room that fragrance that tells of the melting of the
last snows beneath the deepest and darkest evergreens on the north sides of
mountains. I had arranged with Phaedria to meet at ten, and before going to
my father's library I had posted a note on the escritoire beside my bed, asking
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that I be awakened an hour earlier; and that night I slept with the fragrance

in my nostrils and the thought-half-plan, half-dream-in my mind that

by some means Phaedria and I would elude her aunt entirely and find a

deserted lawn where blue and yellow flowers dotted the short grass.

When I woke, it was an hour past noon, and rain drove in sheets past the

window. Mr. Million, who was reading a book on the far side of the room,

told me that it had been raining like that since six, and for that reason he had

not troubled to wake me. I had a splitting headache, as I often did after a
long session with my father, and took one of the powders he had prescribed

to relieve it. They were gray, and smelled of anise.
"You look unwell," Mr. Million said.
"l was hoping to go to the park."
"l know. " He rolled across the room toward me, and I recalled that Dr.

Marsch had called him an "unbound" simulator. For the first time since I
had satisfied myself about them when I was quite small, I bent over (at some
cost to my head) and read the almost obliterated stampings on his main
cabinet. There was only the name of a cybernetics company on Earth and,
in French as I had always supposed, his name: M. Million-"Monsieur" or
"Mister" Million. Then, as startling as a blow from behind to a man musing
in a comfortable chair, I remembered that a dot was employed in some
algebras for multiplication. He saw my change of expression at once. 'A

thousand million word core capacity," he said. 'An English billion or a
French milliard, the M being the Roman numeral for one thousand, of
course. I thought you understood that some time ago."

"You are an unbound simulator. What is a bound simulator, and whom
are you simulating-my father?"

"No." The face in the screen, Mt. Million's face as I had always thought
of it, shook its head. "Call me, call the person simulated, at least, your great-
grandfather. He-l-am dead. In order to achieve simulation, it is neces-
sary to examine the cells of the brain, layer by layer, with a beam of
accelerated particles so that the neural patterns can be reproduced, we say
'core imaged,' in the computer. The process is fatal."

I asked after a moment, 'And a bound simulator?"
"lf the simulation is to have a body that looks human the mechanical

body must be linked-'bound'-to a remote core, since the smallest billion
word core cannot be made even approximately as small as the human
brain." He paused again, and for an instant his face dissolved into myriad
sparkling dots, swirling like dust motes in a sunbeam. "l am sorry. For once
you wish to listen but I do not wish to lecture. I was told, a very long time
ago, just before the operation, that my simulation-this-would be capable
of emotion in certain circumstances. Until today I had always thought they
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lied. " I would have stopped him if I could, but he rolled out of the room
before I could recover from my surprise.

For a long time, I suppose an hour or more, I sat listening to the
drumming of the rain and thinking about Phaedria and about what Mr.
Million had said, all of it confused with my father's questions of the night
before, questions which had seemed to steal their answers from me so that I
was empty, and dreams had come to flicker in the emptiness, dreams of
fences and walls and the concealing ditches called ha-has, that contain a
barrier you do not see until you are about to tumble on it. Once I had
dreamed of standing in a paved court fenced with Corinthian pillars so close
set that I could not force my body between them, although in the dream I
was only a child of three or four. After trying various places for a long time,
I had noticed that each column was carved with a word-the only one that I
could remember was carapace-and that the paving stones of the courtyard
were mortuary tablets like those set into the floors in some of the old French
churches, with my own name and a different date on each.

This dream pursued me even when I tried to think of Phaedria, and when
a maid brought me hot water-for I now shaved twice a week- I found that I
was already holding my razor in my hand, and had in fact cut myself with it
so that the blood had streaked my nightclothes and run down onto the
sheets.

The next time I saw Phaedria, which was four or five days afterward, she was
engrossed by a new project in which she enlisted both David and me. This
was nothing less than a th'eatrical company, composed mostly of girls her
own age, which was to present plays during the summer in a natural
amphitheater in the park. Since the company, as I have said, consisted
principally of girls, male actors were at a premium, and David and I soon
found ourselves deeply embroiled. The play had been written by a commit-
tee of the cast, and-inevitably-revolved about the loss of political power
by the original French-speaking colonists. Phaedria, whose ankle would not
be mended in time for our performance, would play the crippled daughter of
the French governor; David, her lover (a dashing captain of chasseurs); and
I, the governor himself-a part I accepted readily because it was a much
better one than David's, and offered scope for a great deal of fatherly
affection toward Phaedria.

The night of our performance, which was early in fune, I recall vividly
for two reasons. My aunt, whom I had not seen since she had closed the door
behind Dr. Marsch, notified me at the last moment that she wished to attend
and that I was to escort her. And we players had grown so afraid of having an
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empty house that I had asked my father if it would be possible for him to

send some of his girls-who would thus lose only the earliest part of the

evening, when there was seldom much business in any event. To -y great

surprise (l suppose because he felt it would be good advertising) he con-

sented, stipulating only that they should return at the end of the third act if

he sent a messenger saying they were needed.
Because I would have to arrive at least an hour early to make up, it was no

more than late afternoon when I called for my aunt. She showed me in

herself, and immediately asked my help for her maid, who was trying to

wrestle some heavy object from the upper shelf of a closet. It proved to be a

folding wheelchair, and under my aunt's direction we set it up. When we

had finished she said abruptly, "Give me a hand in, you two," and taking our
arms lowered herself into the seat. Her black skirt, lying emptily against the
leg boards of the chair like a collapsed tent, showed legs no thicker than my

wrists; but also an odd thickeniirg, almost like a saddle, below her hips.

Seeing me staring she snapped, "Won't be needing that until I come back, I

suppose. Lift me up a little. Stand in back and get me under the arms."
I did so, and her maid reached unceremoniously under my aunt's skirt and

drew out a little leather padded device on which she had been resting.
"Shall we go?" my aunt sniffed. "You'll be late. "

I wheeled her into the corridor, her maid holding the door for us.

Somehow, learning that my aunt's ability to hang in the air like smoke was
physically, indeed mechanically, derived, made it more disturbing than
ever. When she asked why I was so quiet, I told her and added that I had

been under the impression that no one had yet succeeded in producing

working antigravity.
'And you think I have? Then why wouldn't I use it to get to your play?"
"I suppose because you don't want it to be seen. "
"Nonsense. It's a regular prosthetic device. You buy them at the surgical

stores. " She twisted around in her seat until she could look up at me, her face
so like my father's, and her lifeless legs like the sticks David and I used as little
boys when, doing parlor magic, we wished Mr. Million to believe us lying
prone when we were in fact crouched beneath our own supposed figures.
"Puts out a superconducting field, then induces eddy currents in the
reinforcing rods in the floors. The flux of the induced currents oppose the
machine's own flux and I float, more or less. Lean forward to go forward,
straighten up to stop. You look relieved."

"l am. I suppose antigravity frightened me."
"l used the iron banister when I went down the stairs with you once. It has

a very convenient coil shape. "
Our play went smoothly enough, with predictable cheers from members
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of the audience who were, or at least wished to be thought, descended from
the old French aristocracy. The audience, in fact, was better than we had
dared hope, five hundred or so besides the inevitable sprinkling of pick-
pockets, police, and streetwalkers. The incident I most vividly recall came
toward the latter half of the first act, when for ten minutes or so I sat with few
lines at a desk, listening to my fellow actors. Our stage faced the west, and
the setting sun had left the sky a welter of lurid color: purple-reds striped
gold and flame and black. Against this violent ground, which might have
been the massed banners of hell, there began to appear, in ones and twos,
like the elongated shadows of fantastic grenadiers crenelated and plumed,
the heads, the slender necks, the narrow shoulders, of a platoon of my
father's demi-mondaines; arriving late, they were taking the last seats at the
upper rim of our theater, encircling it like the soldiery of some ancient,
bizarre government surrounding a treasonous mob.

They sat at last, my cue came, and I forgot them; and that is all I can now
remember of our first performance, except that at one point some motion of
mine suggested to the audience a mannerism of my father's, and there was a
shout of misplaced laughter-and that at the beginning of the second act,
Sainte Anne rose with its sluggish rivers and great grassy meadowmeres
clearly visible, flooding the audience with green light; and at the close of the
third I saw my father's crooked little valet bustling among the upper rows,
and the girls, green-edged black shadows, filing out.

We produced three more plays that summer, all with some success, and
David and Phaedria and I became an accepted partnership, with Phaedria
dividing herself more or less equally between us-whether by her own
inclination or her parents' orders I could never be quite sure. When her
ankle knit she was a companion fit for David in athletics, a better player of
all the ball and racket games than any of the other girls who came to the park;
but she would as often drop everything and come to sit with me, where she
sympathized with (though she did not actually share) my interest in botany
and biology, and gossiped, and delighted in showing me off to her friends
since my reading had given me a sort of talent for puns and repartee.

It was Phaedria who suggested, when it became apparent that the ticket
money from our first play would be insufficient for the costumes and
scenery we coveted for our second, that at the close of future performances
the cast circulate among the audience to take up a collection; and this, of
course, in the press and bustle easily lent itself to the accomplishment of
petty thefts for our cause. Most people, however, had too much sense to
bring to our theater, in the evening, in the gloomy park, more money than
was required to buy tickets and perhaps an ice or a glass of wine during
intermission; so no matter how dishonest we were the profit remained small,
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and we, and especially Phaedria and David, were soon talking of going
forward to more dangerous and lucrative adventures.

At about this time, I suppose as a result of my father's continued and
intensified probing of my subconscious, a violent and almost nightly exam-
ination whose purpose was still unclear to me and which, since I had been
accustomed to it for so long, I scarcely questioned, I became more and more
subject to frightening lapses of conscious control. I would, so David and
Mr. Million told me, seem quite myself though perhaps rather more quiet
than usual, answering questions intelligently if absently, and then, sud-
denly, come to myself, start, and stare at the familiar rooms, the familiar
faces, among which I now found myself, perhaps after the mid-afternoon,
without the slightest memory of having awakened, dressed, shaved, eaten,
gone for a walk.

Although I loved Mr. Million as much as I had when I was a boy, I was
never able, after that conversation in which I learned the meaning of the
familiar lettering on his side, quite to re-establish the old relationship. I
was always conscious, as I am conscious now that the personality I loved
had perished years before I was born; and that I addressed an imitation of it,
fundamentally mathematical in nature, responding as that personality
might to the stimuli of human speech and action. I could never determine
whether Mr. Million is really aware in that sense which would give him the
right to say, as he always has, "l think," and "I feel." When I asked him
about it he could only explain that he did not know the answer himself,
that having no standard of comparison he could not be positive whether his
own mental processes represented true consciousness or not; and I, of
course, could not know whether this answer represented the deepest
meditation of a soul somehow alive in the dancing abstractions of the
simulation, or whether it was merely triggered, a phonographic response,
by -y question.

Our theater, as I have said, continued through the summer and gave its
last performance with the falling leaves drifting, like obscure, perfumed old
letters from some discarded trunk, upon our stage. When the curtain calls
were over we who had written and acted the plays of our season were too
disheartened to do more than remove our costumes and cosmetics, and drift
ourselves, with the last of our departing audience, down the whippoorwill-
haunted paths to the city streets and home. I was prepared, as I remember, to
take up my duties at my father's door, but that night he had stationed his
valet in the foyer to wait for me, and I was ushered directly into the library,
where he explained brusquely that he would have to devote the latter part of
the evening to business and for that reason would speak to me (as he put it)
early. He looked tired and ill, and it occurred to me, I think for the first time,



that he would one day die-and that I would, on that day, become at once
both rich and free.

What I said under the drugs that evening I do not, of course, recall, but I
remember as vividly as I might if I had only this morning awakened from it,
the dream that followed. I was on a ship, a white ship like one of those the
oxen pull, so slowly the sharp prows make no wake at all, through the green
water of the canal beside the park. I was the only crewman, and indeed the
only living man aboard. At the stern, grasping the huge wheel in such a
flaccid way that it seemed to support and guide and steady him rather than
he it, stood the corpse of a tall, thin man whose face, when the rolling of his
head presented it to me, was the face that floated in Mr. Million's screen.
This face, as I have said, was very like my father's, but I knew the dead man
at the wheel was not he.

I was aboard the ship a long time. We seemed to be runnin gfree, with the
wind a few points to port and strong. When I went aloft at night, masts and
spars and rigging quivered and sang in the wind, and sail upon sail towered
above me, and sail upon white sail spread below me, and more masts
clothed in sails stood before me and behind me. When I worked on deck by
day, spray wet my shirt and left tear-shaped spots on the planks which dried
quickly in the bright sunlight.

I cannot remember ever having really been on such a ship, but perhaps,
as a very small child, I was, for the sounds of it, the creaking of the masts in
their sockets, the whistling of the wind in the thousand ropes, the crashing
of the waves against the wooden hull were all as distinct, and as real, as
much themselves, as the sounds of laughter and breaking glass overhead had
been when, as a child, I had tried to sleep; or the bugles from the citadel
which sometimes, then, woke me in the morning.

I was about some work, I do not know just what, aboard this ship. I carried
buckets of water with which I dashed clotted blood from the decks, and I
pulled at ropes which seemed attached to nothing-or rather, firmly tied to
immovable objects still higher in the rigging. I watched the surface of the
sea from bow and rail, from the mastheads, and from atop a large cabin
amidships, but when a starcrosser, its entry shields blinding-bright with
heat, plunged hissing into the sea far off I reported it to no one.

And all this time the dead man at the wheel was talking to me. His head
hung limply, as though his neck were broken, and the jerkings of the wheel
he held, as big waves struck the rudder, sent it from one shoulder to the
other, or back to stare at the sky, or down. But he continued to speak, and the
few words I caught suggested that he was lecturing upon an ethical theory
whose postulates seemed even to him doubtful. I felt a dread of hearing this
talk and tried to keep myself as much as possible toward the bow, but the
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wind at times carried the words to me with great clarity, and whenever I

Iooked up from my work I found myself much nearer the stern, sometimes

in fact almost touching the dead steersman, than I had supposed'

After I had been on this ship a long while, so that I was very tired and very

lonely, one of the doors of the cabin opened and my aunt came out, floating

quite upright about two feet above the tilted deck. Her skirt did not hang

vertically as I had always seen it, but whipped in the wind like a streamer, so

that she seemed on the point of blowin g away. For some reason I said,

"Don't get close to that man at the wheel, Aunt. He might hurt you."

She answered, as naturally as if we had met in the corridor outside my

bedroom, "Nonsense. He's far past doing anyone any good, Number Five,

or any harm either. It's my brother we have to worry about. "

"Where is he?"
"Down there. " She pointed at the deck as if to indicate that he was in the

hold. "He's trying to find out why the ship doesn't move."

I ran to the side and looked over, and what I saw was not water but the

night sky. Stars-innumerable stars were spread at an infinite distance

below me, and as I looked at them I realized that the ship, as my aunt had

said, did not make headway or even roll, but remained heeled over,

motionless. I looked back at her and she told me, "lt doesn't move because

he has fastened it in place until he finds out why it doesn't move, " and at this

point I found myself sliding down a rope into what I supposed was the hold

of the ship. It smelled of animals. I had awakened, though at first I did not

know it.
My feettouched the foor, and I saw that David and Phaedria were beside

me. We were in a huge, loftlike room, and as I looked at Phaedria, who was
very pretty but tense and biting her lips, a cock crowed.

David said, "Where do you think the money is?" He was carrying a tool
kit.

And Phaedria, who I suppose had expected him to say something else, or
in answer to her own thoughts, said, "We'll have lots of time, Marydol is
watching." Marydol was one of the girls who appeared in our plays.

"lf she doesn't run away. Where do you think the money is?"
"Not up here. Downstairs behind the office." She had been crouching,

but she rose now and began to creep forward. She was all in black, from her
ballet slippers to a black ribbon binding her black hair, with her white face
and arms in striking contrast, and her carmine lips an error, a bit of color left
by mistake. David and I followed her.

Crates were scattered, widely separated, on the floor; and as we passed
them I saw that they held poultry, a single bird in each. It was not until we
were nearly to the ladder which plunged down a hatch in the floor at the



E ? A  /  T H E  F I F T H  H E A D  O F  C E F I B E R U S

opposite corner of the room that I realized that these birds were gamecocks.
Then a shaft of sun from one of the skylights struck a crate and the cock rose
and stretched himself, showing fierce red eyes and plumage as gaudy as a
macaw's. "Come on," Phaedria said, "the dogs are next," and we followed
her down the ladder. Pandemonium broke out on the floor below.

The dogs were chained in stalls, with dividers too high for them to see the
dogs on either side of them and wide aisles between the rows of stalls. They
were all fighting dogs, but of every size from ten-pound terriers to mastiffs
larger than small horses, brutes with heads as misshapen as the growths that
appear on old trees and jaws that could sever both a man's legs at a mouthful.
The din of the barking was incredible, a solid substance that shook us as we
descended the ladder, and at the bottom I took Phaedria's arm and tried to
indicate by signs-since I was certain that we were wherever we were
without permission-that we should leave at once. She shook her head and
then, when I was unable to understand what she said even when she
exaggerated the movements of her lips, wrote on a dusty wall with her
moistened forefinger, "They do this all the time-a noise in the street-
anything. "

Access to the floor below was by stairs, reached through a heavy but
unbolted door which I think had been installed largely to exclude the din. I
felt better when we had closed it behind us even though the noise was still
very loud. I had fully come to myself by this time, and I should have
explained to David and Phaedria that I did not know where I was or what we
were doing there, but shame held me back. And in any event I could guess
easily enough what our purpose was. David had asked about the location of
money, and we had often talked-talk I had considered at the time to be
more than half empty boasting-about a single robbery that would free us
from the necessity of further petty crime.

Where we were I discovered later when we left; and how we had come to
be there I pieced together from casual conversations. The building had been
originally designed as a warehouse, and stood on the Rue des Egouts close to
the bay. Its owner supplied those enthusiasts who staged combats of all kinds
for sport, and was credited with maintaining the largest assemblage of these
creatures in the Department. Phaedria's father had happened to hear that
this man had recently put some of his most valuable stock on ship, had
taken Phaedria when he called on him, and, since the place was known not
to open its doors until after the last Angelus, we had come the next day a
little after the second and entered through one of the skylights.

I find it difficult to describe what we saw when we descended from the
foor of the dogs to the next, which was the second floor of the building. I
had seen fighting slaves many times before when Mr. Million, David, and I
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had traversed the slave market to reach the library;but never more than one
or two together, heavily manacled. Here they lay, sat, and lounged every-
where, and for a moment I wondered why they did not tear one another to
pieces, and the three of us as well. Then I saw that each was held by a short
chain stapled to the floor, and it was not difficult to tell from the scraped and
splintered circles in the boards just how far the slave in the center could
reach. Such furniture as they had, straw pallets and a few chairs and
benches, was either too light to do harm if thrown or very stoutly made and
spiked down. I had expected them to shout and threaten us as I had heard
they threatened each other in the pits before closing, but they seemed to
understand that as long as they were chained, they could do nothing. Every
head turned toward us as we came down the steps, but we had no food for
them, and after that first examination they were far less interested in us than
the dogs had been.

"They aren't people, are they?" Phaedria said. She was walking erectly as
a soldier on parade now, and looking at the slaves with interest;studying her,
it occurred to me that she was taller and less plump than the "Phaedria" I
pictured to myself when I thought of her. She was not just a pretty, but a
beautiful girl. "They're a kind of animal, really," she said.

From my studies I was better informed, and I told her that they had been
human as infants-in some cases even as children or older-and that they
differed from normal people only as a result of surgery (some of it on their
brains)and chemically induced alterations in their endocrine systems. And
of course in appearance because of their scars.

"Your father does that sort of thing to little girls, doesn't he? For your
house?"

David said, "only once in a while. It takes a lot of time, and most people
prefer normals, even when they prefer pretty odd normals. "

"l'd like to see some of them. I mean the ones he's worked on."
I was still thinking of the fighting slaves around us and said, "Don't you

know about these things? I thought you'd been here before. You knew about
the dogs."

"oh, I've seen them before, and the man told me aboutthem. I suppose I
was just thinking out loud. It would be awful if they were still people. "

Their eyes followed us, and I wondered if they could understand her.
The ground floor was very different from the ones above. The walls were

paneled, there were framed pictures of dogs and cocks and of the slaves and
curious animals. The windows, opening toward Egouts Street and the bay,
were high and narrow and admitted only slender beams of the bright
sunlight to pick out of the gloom the arm alone of a rich red-leather chair, a
square of maroon carpet no bigger than a book, a half-full decanter. I took
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three steps into this room and knew that we had been discovered. Striding
toward us was a tall, high-shouldered young man-who halted, with a
startled look, iust when I did. He was my own reflection in a gilt-framed pier
glass, and I felt the momentary dislocation that comes when a stranger, an
unrecognized shape, turns or moves his head and is some familiar friend
glimpsed, perhaps for the first time, from outside. The sharp-chinned,
grim-looking boy I had seen when I did not know him to be myself had been
myself as Phaedria and David, Mr. Million and my aunt, saw me.

"This is where he talks to customers," Phaedria said. "lf he's trying to sell
something he has his people bring them down one at a time so you don't see
the others, but you can hear the dogs bark even from way down here, and he
took Papa and me upstairs and showed us everything. "

David asked, "Did he show you where he keeps the money?"
"ln back. See that tapestry? It's really a curtain, because while Papa was

talking to him, a man came who owed him for something and paid, and he
went through there with it. "

The door behind the tapestry opened on a small office, with still another
door in the wall opposite. There was no sign of a safe or strongbox. David
broke the lock on the desk with a pry bar from his tool kit, but there was only
the usual clutter of papers, and I was about to open the second door when I
heard a sound, a scraping or shuffling, from the room beyond.

For a minute or more none of us moved. I stood with my hand on the
latch. Phaedria, behind me and to my left, had been looking under the
carpet for a cache in the floor-she remained crouched, her skirt a black
pool at her feet. From somewhere near the broken desk I could hear David's
breathing. The shuffing came again, and a board creaked. David said very
softly, "It's an animal."

I drew my fingers away from the latch and looked at him. He was still
gripping the pry bar and his face was pale, but he smiled. 'An animal
tethered in there, shifting its feet. That's all."

I said, "How do you know?"
'Anybody in there would have heard us, especially when I cracked the

desk. If it were a person he would have come out, or if he were afraid he'd
hide and be quiet."

Phaedria said, "l think he's right. Open the door."
"Before I do, if it isn't an animal?"
David said, "lt is. "
"But if it isn't?"
I saw the answer on their faces; David gripped his pry bar, and I opened

the door.
The room beyond was larger than I had expected, but bare and dirty. The
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only light came from a single window high in the farther wall. In the middle
of the floor stood a big chest, of dark wood bound with iron, and before it lay
what appeared to be a bundle of rags. As I stepped from the carpeted office
the rags moved and a face, a face triangular as a mantis's, turned toward me.
Its chin was hardly more than an inch from the foor, but under deep brows
the eyes were tiny scarlet fires.

"That must be it, " Phaedria said. She was looking not at the face but at the
iron-banded chest. "David, can you break into that?"

"l think so," David said, but he, like me, was watching the ragged thing's
eyes. "What about that?" he said after a moment, and gestured toward it.
Before Phaedria or I could answer, its mouth opened showing long, narrow
teeth, gray-yellow. "Sick," it said.

None of us, I think, had thought it could speak. It was as though a
mummy had spoken. Outside, a carriage went past, its iron wheels rattling
on the cobbles.

"Let's go," David said. "Let's get out."
Phaedria said, "lt's sick. Don't you see, the owner's brought it down here

where he can look in on it and take care of it. It's sick. "
'And he chained his sick slave to the cashbox?" David cocked an eyebrow

at her.
"Don't you see? It's the only heavy thing in the room. All you have to do is

go over there and knock the poor creature in the head. If you're afraid, give
me the bar and I'll do it myself. "

" l ' l l  do i t .  "
I followed him to within a few feet of the chest. He gestured at the slave

imperiously with the steel pry bar. "You! Move away from there. "
The slave made a gurgling sound and crawled to one side, dragging his

chain. He was wrapped in a filthy, tattered blanket and seemed hardly larger
than a child, though I noticed that his hands were immense.

I turned and took a step toward Phaedria, intending to urge that we leave
if David were unable to open the chest in a few minutes. I remember that
before I heard or felt anything I saw her eyes open wide, and I was still
wondering why when David's kit of tools clattered on the floor and David
himself fell with a thud and a little gasp. Phaedria screamed, and all the
dogs on the third foor began to bark.

All this, of course, took less than a second. I turned to look almost as
David fell. The slave had darted out an arm and caught my brother by the
ankle, and then in an instant had thrown offhis blanket and bounded-that
is the only way to describe it-on top of him.

I caught him by the neck and jerked him backward, thinking that he
would cling to David and that it would be necessary to tear him away, but
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the instant he felt my hands he fung David aside and writhed like a spider in
my grip. He had four arms.

I saw them flailing as he tried to reach me, and I let go of him and jerked
back, as if a rat had been thrust at my face. That instinctive repulsion saved
me; he drove his feet backward in a kick which, if I had still been holding
him tightly enough to give him a fulcrum, would have surely ruptured my
liver or spleen and killed me.

Instead it shot him forward and me, gasping for breath, back. I fell and
rolled, and was outside the circle permitted him by his chain; David had
already scrambled away, and Phaedria was well out of his reach.

For a moment, while I shuddered and tried to sit up, the three of us simply
stared at him. Then David quoted wryly:

'Arms and the man I sing, who forc'd by fate,
And haughty |uno's unrelenting hate,
Expell'd and exil'd, left the Tiojan shore. "

Neither Phaedria nor I laughed, but Phaedria let out her breath in a long
sigh and asked me, "How did they do that? Get him like that?"

I told her I supposed they had transplanted the extra pair after suppressing
his body's natural resistance to the implanted foreign tissue, and that the
operation had probably replaced some of his ribs with the donor's shoulder
structure. "l've been teaching myself to do the same sort of thing with
mice-on a much less ambitious scale, of course-and the striking thing to
me is that he seems to have full use of the grafted pair. Unless you've got
identical twins to work with, the nerve endings almost never join properly,
and whoever did this probably had a hundred failures before he got what he
wanted. That slave must be worth a fortune. "

David said, "l thought you threw your mice out. Aren't you working with
monkeys now?"

I wasn't, although I hoped to; but whether I was or not, it seemed clear
that talking about it wasn't going to accomplish anything. I told David that.

"l thought you were hot to leave. "

I had been, but now I wanted something else much more. I wanted to
perform an exploratory operation on that creature much more than David
and Phaedria had ever wanted money. David liked to think that he was
bolder than I, and I knew when I said, "You may want to get away, but don't
use me as an excuse, brother," that that would settle it.

'All right, how are we going to kill him?" He gave me an angry look.

Phaedria said, "It can't reach us. We could throw things at it."
'And he could throw the ones that missed back. "
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While we talked, the thing, the four-armed slave, was grinning at us. I
was fairly sure it could understand at least a part of what we were saying, and
I motioned to David and Phaedria to indicate thatwe should go back into the
room where the desk was. When we were there I closed the door. "I didn't
want him to hear us. If we had weapons on poles, spears of some kind, we
might be able to kill him without getting too close. What could we use for
sticks? Any ideas?"

David shook his head, but Phaedria said, "Wait a minute, I remember
something." We both looked at her and she knitted her brows, pretending to
search her memory and enjoying the attention.

"Well?" David asked.
She snapped her fingers. "Window poles. You know, long things with a

little hook on the end. Remember the windows out there where he talks to
customers? They're high up in the wall, and while he and Papa were talking
one of the men who works for him brought one and opened a window. They
ought to be around somewhere. "

We found two after a five-minute search. They looked satisfactory: about
six feet long and an inch and a quarter in diameter, of hard wood. David
flourished his and pretended to thrust at Phaedria, then asked me, "Now
what do we use for points?"

The scalpel I always carried was in its case in my breast pocket, and I
fastened it to the rod with electrical tape from a roll David had fortunately
carried on his belt instead of in the tool kit, but we could find nothing to
make a second spearhead for him until he himself suggested broken glass.

"You can't break a window," Phaedria said, "they'd hear you outside.
Besides, won't it just snap off when you try to get him with it?"

"Not if it's thick glass. Look here, you two. "
I did, and saw-again-my own face. He was pointing toward the large

mirror that had surprised me when I came down the steps. While I looked
his shoe struck it, and it shattered with a crash that set the dogs barking
again. He selected a long, almost straight, triangular piece and held it up to
the light, where it fashed like a gem. "That's about as good as they used to
make them from agate and jasper on Sainte Anne, isn't it?"

By prior agreement we approached from opposite sides. The slave leaped to
the top of the chest, and from there, watched us quite calmly, his delp-set
eyes turning from David to me until at last, when we were both quite close,
David rushed him.

He spun around as the glass point grazedhis ribs and caught David's spear
by the shaft and jerked him forward. I thrust at him but missed. and before I
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could recover he had dived from the chest and was grappling with David on
the far side. I bent over it and jabbed down at him, and it was not until David
screamed that I realized I had driven my scalpel into his thigh. I saw the
blood, bright arterial blood, spurt up and drench the shaft, and let it go and
threw myself over the chest on top of them.

He was ready for me, on his back and grinning, with his legs and all four
arms raised like a dead spider's. I am certain he would have strangled me in
the next few seconds if it had not been that David, how consciously I do not
know, threw one arm across the creature's eyes so that he missed his grip and
I fell between those outstretched hands.

There is not a great deal more to tell. He jerked free of David, and pulling
me to him, tried to bite my throat; but I hooked a thumb in one of his eye
sockets and held him off. Phaedria, with more courage than I would have
credited her with, put David's glass-tipped spear into my free hand and I
stabbed him in the neck-I believe I severed both jugulars and the trachea
before he died. We put a tourniquet on David's leg and left without either the
money or the knowledge of technique I had hoped to get from the body of
the slave. Marydol helped us get David home, and we told Mr. Million he
had fallen while we were exploring an empty building - though I doubt that
he believed us.

There is one other thing to tell about that incident-l mean the killing of
the slave-although I am tempted to go on and describe instead a discovery
I made immediately afterward that had, at the time, a much greater
infuence on me. It is only an impression, and one that I have, I am sure,
distorted and magnified in recollection. While I was stabbing the slave, my
face was very near his and I saw (l suppose because of the light from the high
windows behind us)my own face reflected and doubled in the corneas of his
eyes, and it seemed to me that it was a face very like his. I have been unable
to forget, since then, what Dr. Marsch told me about the production of any
number of identical individuals by cloning, and that my father had, when I
was younger, a reputation as a child broker. I have tried since my release to
find some trace of my mother; the woman in the photograph shown me by
my aunt; but that picture was surely taken long before I was born-perhaps
even on Earth.

The discovery I spoke of I made almost as soon as we left the building
where I killed the slave, and it was simply this: that it was no longer autumn,
but high summer. Because all four of us-Marydol had joined us by that
time-were so concerned about David and busy concocting a story to
explain his injury, the shock was somewhat blunted, but there could be no
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doubt of it. The weather was warm with that torpid, damp heat peculiar to
summer. The trees I remembered nearly bare were in full leaf and filled with
orioles. The fountain in our garden no longer played, as it always did after
the danger of frost and burst pipes had come, with warmed water: I dabbled
my hand in the basin as we helped David up the path, and it was as cool as
dew.

My periods of unconscious action then, my sleepwalking, had increased
to devour an entire winter and the spring, and I felt that I had lost myself.

When we entered the house, an ape which I thought at first was my
father's sprang to my shoulder. Later Mr. Million told me that it was
my own, one of my laboratory animals I had made a pet. I did not know
the little beast, but scars under his fur and the twist of his limbs showed he
knew me.

(l have kept Popo ever since, and Mr. Million took care of him for me
while I was imprisoned. He climbs still in fine weather on the gray and
crumbling walls of this house; and as he runs along the parapets and I see his
hunched form against the sky, I think, for a moment, that my father is still
alive and that I may be summoned again for the long hours in his library-
but I forgive my pet that.)

My father did not call a physician for David, but treated him himself; and if
he was curious about the manner in which he had received his injury he did
not show it. My own guess-for whatever it may be worth, this late-is that
he believed I had stabbed him in some quarrel. I say this because he seemed,
after this, apprehensive whenever I was alone with him. He was not a fearful
man, and he had been accustomed for years to deal occasionally with the
worst sort of criminals; but he was no longer at ease with me-he guarded
himself. It may have been, of course, merely the result of something I had
said or done during the forgotten winter.

Both Marydol and Phaedria, as well as my aunt and Mr. Million, came
frequently to visit David, so that his sickroom became a sort of meeting
place for us all, only disturbed by *y father's occasional visits. Marydol was
a slight, fair-haired, kindhearted girl, and I became very fond of her. Often
when she was ready to go home I escorted her, and on the way back stopped
at the slave market, as Mr. Million and David and I had once done so often,
to buy fried bread and the sweet black coffee and to watch the bidding. The
faces of slaves are the dullest in the world; but I would find myself staring
into them, and it was a long time, a month at least, before I understood-
quite suddenly, when I found what I had been looking for-why I did. A
young male, a sweeper, was brought to the block. His face as well as his back



had been scarred by the whip, and his teeth were broken; but I recognized
him: the scarred face was my own or my father's. I spoke to him and would
have bought and freed him, but he answered me in the servile way of slaves
and I turned away in disgust and went home.

That night when my father had me brought to the library-as he had not
for several nights-I watched our reflections in the mirror that concealed
the entrance to his laboratories. He looked younger than he was; I older. We
might almost have been the same man, and when he faced me and I, staring
over his shoulder, saw no image of my own body, but only his arms and
mine, we might have been the fighting slave.

I cannot say who first suggested we kill him. I only remember that one
evening, as I prepared for bed after taking Marydol and Phaedria to their
homes, I realized that earlier when the three of us, with Mr. Million and my
aunt, had sat around David's bed, we had been talking of that.

Not openly, of course. Perhaps we had not admitted even to ourselves
what it was we were thinking. My aunt had mentioned the money he was
supposed to have hidden; and Phaedria, then, a yacht luxurious as a palace;
David talked about hunting in the grand style, and the political power
money could buy.

And I, saying nothing, had thought of the hours and weeks, and the
months he had taken from me; of the destruction of my self, which he had
gnawed at night after night. I thought of how I might enter the library that
night and find myself when next I woke an old man and perhaps a beggar.

Then I knew that I must kill him, since if I told him those thoughts while
I lay drugged on the peeling leather of the old table he would kill me without
a qualm.

While I waited for his valet to come I made my plan. There would be no
investigation, no death certificate for my father. I would replace him. To our
patrons it would appear that nothing had changed. Phaedria's friends would
be told that I had quarreled with him and left home. I would allow no one to
see me for a time, and then, in make-up, in a dim room, speak occasionally
to some favored caller. It was an impossible plan, but at the time I believed it
possible and even easy. My scalpel was in my pocket and ready. The body

could be destroyed in his own laboratory.
He read it in my face. He spoke to me as he always had, but I think he

knew. There were flowers in the room, something that had never been
before, and I wondered if he had not known even earlier and had them

brought in, as for a special event. Instead of telling me to lie on the leather-

covered table, he gestured toward a chair and seated himself at his writing

desk. "We will have company today," he said.
I looked at him.
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"You're angry with me. I've seen it growing in you. Don't you know

who . ."
He was about to say something further when there was a tap at the door,

and when he called, "Come in!" it was opened by Nerissa, who ushered in a

demi-mondaine and Dr. Marsch. I was suqprised to see him; and still more

surprised to see one of the girls in my father's library. She seated herself

beside Marsch in a way that showed he was her benefactor for the night.
"Good evening, Doctor," my father said. "Have you been enjoying

yourself.2"
Marsch smiled, showing large, square teeth. He wore clothing of the

most fashionable cut now, but the contrast between his beard and the

colorless skin of his cheeks was as remarkable as ever. "Both sensually and
intellectually," he said. "l've seen a naked girl, a giantess twice the height of
a man, walk through a wall."

I said, *That's done with holograms. "
He smiled again. "I know. And I have seen a great many other things as

well. I was going to recite them all, but perhaps I would only bore my
audience. I will content myself with saying that you have a remarkable
establishment-but you know that."

My father said, "It is always flattering to hear it again."
'And now are we going to have the discussion we spoke of earlier?"
My father looked at the demi-mondaine; she rose, kissed Dr. Marsch, and

left the room. The heavy library door swung shut behind her with a soft
click.

Like the sound of a switch, or old glass breaking.
I have thought since, many times, of that girl as I saw her leaving: the

high-heeled platform shoes and grotesquely long legs, the backless dress
dipping an inch below the coccyx. The bare nape of her neck; her hair piled
and teased and threaded with ribbons and tiny lights. As she closed the door
she was ending, though she could not have known it, the world she and I had
known.

"She'll be waiting when you come out," my father said to Marsch.
'And if she's not, I'm sure you can supply others. " The anthropologist's

green eyes seemed to glow in the lamplight. "But now, how can I help you?"
"You study race. Could you call a group of similar men thinking similar

thoughts a race?"
'And women," Marsch said, smiling.
'And here," my father continued, "here on Sainte Croix, you are gather-

ing material to take back with you to Earth?"
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"l am gathering material, certainly. Whether or not I shall return to the
mother planet is problematical."

I must have looked at him sharply; he turned his smile toward me, and it
became, if possible, even more patronizing than before. "You're surprised?"

"I've always considered Earth the center of scientific thought," I said. "l
can easily imagine a scientist leaving it to do field work, but . ."

"But it is inconceivable that one might want to stay in the field?"
"Consider my position. You are not alone-happily for me-in respec-

ting the mother world's gray hairs and wisdom. As an Earth-trained man
I've been offered a department in your university at almost any salary I care
to name, with a sabbatical every second year. And the trip from here to
Earth requires twenty years of Newtonian time. Only six months subjec-
tively for me, of course, but when I return, if I do, my education will be
forty years out of date. No, I'm afraid your planet may have acquired an
intellectual lumin ary."

My father said, "We're straying from the subject, I think. "
Marsch nodded, then added, "But I was about to say that an anthropolo-

gist is peculiarly equipped to make himself at home in any culture-even in
so strange a one as this family has constructed about itself. I think I may call
it a family, since there are two members resident besides yourself. You don't
object to my addressing the pair of you in the singular?"

He looked at me as if expecting a protest, then when I said nothing, "l
mean your son David-that, and not brother, is his real relationship to your
continuing personality-and the woman you call your aunt. She is in
reality daughter to an earlier-shall we say 'version'?-of yourself."

"You're trying to tell me I'm a cloned duplicate of my father, and I see
both of you expect me to be shocked. I'm not. I've suspected it for some
time. "

My father said, "I'm glad to hear that. Frankly, when I was your age the
discovery disturbed me a great deal. I came into my father's library-this
room-to confront him, and I intended to kill him."

Dr. Marsch asked, 'And did you?"
"l don't think it matters-the point is that it was my intention. I hope that

having you here will make things easier for Number Five. "
"Is that what you call him?"
"lt's more convenient since his name is the same as my own. "
"He is your fifth clone-produced child?"
"My fifth experiment? No." My father's hunched, high shoulders wrap-

ped in the dingy scarlet of his old dressing gown made him look like some
savage bird; and I remembered having read in a book of natural history of
one called the red-shouldered hawk. His pet monkey, grizzled now with age,
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had climbed onto the desk. "No, more like my fiftieth, if you must know. I
used to do them for drill. You people who have never tried it think the
technique is simple because you've heard it can be done, but you don't know
how difficult it is to prevent spontaneous differences. Every gene dominant
in myself had to remain dominant, and people are not garden peas-few

things are governed by simple Mendelian pairs."
Marsch asked, "You destroyed your failures?"
I said, "He sold them. When I was a child I used to wonder why Mr.

Million stopped to look at the slaves in the market. Since then I've found
out. " My scalpel was still in its case in my pocket; I could feel it.

"Mr. Million," my father said, "is perhaps a bit more sentimental than
I-besides, I don't like to go out. You see, Doctor, your supposition that we
are all truly the same individual will have to be modified. We have our little
variations. "

Dr. Marsh was about to reply, but I interrupted him. "Why?" I said.
"Why David and me? Why Aunt Jeannine a long time ago? Why go on
with it?"

"Yes," *y father said, "why? We ask the question to ask the question."
"l don't understand you. "
"l seek self-knowledge. If you want to put it this way, we seek self-

knowledge. You are here because I did and do, and I am here because the
individual behind me did-who was himself originated by the one whose
mind is simulated in Mr. Million. And one of the questions whose answers
we seek is why we seek. Butthere is more than that." He leaned forward, and
the little ape lifted its white muzzle and bright, bewildered eyes to stare into
his face. "We wish to discover why we fail, why others rise and change, and
we remain here. "

I thought of the yacht I had talked about with Phaedria and said, "l won't
stay here. " Dr. Marsch smiled.

My father said, "I don't think you understand me. I don't necessarily
mean here physically, but here, socially and intellectually. I have traveled,
and you may, but . ."

"But you end here," Dr. Marsch said.
"We end at this level!" It was the only time, I think, that I ever saw my

father excited. He was almost speechless as he waved at the notebooks and
tapes that thronged the walls. 'After how many generations? We do not
achieve fame or the rule of even this miserable little colony planet. Some-
thing must be changed, but what?" He glared at Dr. Marsch.

"You are not unique," Dr. Marsch said, then smiled. "That sounds like a
truism, doesn't it? But I wasn't referring to your duplicating yourself. I
meant that since it became possible, back on Earth during the last quarter of
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the twentieth century, it has been done in such chains a number of times.
We have borrowed a term from engineering to describe it, and call it the
process of relaxation-a bad nomenclature, but the best we have. Do vou
know what relaxation in the engineering sense is?"

t tNo. t t

"There are problems which are not directly soluble, but which can be
solved by a succession of approximations. In heat transfer, for example, it
may not be possible to calculate initially the temperature at every point on
the surface of an unusually shaped body. But the engineer, or his computer,
can assume reasonable temperatures, see how nearly stable the assumed
values would be, then make new assumptions based on the result. As the
levels of approximation progress, the successive sets become more and more
similar until there is essentially no change. That is why I said the two of you
are essentially one individual."

"What I want you to do, " my father said impatiently, "is to make Number
Five understand that the experiments I have performed on him, particularly
the narcotherapeutic examinations he resents so much, are necessary. That
if we are to become more than we have been we must find out . . ." He had
been almost shouting, and he stopped abruptly to bring his voice under
control. "That is the reason he was produced, the reason for David too-l
hoped to learn something from an outcrossing. "

"Which was the rationale, no doubt," Dr. Marsch said, "for the existence
of Dr. Veil as well, in an earlier generation. But as far as your examinations
of your younger self are concerned, it would be just as useful for him to
examine you."

"Wait a moment," I said. "You keep saying that he and I are identical.
That's incorrect. I can see that we're similar in some respects, but I'm not
really like my father."

"There are no differences that cannot be accounted for by age. You are
what? Eighteen? And you"-he looked toward my father-"I should say are
nearly fifty. There are only two forces, you see, which act to differentiate
between human beings: they are heredity and environment, nature and
nurture. And since the personality is largely formed during the first three
years of life, it is the environment provided by the home which is decisive.
Now every person is born into some home environment, though it may be
such a harsh one that he dies of it. And no person, except in this situation we
call anthropological relaxation, provides that environment himself-it is
furnished for him by the preceding generation. "

"just because both of us grew up in this house . . ."
"Which you built and furnished and filled with the people you chose. But

wait a moment. Let's talk about a man neither of you have ever seen, a man
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born in a place provided by parents quite different from himselfi I mean the

first of you ."
I was no longer listening. I had come to kill my father, and it was

necessary that Dr. Marsch leave. I watched him as he leaned forward in his

chair, his long, white hands making incisive little gestures, his cruel lips
moving in a frame of black hair; I watched him and I heard nothing. It was
as though I had gone deaf or as if he could communicate only by his
thoughts, and I, knowing the thoughts were silly lies had shut them out. I
said, "You are from Sainte Anne."

He looked at me in surprise, halting in the midst of a senseless sentence.
"l have been there, yes. I spent several years on Sainte Anne before coming
here. "

"You were born there. You studied anthropology there from books written
on Earth twenty years ago. You are an abo, or at least half abo. But we are
men. "

Marsch glanced at my father, then said, "The abos are gone. Scientific
opinion on Sainte Anne holds that they have been extinct for almost a
century. "

"You didn't believe that when you came to see my aunt."
"I've never accepted Veili; Hypothesis. I called on everyone here who had

published anything in my field. Really, I don't have time to listen to this."
"You are an abo and not from Earth."
And in a short time mv father and I were alone.

Most of my sentence I served in a labor camp in the Thttered Mountains. It
was a small camp, housing usually only a hundred and fifty prisoners-
sometimes less than eighty when the winter deaths had been bad. We cut
wood and burned charcoal and made skis when we found good birch.
Above the timberline we gathered a saline moss supposed to be medicinal
and knotted long plans for rock slides that would crush the stalking ma-
chines that were our guards-though somehow the moment never came,
the stones never slid. The work was hard, and these guards administered
exactly the mixture of severity and fairness some prison board had decided
upon when they were programmed, and the problem of brutality and
favoritism by hirelings was settled forever, so that only well-dressed men at
meetings could be cruel or kind.

Or so they thought. I sometimes talked to my guards for hours about Mr.
Million, and once I found a piece of meat, and once a cake of hard sugar,
brown and gritty as sand, hidden in the corner where I slept.

A criminal may not profit by his crime, but the court- so I was told much



? 4 2  /  T H E  F I F T H  H E A D  O F  C E R E | E R U S

later-could find no proof that David was indeed -y father's son, and made
my aunt his heir.

She died, and a letter from an attorney informed me that by her favor I
had inherited "alargehouse in the city of Port-Mimizon, together with the
furniture and chattels appertaining thereto." And that this hour., "located
at 666 Saltimbanque, is presently under the care of a robot servitor. " Since
the robot servitors under whose direction I found myself did not allow me
writing materials, I could not reply.

Time passed on the wings of birds. I found dead larks at the feet of north-
facing cliffs in autumn, at the feet of south-facing cliffs in spring.

I received a letter from Mr. Million. Most of my father's girls had left
during the investigation of his death; the remainder he had been obliged to
send away when my aunt died, finding that as a machine he could not
enforce the necessary obedience. David had gone to the capital. Phaedria
had married well. Marydol had been sold by her parents. The date on his
letter was three years later than the date of my trial, but how long the letter
had been in reaching me I could not tell. The envelope had been opened
and resealed many times and was soiled and torn.

A seabird, I believe a gannet, came futtering down into our camp after a
storm, too exhausted to fy. We killed and ate it.

One of our guards went berserk, burned fifteen prisoners to death, and
fought the other guards all night with swords of white and blue fire. He was
not replaced.

I was transferred with some others to a camp farther north where I looked
down chasms of red stone so deep that if I kicked a pebble in, I could hear
the rattle of its descent grow to a roar of slipping rock-and hear that, in half
a minute, fade with distance to silence, yet never strike the bottom lost
somewhere in darkness.

I pretended the people I had known were with me. When I sat shielding
my basin of soup from the wind, Phaedria sat upon a bench nearby and
smiled and talked about her friends. David played squash for hours on the
dusty ground of our compound, slept against the wall near my own corner.
Marydol put her hand in mine while I carried my saw into the mountains.

In time they all grew dim, but even in the last year I never slept without
telling myself, just before sleep, that Mr. Million would take us to the city
library in the morning; never woke without fearing that my father's valet had
come for me.

Then I was told that I was to go, with three others, to another camp. We
carried our food, and nearly died of hunger and exposure on the way. From
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there we were marched.to a third camp where we were questioned by men

who were not prisoners like ourselves but free men in uniforms who made

notes of our answers and at last ordered that we bathe, and burned our old

clothing, and gave us a thick stew of meat and barley.

I remember very well that it was then that I allowed myself to realize, at

last, what these things meant. I dipped my bread into my bowl and pulled it

out soaked with the fragrant stock, with bits of meat and grains of barley

clinging to it; and I thought then of the fried bread and coffee at the slave

market not as something of the past but as something in the future, and my

hands shook until I could no longer hold my bowl and I wanted to rush

shouting at the fences.
In two more days we, six of us now were put into a mule cart that drove on

winding roads always downhill until the winter that had been dying behind

us was gone, and the birches and firs were gone, and the tall chestnuts and

oaks beside the.road had spring flowers under their branches.
The streets of Port-Mimizon swarmed with people. I would have been

lost in a moment if Mr. Million had not hired a chair for me, but I made the

bearers stop, and bought (with money he gave me) a newspaper from a

vendor so that I could know the date with certainty at last.

My sentence had been the usual one of two to fifty years, and though I

had known the month and year of the beginning of my imprisonment, it

had been impossible to know, in the camps, the number of the current year

which everyone counted and no one knew. A man took fever and in ten

days, when he was well enough again to work, said that two years had passed

or had never been. Then you yourself took fever. I do not recall any

headline, any article from the paper I bought. I read only the date at the top,

all the way home.
It had been nine years.
I had been eighteen when I had killed my father. I was now twenty-seven.

I had thought I might be forty.

The flakinggray walls of our house were the same. The iron dog with his
three wolf-heads still stood in the front garden, but the fountain was silent,
and the beds of fern and moss were full of weeds. Mr. Million paid my
chairmen and unlocked with a key the door that was always guard-chained
but unbolted in my father's day-but as he did so, an immensely tall and
lanky woman who had been hawking pralines in the street came running
toward us. It was Nerissa, and I now had a servant and might have had a
bedfellow if I wished, though I could pay her nothing.
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And now I must, I suppose, explain why I have been writing this account,
which has already been the labor of days; and I must even explain why I
explain. Very well then. I have written to disclose myselfto *yr.|f, and I am
writing now because I will, I know, sometime read what I am now writing
and wonder.

Perhaps by the time I do, I will have solved the mystery of myself; or
perhaps I will no longer care to know the solution.

It has been three years since my release. This house, when Nerissa and I
re-entered it, was in a very confused state, my aunt having spent her last
days, so Mr. Million told me, in a search for my father's supposed hoard.
She did not find it, and I do notthink it is to be found; knowing his character
better than she, I believe he spent most of what his girls brought him on his
experiments and apparatus. I needed money badly myself at first, but the
reputation of the house brought women seeking buyers and men seeking to
buy. It is hardly necessary, as I told myself when we began, to do more than
introduce them, and I have a good staff now. Phaedria lives with us and
works too; the brilliant marriage was a failure after all. Last night while I was
working in my surgery I heard her at the library door. I opened it and she had
the child with her. Someday they'll want us.



The Chaste
Planet

One of the most prominent contemponry American writer-s,
lohn (tpdike hai written only one rcience fiction story, "The
Chaste P]anet." In recent decades, with the growing respecta'
bility of SE many major literary figures have occasionally
attempted the form, often with interesting resulls Saul Bel'
Iow, ifiarge Piercy, William Hiorstberg, Don DeLillo, and
Margarei Atwood have wriften novelJength SE and Doris
Lesiinghas produced the massive five-volume series Canopus
in Argos: Archives. These literary frgures wi_ll certainly have
signifrcant impact on the future of science frction, as science
iction has had an impact on them. What has been estab-
]ished is that it is not necessary to be a science fiction writer to
write SF or use ifs tropes. Nor do writers necessarily have to
deny that they have done so, as Vonnegut once did, to
preserve their literary reputations.

I n 1999, space explorers discovered that within the warm,

I turbulent, semi-liquid immensity of fupiter a perfectly

I pleasant little planet twirled, with argon skies and sparkling
seas of molten beryllium. The earthlings who first arrived on

the shores of this new world were shocked by the unabashed
nakedness of the inhabitants. Not only were the inhabitants
naked-their bodies cylindrical, slightly curved, and lon-
gitudinally ridged, like white pickles, with six toothpick-thin



limbs stuck in for purposes of locomotion, and a kind of tasseled seventh
concentrating the neural functions-but there appeared to be no sexual
differentiation among them. Indeed, there was none. Reproduction took
place by an absentee process known as "budding," and thl inhabitants of
Minerva (so the planet was dubbed, by a classics-minded official of the
Sino-American Space Agency)thought nothing of it. Evidently, wherever a
mathematical sufficiency of overlapping footsteps (or jabs, for tireir locomo-
tion left marks rather like those of ski poles in crusty snow) impressed the
porous soil of intermingled nickel and asbestos, a new pickleoid form slowly
sprouted, or "budded. " Devoid both ofparentage and of progenitive desires,
this new creature, when the three Minervan years (five of ou, *eeks) of its
maturation period brought it to full size (approximately eighteen of our
inches), eagerly shook the nickel from its roots and assumed its place in the
fruitful routines of agriculture, industry, trade, and governmlnt that on
Minerva, as on Earth, superficially dominated life.

The erotic interests of the explorers and, as argon-breathing apparatus
became perfected, of the ambassadors and investigators and mercantile
colonists from our own planet occasioned amazement and misunderstand-
ing among the Minervans. The early attempts at rape were scarcely more of
a success than the later attempts, by some of the new world's economically
marginal natives, to prostitute themselves. The lack of satisfactory contact,
however, did not prevent the expatriate earthlings from falling in love with
the Minervans, producing the usual debris of sonnets, sleepless nights,
exhaustive letters, iealous fits, and supercharged dreams. The little pickle-
shaped people, though no Pocahontas or Fayaway emerged among them to
assuage the aliens'wonderful heat, were fascinated: How could the brief,
mechanical event described (not so unlike, the scientists among them
observed, the accidental preparation of their own ground for "budding")
generate such giant expenditures of neural energy? "We live for love," they
were assured. "Our spaceships, our skyscrapers, our stock markets are but
deflections of this basic drive. Our clothes, our meals, our arts, our modes
of transportation, even our wars, are made to serve the cause of love. An
earthling infant takes in love with his first suck, and his dying gasp is
clouded by this passion. All else is sham, disguise, and make-wlrk."

The human colonies came to include females. This subspecies was softer
and more bulbous, its aggressions more intricate and its aura more compla-
cent; the Minervans never overcame their distaste for women, who seemed
boneless and odorous and parasitic after the splendid first impression made
by the early space explorers carapaced in flashing sheets of aluminum foil.
These females even more strongly paid homage to the power of love: "For
one true moment of it, a life is well lost. Give us love, or give us death. Our
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t:r:
Love moves the stars, which you cannot see. It moves the birds, which you
do not have, to song. " The Minervans were dumbfounded; they could
imagine no force, no presence beneath their swirling, argon-bright skies,
more absolute than death-for which the word in their language was the
same as for "silence. "

Then the human females, disagreeably and characteristically, would
turn the tables of curiosity. 'And you?" they would ask their little naked
auditors. "What is it that makes you tick? Tell us. There must be something
hidden, or else Freud was a local oracle. Tell us, what do you dream of,
when your six eyes shut?" And a blue-green blush would steal over the
warty, ridged, colorless epiderms of the Minervans, and they would titter
and rustle like a patch of artichokes, and on their slender stifflimbs scamper
away, and not emerge from their elaborate burrows until the concealment of
night-night, to earthling senses, as rapid and recurrent as the blinking of
an eyelid.

The first clue arose from the sonnets the lovelorn spacemen used to recite.
Though the words, however translated, came out as nonsense, the recitation
ihelf held the Minervans' interest, and seemed to excite them with its
rhythms. Students of the pioneer journals also noted that, by more than one
account, before prostitution was abandoned as unfeasible the would-be
courtesans offered from out of the depths of themselves a shy, strangulated
crooning, a sort of pitch-speech analogous to Chinese. Then robot tele-
viewers were sufficiently miniaturized to maneuver through the Minervans'
elaborate burrows. Among the dim, shaky images beamed back from
underground (the static from the nickel was terrific) were some of rods
arranged roughly in sequence of size, and of other rods, possibly hollow,
flared at one end or laterally punctured. The televiewer had stumbled, it
turned out, upon an unguarded brothel; the objects were, of course, crude
Minervan equivalents of xylophones, trumpets, and flutes. The ultimate
reaches of many private burrows contained similar objects, discreetly
tucked where the newly budded would not find them, as well as proto-harps,
quasi-violins, and certain constructions percussive in purpose. When the
crawling televiewers were fitted with audio components, the domestic
tunnels, and even some chambers of the commercial complexes, were
revealed as teeming with a constant, furtive music-a concept for which the
only Minervan word seemed to be the same as their word for "life."

Concurrent with these discoveries, a team of SASA alienists had per-
suaded a number of Minervans to submit to psychoanalysis. The pattern of
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dreamwork, with its loaded symbolization of ladders, valves, sine curves,
and hollow, polished forms, as well as the subjects'tendency under drugs to
deform their speech with melodious slippage, and the criiical case of one
Minervan (nicknamed by the psychiatric staffDora) who suffered from the
obsessive malady known as "humming," pointed to the same conclusion as
the televiewers' visual evidence: the Minervans on their sexless, muffled
planet lived for music, of which they had only the most primitive inkling.

In the exploitative rush that followed this insight, tons of nickel were
traded for a song. Spies were enlisted in the Earth's service for the bribe of a
plastic harmonica; entire cabinets and corporation boards were corrupted by
the promise of a glimpse of a clarinet-fingering diagram, or by the playing of
an old 7}-r.p.m. "Muskrat Ramble." At the first public broajcast of a
symphony, Brahms' Fourth in E Minor, the audience of Minervans went
into convulsions of ecstasy as the strings yielded the theme to the oboe, and
would doubtless have perished en masse had not the sound engineer mer-
cifully lifted the needle and switched to the Fred waring ,rrrng.*ent of'American 

Patrol. " Even so, many Minervans, in that epoch of violated
innocence, died of musical overdose, and many more wrote confessional
articles, formed liberational political parties, and engaged, with sometimes
disappointing results, in group listening.

What music meant to the Minervans, it was beyond the ken of earthlings
to understand. That repetitive mix of thuds, squeaks, and tintinnabulation,
an art so mechanical that Mozart could scribble off some of the best
between billiard shots, seemed perhaps to them a vibration implying all
vibrations, a resolution of the most inward, existential antagonisms, a
synthesizing interface-it has been suggested-between the nonconduc-
tivity of their asbestos earth and the high conductivity of their argon sky.
There remained about the Minervans' musicality, even after it had been
thoroughly exploited and rapaciously enlarged, something fastidious, bal-
anced, and wary. A confused ancient myth gave music the resonance of the
forbidden. In their Heaven, a place described as mercifully dark, music
occurred without instruments, as it were inaudibly. An elderly Minervan,
wishing to memorialize his life, would remember it almost exclusivelv in
terms of music he had heard. or had made.

When the first Minervans were rocketed to Earth (an odyssey deserving its
own epic: the outward flight through the thousands of miles of soupy
hydrogen that comprised fupiter's thick skull; the breakthrough into space
and first sight of the stars, the black universe; the backward glance at the
gaseous stripes and raging red spot dwindling behind them; the parabolic



fall through the solar system, wherein ,r. t::::ff:' ; t,,
brightness, mistook Venus for their destination, their invaders' home,

instead of the watery brown sphere that expanded beneath them), the

visitors were shocked by the ubiquitous public presence of music. Leaking

from restaurant walls, beamed into airplanes as they landed and auto-

mobiles as they crashed, chiming from steeples, thundering from parade

grounds, tingling through apartment walls, carried through the streets in

small black boxes, violating even the peace of the desert and the forest,

where drive-ins featured blue musical comedies, music at first over-

whelmed, then delighted, then disgusted, and finally bored them. They

removed the ear stopples that had initially guarded them from too keen a

dose of pleasure; surfeit muffed them; they ceased to hear. The Minervans

had discovered impotence.



The Blind Pilot
TFIANSLATED ElY DAMON KNIGHT

Nathalie-charles Henneberg, who is Russian, met her AIsa-
tian-German husband in syria when he was in the French
&rg,-5" Legion. They began writing SF rn French in the
1950s, and until his death in 1959 thiy signed their collabora-
tions with his name, much like the famois American team of
Henry Kuttner and c. L. Moore after their marriage. con-
temporary French sF was cultivated in the 1950s bv the
yagazing Fiction, ryitially a translation of The Magazine of
Fantasy & Science Fiction , which peppered its cont6n3 with
new French stories. "The Blind Pilot" was translated and
appeared rn The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction rn
1960, the year after its French appearance, and in 13 French
science Fiction Stories (1965),- the frrst such book to be
published in English. Nathalie went on to become a prolific
novelist, the "most read" French SF writer in France in the
1960s,. according to Knight. This story bears an uncanny
resemb]ance in atmosphere to the early works of the Amerl-
can writer Roger Zelazny, which it predates.

T he shop was low and dark, as if designed for someone

I who no longer knew day from night. Around it hung a
I scent of wax and incense, exotic woods, and roses dried

in darkness. It was in the cellar of one of the oldest buildings of
the old radioactive district, and you had to walk down several
steps before you reached a grille of venerian sandalwood. A
cone of Martian crystal lighted the sign: THE BLrND prt-or.

The man who came in this morning, followed by a robot
porter with a chest, was a half-crazy old voyager, like many
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who had gazed on the naked blazing of the stars. He was back from the

Aselli-aileast, if not from there, from the Southern Cross; his face was of

wax, ravaged, graven, from lying too long in a cabin at the mercy of the

ultraviolets, and in the black iungle of the planets'
The coffer was hewn from a heartwood hard as brass, porous here and

there. He had it set down on the floor, and the sides vibrated imperceptibly'

as if a great captive bee were struggling inside.
"LoJk here,'; he said, giving a rap on the lid, "l wouldn't sell that there for

a million credits, but I'm needing to refloat myself, till I get my Pay. They

tell me you're an honest Yahoo. I'll leave this here in pawn and come back to

get it in six days. What'll you give me?"
At the back of the shop, a young man raised his head. He was sitting in an

old armchair stiff with flowered brocade. He looked like one of those fine

Velasquez cavaliers who had hands of steel, and were not ashamed to be

beautiful: but a black bandage covered the upper part of his face.
"I'm no Yahoo," he answered coldly, "and I don't take live animals as

pledges. "
"Blind! You're blind!" stammered the newcomer.
"You saw my sign. "
'Accident?"

"Out in the Pleiades. "
"Sorry, shipmate!" said the traveler. But already he was scheming:

"How'd you know there was an animal in there?"
"I'm blind-but not deaf."
The whole room was tingling with a crystalline vibration. Suddenly it

stopped. The traveler wiped great drops of sweat from his forehead.
"Shipmate," he said, "that ain't really an animal. I'm holding onto that. I

don't want to sell it to nobody. And if I don't have any money tonight, it's the
jug for me. No more space voyages, no more loot, no more nothing. I'm an
HZ, to be suspended."

"l get it," answered the quiet voice. "How much?"
The other almost choked. "Will you really give me-?"
"Not a thing, I don't give anything for nothin g, and I told you before I'm

not interested in your cricket in a cage. But I can let you have five thousand
credits, no more, on your shipping papers. In six days, when you come back
to get them, you'll pay me five hundred credits extra. That's all."

"You're worse than a Yahoo!"
"No. I'm blind. " He added grimly, "My accident was caused by a jerk who

hadn't insured his rocket. I don't like ierks."
"But," said the adventurer, shuffling his feet, "how can you check my

papers?"
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"My brother's over there. Come on out, Jacky.',
A sharp little grin appeared in the shadows. Out between a lunar

harmonium in a meteorite, and a dark Terrestrial cloth on which a flayed
martyr had bled, came a cripple mounted on a little carriage-legless, with
stumps of arms, propelling himself with the aid of two hooks' a"malicious
little old man of twelve.

"Mutant," said the blind man curtly. "But he makes out, with his
prosthetics. Papers in order, lacky?"

"Sure, North. And dirtier than a dustrag.,'
"That only means they've seen good use. Give him his five thousand

credits. "
The blind man pressed a button. A cabinet opened, revealing a sort of

dumb-waiter. In the top half there was a little built-in strong bix; in the
bottom crouched a Foramen chimera, the most bloodthirsty of beasts, half
cat, half harpy.

The traveler jumped back.
The cripple rolled himself over to the strong box, grabbed up a bundle of

credits and blew on the monster's nose. It purred affectionately.
"You see, the money's well guarded here," said North.
"Can I leave my chest with you, anyhow?" asked the traveler humbly.

So the chest remained. Using the dumb-waiter, the cripple sent it up to the
small apartment that the two brothers shared in the penthouse of the
building. According to its owner, the creature that was "not really an
animal" was in hibernation; it had no need of food. The porous wood
allowed enough air to pass. But the box had to be kept in a dark place. "lt
lives in the great deeps," he had explained; "it can't stand daylight."

The building was really very old, with a lot of elevators and closets. The
mutants and cripples of the last war, who lived there because it was cheap,
accommodated themselves to it. North dragged the chest into the strong
room next to his study.

That evening, the free movie in the building was showing an old stereo
film, not even sensorial, about the conquest of the Pleiades, and facky
announced that he wanted to see it. About to leave, he asked his brother,
"You don't suppose that animal will get cold in there?"

"What are you talking about? It's in hibernation."
'Anyhow, " said facky spitefully, "we're not getting paid to keep it in fuel. "
The movie lasted till midnight, and when facky came back there was a

full moon. The boy testified later that he had been a little overexcited. A
white glimmer fooded the upper landing, and he saw that the French
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windows of the "garret," as they called his brother's study, were masked with

a black cloth. facky supposed North had taken this extra precaution on

account of the animal; he pushed himself forward with his hooks, and
knocked on the door, but no one answered, and there was no key in the lock.

He told himself then that maybe North had gone down six stories to the
bar in the building, and he decided to wait. He sat on the landing; the night
was mild, and he would not have traded the air at that height for any amount
of conditioned and filtered atmosphere. The silver star floated overhead in
the black sky. facky mused that "it means something after all, that shining
going on just the same for x years, that moon that's seen so many old kings,
poets, and all those lovers' stories. The cats that yowl at night must feel it;
and the dogs too." In the lower-class buildings, there were only robot dogs.

facky longed for a real dog-after all, he was only twelve. But mutants
couldn't own living animals.

And then . . .
(On the magnetic tape where facky's deposition was taken down, it

seemed that at that moment the boy began to choke. The recording was
interrupted, and the next reel began: "Thanks for the coffee. It was good and
bitter. ")

He had heard an indefinable sound, very faint . . . just the sound of the
ocean in a seashell. It greq and grew. . . . At the same time (though he
couldn't say how), there were images. A nacreous sky, the color of pearl, and
green crystal waves, with crests of sparkling silver. facky felt no surprise; he
had just left the stereo theater. Perhaps someone in the building opposite
had turned on a sensorial camera-and the vibrations, the waves, were
impinging here by accident.

But the melody swelled, and the boy sank under the green waves. They
stank of seaweed and fish. . . . Carried along by the currents, the little
cripple felt light and free. Banks of rustling diatoms parted for him; a blue
phosphorescence haloed the medusas and starfish, and pearly blue ane-
mones formed a forest. Grazed by a transparent jellyfish, facky felt a nettle-
like burning. The shadow of a hammerhead shark went by, and scattered a
twinkling cloud of smelt. Farther down, the shadow grew denser, more
opaque and mysterious-caverns gaped in a coral reef. The tentacle of an
octopus lashed the water, and the cripple shuddered.

He found himself thrown back against the hull of a ship, half buried in
the sand. A little black and gold siren, garlanded with barnacles, smiled
under the prow; and he fell, transported, against a breach that spilled out a
pirate treasure, coffers full of barbaric jewels. Heaps of bones were whiten-
ing at the bottom of the hold, and a skull smiled with empty sockets. This
must be an amateur film, facky thought: a little too realistic. He freed



P54 /  T ts 'E  BLIND PILC]T

himself, pushed away as hard as he could urith his hooks, rose to the surface
at last-and almost cried out.

The sky above him was not that of Earth. North had told him how that
other dark ocean looked-the sub-ether. The stars were naked and dazzling.
Reefs, that were burning meteors, sprang up out of the void. And the plar,.ls
seemed to whirl near enough to touch-one was ruby, another orante, still
another a tranquil blue; Saturn danced in its airy ring.

facky thrust his hooks out before him to push away those torches. In so
doing, he slipped and rolled across the landing. The door opened a second
later-he hadn't had time to fall three steps, but this time he wasn't diving
alone: beside him, in the hideously reddened water, whirled and danced the
body of a disjointed puppet, with gullied features in a face of wax.

Jacky raised his head. North stood on the sill, terrible, pale as a statue of
old ivory; the black bandage cut his face in two. He called, "Who's there?
Answer me, or I' l l call the militia!"

His voice was loud and angry. North, who always spoke so softly to
facky. . . .

"It's me, fack," said the boy, trembling. "l was coming back, and I missed
a step.

("1 told a lie," said |acky later, to the militiamen who were questioning
him. And he stared into their eyes with a look of open defiance. "That's
right, sure, I told a lie. Because I knew he'd kill me.")

The next morning there was no blood and no corpse on the landing. Only a
smell of seaweed. . . .

facky was filling the coffee cups, in the back of the shop, while the
television news broadcast was on. Toward the end, the announcer men-
tioned thatthe body of a drowned man had been taken from the harbor. The
dead man's face appeared on the tiny screen at the moment North came into
the shop.

"Hey, look at that!" called the cripple. "Your five thousand credits are
done for. "

"What's that?" asked his brother, picking up his china cup and his
buttered bread with delicate accuracy.

"The character with the pet, what's his name? Oh, yes, Joash Du Guast-
whata monicker! They've just fished him out of the channel. Guess what,
they don't know who he is: somebody swiped his wallet. "

'A dead loss," said the older. "You're certain he's the one?"
"He's still on the screen. He isn't a pretty sight. "
An indefinable expression passed over North's mobile features. "You'd
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think he was relieved," facky told himself. Aloud, he asked, "What do we do

with the animal?"
"Does it bother you?" asked North, a little too negligently.
"Me, old man," said the cripple in a clownish tone, imitating a famous

fat actor, "as long as there's no wrinkles in my belly! Where did he come

from, this Joash?"
"He talked about the Aselli," said North, reaching with a magician's

deftness for another slice of bread. 'And a lot of other things, too. What are

you up to this morning? Got any work to do?"
"Not much! The Stimpson order to send out. A crate of lunar bells

coming in. I ought to go to the Reeducation Center, too."
"Okay, I see you've got a full morning. Can you bring me a copy of the

weekly news disc?"
"Sure. "

But facky didn't go to the Reeducation Center that morning, nor to his

customers. With his carriage perched on the slidewalk, he rode to Astronau-

tics Headquarters, a building among others, and had some difficulty getting

upstairs in the elevator, amid the students' jibes. Some of them asked, "You

want to do the broad iump in a rocket?" And others, "He thinks these are the

good old days, when everybody was hunting for round-bottoms to send to

the Moon!" It was not really spiteful, and Jacky was used to it.

He felt a touch of nostalgia, not for himself but for North. He knew North

would never come here again. The walls were covered with celestial charts;
microfilm shelves rose from one floor to the next, and in all the glass cases
there were models of spaceship engines, from the multi-stage rockets and
sputniks, all the way up to the great ships that synthesized their own
fissionables. facky arrived all out of breath in front of the robot card sorter,
and handed it his card.

"The Aselli," spat the robot. 'Asellus Borealis? Asellus Australis?
Gamma Cancri or Delta Cancri?"

"There's nothing else out there?"
"Yes, Alphard, longitude twenty-six degrees nineteen minutes. Alpha

Hydrae. "
"Hydra, that's an aquatic monster? Is it a water planet? Read me the card. "
"There is little to tell," crackled the robot. "The planet is almost unex-

plored, its surface being composed of oceans. No regular relations with
Earth. "

"Fauna? Flora?"
"Without evidence to the contrary, those of oceans in general."
"lntelligent life?"
The robot made afacerwith its ball bearings. "Without evidence to the



contrary, none. Nor any human beings. Nothing but sea lions a'd
manatees. "

"Manatees? what are they?" asked facky, suddenly apprehensive.
"Herbivorous sirenian mammals that live on Earth, along the shores of

Africa and America. Manatees sometimes grow as long as three meters, and
frequent the estuaries of rivers. "

"But-'sirenians'?"
'A genus of mammals, related to the cetaceans, and comprising the

dugongs, manatees, and so on. "

Jacky's eyebrows went up and he cried, "l thought it came from 'siren'!"

"So it does, " said the robot laconically. "Fabulous monsters, half woman,
half bird or fish. With their sweet singing, they lured voyagers onto the
reefs. . . ."

"Where did this happen?"
"On Earth, where else?" said the robot, offended. "Between the isle of

Capri and the coast of Italy. Young man, you don't know quite what you
mean to ask. "

But facky knew.
On his return, as he expected, he found the shop closed and a note tacked

to the door: "The pilot is out. " facky hunted in his pockets for the key,
slipped inside. All was calm and ordinary, except for that smell which ruled
now like the mistress of the house, the smell that you breathe on the
beaches, in little coves, in summer: seaweed, shells, fish, perhaps a little tar.

|acky set the table, set to work in the kitchenette, and prepared a nice little
snack, lobster salad and ravioli. Secretive and spiteful, imprisoned among
the yeilowing antiques of the shop, the young cripple really loved them all.

When everything was ready-fresh flowers in the vases, the ravioli hot,
ice cubes in the glasses-facky rang three times, according to custom. No
one answered. Everything was a pretext for a secret language between the
two mutilated brothers, who adored each other. The first stroke of the bell
meant: "The meal is ready, his lordship may come down"; the second: "l'm
hungry"; and the third: "l'm hungry, hungry, hungry!" The fourth had
almost the sense of "Have you had an accident?"

facky hesitated a moment, then pressed the button. The silence was deep
among the crystallized plants and the gelns of seven planets. Did this mean
that North was really away? The cripple hoisted himself into the dumb-
waiter and rode up to the penthouse.

On the upper landing, the scent had changed; it had flowered now into
unknown spices, and it would have taken a more expert observer than facky
to recognize the aromatics of the fabulous past: nard, aloes, and benzoin,
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the bitter thyme of Sheba's Balkis, the myrrh and olibanum of Cleopatra.

In the midst of all this, the music was real, almost palpable, like a pillar of

light, and facky asked himself how it could be that the others, on the floors

below didn't hear it.

North Ellis closed the door behind him, turned the key and shot the bolt.

His blind man's hands, strong and slender, executed these movements with

machine-like precision, but he was panting a little, and in spite of old habit,

had almost missed the landing. He was so hard pressed . . . but he had to

foresee everything. |acky must never enter this room. Jacky . . . Resting his

back against the door, North thought for a moment that he should have sent

facky to Europe. Their aunt, their mother's sister, lived somewhere in a little

village with a musical name. He felt responsible for |acky.
He swept away these preoccupations like dead leaves, and walked toward

the dark corner where the chest lay under a black cloth. His fingers crept

over the porous wood, which scented his palms.
"You're there," he said in a cold, harsh voice. "You've been waiting for

me, you!"
The being that crouched at the heart of the shadows did not immediately

answer, but the concentric waves of the music swelled out. And the man
who had tumbled to earth with broken wings, awaited neither by his
mother, dead of leukemia, nor by a red-haired girl who had laughed,
turning her primrose face beside a white neck . . . the blind pilot felt
himself neither deprived nor unhappy.

"You're beautiful, aren't you? You're very beautiful! Your voice . . ."
"What else would you like to know?" responded the waves, growing

stronger. "You are sightless, I faceless. I told you, yesterday when you

opened the strong room: I am all that streams and sings. The glittering
cascades, the torrents of ice that break on the columbines, the refection of
the multiple moons on the oceans. . . . And I am the ocean. Let yourself
float on my wave. Come. . . ."

"You made me kill that man yesterday. "
"What is a man? I speak to you of tumbling abysses, dark and luminous

by turns, of the crucibles where new life is forged, and you answer me with
the death of a spaceman! Anyhow, he deserved it: he captured me, im-
prisoned me, and would have come back to separate us!"

"Separate us . ." said North. "Do you think that's possible?"
"No-if you follow me."
The central melody grew piercing. It was like a spire, or a bridge over a
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limitless space. And the unconscious part of the human soul darted out to
encounter that harmony. The wheeling abyss opened, it was peopled with
trembling nebulas, with diamonds and roses of fire. . . .

North toppled into it.
. . . It was strange to recognize, in this nth dimension, the crowds of

stars he had encountered in real voyages-the glacial scintillation of Polaris,
the scattered pearls of Orion's Belt. North marveled to find himself again in
this night, weightless and free, without spacesuit or rocket. fets of photons
bore him on immense wings. The garret, the mutants'building, the Earth?
He could have laughed at them. The Boreal Dragon twisted its spirals in a
spray of stars. He crossed in one bound an abyss streaming with fire-
Berenice's Hair-and cut himself on the blue sapphire of Vega in the Lyre.
He was not climbing alone: the living music wound him in its rings.

"Do you think to know the Infinite?" said the voice enfolded in the
harmonies. "Poor Earthlings, who claim to have discovered everything!
Because you've built heavy machines that break all equilibrium, that burst
into flame and fall, and martyr your vulnerable human flesh? . . Come,
I'll show you what we can see, we obscure and immobile ones, in the
abysses, since what is on high is also down below. . . ."

The star spirals and the harmonies surged up. In the depths of his night,
North gazed upon those things that the pilots, constrained by their limited
periscopic screens, never saw: oceans of rubies, furnaces of emeralds, dark
stars, constellations coiled like luminous dragons. Meteorites were a rain of
motionless streaks. Novas came to meet him; they exploded and shattered in
sidereal tornadoes, the giants and dwarfs fell again in incandescent cas-
cades. Space-time was nothing but a flaming chalice.

"Higher! Faster!" sang the voice.
All that passed beyond the vertigo and tipsiness of the flesh. North felt

himself tumbled, dissolved in the astral foam; he was nothing but an atom

in the infinite. . . .
"Higher! Faster!"
Was it at that moment, among the dusty arcs, far down at the bottom of

the abyss, at the heart of his being, that he felt that icy breath, that sensation

of horror? It was more than unclean. It was as if he had leaped over the

abysses and the centuries, passed beyond all human limits-and ended at

this. At nothingness, the void. He was down at the bottom of a well, in utter

darkness, and his mouth was full of blood. Rhythmic blows were shaking

that closed universe. Tiying to raise himself, he felt under his hands the

porous, wrinkled wood. A childish voice was crying, "North! Oh, North!

Don't you hear me? Let me in, let me in!"
North came back to himself, numbed, weak as if he had bled to death.
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For a little, he thought himself in the wrecked starship, out in the Pleiades.
He hoisted himself up on his elbows and crawled toward the door. He had
strength enough left to draw the bolt, turn the key, and then he fainted on
the sill.

"It was those trips, you know . . ." facky looked up at the Spatial
Militiamen who were taking their turn opposite him. They were not hard-
hearted; they had given him a sandwich and a big quilt. But how much
could they understand? "l never knew when North started getting unhappy.
Me, I never went on a trip farther away than the coast. Ever since he's been
blind, he always seemed to be so calm! I thought he was like me. When I
was around him, I felt good, I never wanted to go anywhere. Sometimes, to
try and be the same as him, I'd put a bandage around my eyes, and try to see
everything in sounds instead of colors. Sure, the switchboard operator, and
the night watchman (not the robot, the other one), they said this was no life
for two boys. But North was blind and I was crippled. Who would have
wanted us?"

The Chief of Militia reflected that Jacky was mistaken: someone would
certainly have wanted North. But saying nothing of this, he went on asking
questions.

. . . The next day was cloudy; North pulled an old spacesuit out of a pile
of scrap iron and began to polish the plates, whistling. He explained to Jacky
that he was going to put it at the entrance of the shop. Toward noon, facky
took a message; he was told that the board of directors of a certain famous
sanatorium were reluctant to accept a boarder mutated to that extent. He
accepted their excuses and hung up, silently. So that was what it was all
about: North wanted to get rid of him. He was crazy*it was as if he had
gone blind all over again! During a miserable lunch, the idea came to him
to put the apartment's telephone line out of commission: that way, the outer
world would leave them alone. But first he wanted to call up Dr. Evers, their
family doctor, and the telephone did not respond. facky realized that North
had forestalled him.

Afterthat, he made himself small, rolled his carriage behind some crates,
and installed himself on a shelf of the bookcase. It was his favorite hiding
place. There were still in the shop some volumes bound in blond leather,
almost golden, which smelled of incense or cigars, with yellowing pages
and the curious printing of the twentieth century. They had quaint pictures,
not even animated. Without having to look for it, he stumbled upon the
marvelous story of the navigator who sailed the wine-dark sea. The sail was
purple, and the hull of sandalwood. Off the mythological coasts, a divine
singing arose, inviting the sailors to more distant flights. The reefs were
fringed with pearls; the white moon rose high above the fabulous moun-



tains. Ulysses stopped up their ears with wax and tied himself to the mast.
But he himself heard the songs of the sirens.

"North," the boy asked later, forgetting all caution, "is there such a thing
as sirens?"

"What?" asked the blind man, with a start.
"l mean, the sailors in the olden days, they said-"
"Crud, " said North. "Those guys went out oftheir heads, sailing across the

oceans. fust think, it took them longer between Crete, a little island, and
Ithaca, than it takes us to get to Jupiter. They went short of food, and their
ships were walnut shells. And on top of everything else, for months on end
they'd see nobody excepta few shipmates, as chapped and hairy as they were.
Well, they'd startto go offtheir rockers, and the firstwoman pirate was Circe
or Calypso to them, and the first cetacean they met was an ocean princess. "

'A manatee," said facky.
"That's right, a manatee. Have you ever seen one?"
"No. "
"Sure, that's right, I don't think there is one in the zoo. Maybe in the

exotic specimens. Thke down the fourth book from the left, on the'Nat.
Sciences' shelf. Page seven hundred ninety-two. Got it?"

The page was freshly dog-eared; North must have been leafing through
the book, without being able to read it. Well, it was a big beast with a round
head and mustaches, and a thick oily skin. The female was giving suck to a
little tar-baby. They all had serious expressions. facky was overcome with
mad laughter.

"Ridiculous, isn't it?" North asked in an unrecognizable voice, harsh and
broken. "To think so many guys have dived into the water on account of
that! I think they must have been sick. "

But that evening, he offered facky a ticket to the planetarium and a trip to
the amusement park. facky refused politely; he was content to stay on his
shelf. Again he plunged into the volume bound in blond leather, discover-
ing for the first time that life has always been mysterious and that destiny
wears many masks. The isles with the fabulous names f ickered past to the
rhythm of strophes; the heroes sailed for the conquest of the Golden Fleece,
or perhaps they led a pale well-beloved out of Hades. Some burned their
wings in the sun and fell. . . .

North walked around cat-footed, closing the shutters, arranging the
planetary knickknacks. He disappeared so quietly that facky was not aware of
it, and it was only when the boy wanted to ask him for some information
about sailing ships that his absence became a concrete fact. Suddenly
afraid, facky slipped to the floor, and discovered that his carriage had also
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disappeared. He crawled then, with the aid of his hooks, among the

scattered pieces of iron, and it was then that he stumbled over a horrible

viscous thing: the wet billfold of foash Du Guast. The five thousand credits

were still inside.
After that, his fear had no limit, and facky crawled instinctively toward

the door, which he found shut; then to the dumb-waiter, where he heard the

Foramen chimera, caged, mew pleasantly. "lt won't work, old lady," he

breathed at it. "They've locked us both up together. "

He licked a little blood out of the corners of his mouth, and thought hard.

He would have to be quick. To be sure, he could hammer on the door, but

the street was deserted at night, the normals were all getting ready to watch

their telesets, or some other kind of screen-and there was no use knocking
on the walls: the shop was surrounded by empty cellars. And the telephone
was dead.

facky then did what any imprisoned boy of his age would have done (but

from him, it demanded a superhuman effort): he clambered up the cur-
tains, managed to open the window with his hook, and jumped out. He was
hurt, falling on the pavement.

. "That damn kid!" thought North as he opened the door of the garret.
"Sirens!"

His hands were trembling. A wave of aromatics, already familiar, came
into his night and surrounded him: he had breathed them on other worlds.
He understood what was required of him, and he let himself go, abandoned
himself to the furious maelstrom of sounds and smells, to the tide of singing
and perfumes. His useless, mutilated body lay somewhere out of the way, on
a shelf.

"Look at me," said the music. "l am in you, and you are me. They tried in
vain to keep you on Earth, with chains of falsehood. You are no longer of
Earth, since we live one life together. Yesterday I showed you the abysses I
know. Show me the stars you have visited: memory by memory, I shall take
them. In that way, perhaps, shall we not find the world that calls us? Come. I
shall choose a planet, like a pearl."

He saw them again, all of them.
Alpha Spicae, in the constellation of the Virgin, is a frozen globe, whose

atmosphere is so rich in water vapor that a rocket sticks in the ground like a
needle of frost. Under a distant green sun, this world scintillates like a
million-faceted diamond, and its ice cap spreads toward the equator. On the
ground, you are snared in a net of rainbows and green snoq a snow that
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smells like benzoin (all the pilots know that stellar illusion). On Alpha
Spicae, a lost explorer goes mad in a few hours.

North was irresistibly drawn away, and shortly recognized the magnetic
planet of the Ditch in Cygnus. That one, too, he had learned to avoid on his
voyages: itwas followed in its orbitby the thousands ofsidereal corpses it had
captured. The bravest pilots followed it in their coffins of sparkling ice; for
that sphere, no larger than the Moon, is composed of pure golden ore.

They passed like a waterspout across a lake of incandescent crystal -

Altair. Another trap lay in wait for them in the constellation Orion, where
the gigantic diamond of Betelgeuse flashed; a phantasmagoria of deceptive
images, a spiderweb of lightnings. The orb which cowered behind these
mirages had no name, only a nickname: Sundew. Space pilots avoided it
like the Pit.

"Higher!" sang the voice, made up now of thousands of etheric currents,
millions of astral vibrations. "Farther!"

But here, North began to struggle. He knew now where she was drawing
him, and what incandescent hell he would meet on that path, because he
had already experienced it. He knew of a peculiar planet with silvery-violet
skies, out in the mysterious constellation of Cancer. It was the most beauti-
ful he had ever glimpsed, the only one he had loved like a woman, because
its oceans reminded him of a pair of eyes. Ten dancing moons crowned that
Alpha Hydrae, which the ancient nomads called Al-Phard. It was a deep
watery world, with frothing waves: an odor of sea-salt, of seaweed, of
ambergris drifted over its surface. A perpetual ultrasonic music jumbled all
attempts atcommunication, and repulsed the starships. The oxygen content
of Alpha Hydrae's atmosphere was so high that it intoxicated living beings
and burned them up. The rockets that succeeded in escaping the attraction
of Al-Phard carried back crews of the blissful dead.

It was in trying to escape its grip that an uncontrolled machine, with
North aboard, had once headed toward the Pleiades and crashed on the

surface of an asteroid.
Heavy blows shook the temples of the solitary navigator. The enormous

sun of Pollux leaped out of space, exploded, fell to ruin in the darkness, with
Procyon and the Goat; the whole Milky Way trembled and vibrated. The

human soul lost in that torrent of energy, the soul that struggled, despaired,

foundered, was only an infinitesimal atom, a sound-or the echo of a

sound, in the harmony of the spheres.

"This is it," said Jacky, wiping his bloody mouth. "Honest, this is it,
Inspector. There's the window I jumped out of. . . ."
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There it was, with its smashed glass, and Jacky did not mention how
painful the fall had been. His forearms slashed, he had hung suspended by
his hooks. On the pavement, he had lost consciousness. Coming to later,
under a fine drizzle of rain, he had, he said, "crawled and crawled." Few of
the passing autos had even slowed down for that crushed human caterpillar.
"Oh, Marilyn, did you see that funny little round-bottom?"-"lt must be
one of those mutant cripples, don't stop. Galla. . . ."-"Sprce! Are they
still contagious?" |acky bit his lips. Finally, a truck had stopped. Robots-a
crew of robots from the sanitation department-had picked him up. He
began to cry, seeing himself already thrown onto the junk-heap. By chance,
the driver was human; he heard, and took him to the militia post.

"l don't hear anything," said the inspector after a moment of silence.
"The others in the block didn't hear anything either!" breathed facky.
"l think he must be very unhappy, or else drunk. . . . Are there ultra-

sonics, maybe? Look, the dogs are restless. "
Certainly, the handsome Great Danes of the Special Service were acting

strangely: they were going around in circles and whining.
'A quarrel between monsters," thought Inspector Morel. "fust my luck a

mutant stump of a kid, a space pilot with the D.T's, and a siren! They'll
laugh in my face down at headquarters!"

But, as facky cried and beat on the door, he gave the order to break it in.
The boy crawled toward the dumb-waiter; one of the militiamen almost
fired on the chimera, which had leaped from its cabinet, purring.

"That's nothing, it's only a big cat from Foramen!" facky wailed. "Come
on, please come on, I'm going up the shaft. "

"l was never in such a madhouse before," thought the inspector. There
were things in every corner-robots or idols, with three heads or seven
hands. There were talking shells. One of the men shouted, feeling a mobile
creeper twine itself in his hair. They ought to forbid the import of these
parlor tricks into an honest Terrestrial port. Not surprising that the lad
upstairs should have gone off his nut, the inspector told himself.

When the militia reached the topmost landing of the building, facky was
stretched out in front of the closed door, banging it desperately with his
hooks. Whether on account of ultrasonics or not, the men were pale. The
enormous harmony that filled the garret was here perceptible, palpable.
Morel called, but no one answered.

"He's dead?" asked facky. "lsn't he?"
They sensed a living, evil presence inside.
Morel disposed his men in pairs, one on either side of the door. A ferret-

faced little locksmith slipped up and began to work on the bolt. When he
was finished, the militiamen were supposed to break the door down quickly



and rush inside, while Morel covered them, if the need arose, with heat gun
in hand. But it was black inside the garret; someone would have to carry a
powerful flashlight and play it back and forth.

"Me," said Jacky. He was white as a sheet, trembling all over. "lf my
brother's dead, Inspector, you should let me go in. Anyhow, what risk would
I take? You'll be right behind me. And I promise not to let go of the
flashlight, no matter what. "

The inspector looked at the legless child. "You might get yourself shot,"
he said. "You never know what weapons these extra-terrestrials are going to
use. Or what they're thinking, or what they want. That thing . . . maybe it
sings the way we breathe."

"l know," said Jacky. He neglected to add, "That's why I asked to carry the
flashlight. So as to get to it first."

The inspector handed him the flashlight. He seized it firmly with one of
his hooks. And the first sharp ray, like a sword, cut through the keyhole into
the attic.

They all felt the crushing tension let go. Released, with frothing tongues,
the dogs lay down on the floor. It was as if a tight cord had suddenly
snapped. And abruptly, behind the closed door, something broke with a
stunning crash.

At the same instant, the landing was flooded with an intolerable smell of
burned flesh. Down in the street, ant-like pedestrians screamed and ran.
The building was burning. An object falling in flames had buried itself in
the roof. . . . Fire trucks were called.

The militiamen broke down the door, and Morel stumbled over a
horrible mass of flesh, calcined, crushed, which no longer bore any resem-
blance to North. A man who had fallen from a starship, across the stellar
void, might have looked like that. A man who had leaped into a vacuum
without a spacesuit . . . a half-disintegrated manikin. North Ellis, the blind
pilot, had suffered his last shipwreck.

Overcome by nausea, the militiamen backed away. Jacky himself had not
moved from the landing. He clung to the flashlight, and the powerful beam
of light untiringly searched, swept the dark cave. The symphony that only
his ears had heard grew fainter, then lost itself in a tempest of discordant
sounds. The invisible being gave one last sharp wail (in the street, all the
windows broke and all the lights went out).

Then there was silence.

facky sat and licked his bloody lips. Inside, in the garret, the militiamen
were pulling down the black draperies, breaking furniture. One of them
shouted, "There's nothing here!"
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facky dropped the flashlight, raised himself on his stumps. "Look in the
chest! In the strong room, to the side-"

"Nothing in here. Nothing in the chest. "
"Wait a minute," said the youngest of the militiamen, "there it is-on the

floor. "
Then they dragged her out, her round head bobbed, and Jacky recognized

the thick, glossy skin and the fippers. She had died, probably, at the first
touch of the light, but her corpse was still pulsing in a dull rhythm. An
ultrasonic machine? No. Tho red slits wept bloody tears. . . . The sirens of
Alpha Hydrae cannot bear the light.



The Men Who
Murdered
Mohammed

Alfred Bester began to write SF and fantasy in the late 1930s
and then Ieft the freld, returning in the early 1950s. He is the
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The Demolished Man, winner of the frrst Hugo Award for
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ting, and The Stars My Destination, a literary tour-de-force
that became one of the models of innovation for the New
Wave writers. Still, his maior influence was felt through his
short stories. At the time of his death in 1987, he had become
an e]der statesman revered by younger writers such as Samuel
R. Delany, Michael Moorcock, and William Cibson. "The
Men Who Murdered Mohammed" is from the hand of an
aggressive inventor obsessed with psychological tricks in liter-
ature. It is characterized by Bester's energy and almost frantic
wit.
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here was a man who mutilated history. He toppled empires and
uprooted dynasties. Because of him, Mount Vernon should not be a
national shrine, and Columbus, Ohio, should be called Cabot, Ohio.

Because of him the name Marie Curie should be cursed in France, and no
one should swear by the beard of the Prophet. Actually, these realities did
not happen, because he was a mad professor; or, to put it another way, he
only succeeded in making them unreal for himself.

No*, the patient reader is too familiar with the conventional mad
professor, undersized and overbrowed, creating monsters in his laboratory
which invariably turn on their maker and menace his lovely daughter. This
story isn't about that sort of make-believe man. It's about Henry Hassel, a
genuine mad professor in a class with such better-known men as Ludwig
Boltzmann (see Ideal Gas Law), facques Charles and Andr6 Marie Ampbre
(r77r-r836).

Everyone ought to know that the electrical ampere was so named in
honor of Ampdre. Ludwig Boltzmann was a distinguished Austrian physi-
cist, as famous for his research on black-body radiation as on Ideal Gases.
You can look him up in Volume Three of the Encyclopaedia Bitannica,
BALI to BRAI. facques Alexandre C6sar Charles was the first mathemati-
cian to become interested in flight, and he invented the hydrogen balloon.
These were real men.

They were also real mad professors. Ampbre, for example, was on his way
to an important meeting of scientists in Paris. In his taxi he got a brilliant
idea (of an electrical nature, I assume) and whipped out a pencil and jotted
the equation on the wall of the hansom cab. Roughly, it was: dH : ipdl/rz
in which p is the perpendicular distance from P to the line of the element dl;
or dH : i sin @ dlhz. This is sometimes known as Laplace's Law, although
he wasn't at the meeting.

Anyway, the cab arrived at the Acad6mie. AmpEre jumped out, paid the
driver and rushed into the meeting to tell everybody about his idea. Then he
realized he didn't have the note on him, remembered where he'd left it, and
had to chase through the streets of Paris after the taxi to recover his runaway
equation. Sometimes I imagine that's how Fermat lost his famous "Last
Theorem," although Fermat wasn't at the meeting either, having died some
two hundred years earlier.

or take Boltzmann. Giving a course in Advanced Ideal Gases, he
peppered his lectures with involved calculus, which he worked out quickly
and casually in his head. He had that kind of head. His students had so
much trouble trying to puzzle out the math by ear that they couldn't keep
up with the lectures, and they begged Boltzmann to work out his equations
on the blackboard. ..'.



Boltzmann apologized and promised to be more helpful in the future. At
the next lecture he began, "Gentlemen, combining Boyle's Law with the
Law of Charles, we arrive at the equation pv : po vo (l + at). Now,
obviously, if 

"Sb 
- (x)dxX(a), then pv : RT and 

"S 
f (x,y,z) dV : O. It's as

simple as two plus two equals four. " At this point Boltzmann remembered
his promise. He turned to the blackboard, conscientiously chalked 2 + 2 -
4, and then breezed on, casually doing the complicated calculus in his
head.

facques Charles, the brilliant mathematician who discovered Charles's
Law (sometimes known as Gay-Lussac's Law), which Boltzmann mentioned
in his lecture, had a lunatic passion to become a famous paleographer-that
is, a discoverer of ancient manuscripts. I think that being forced to share
credit with Gay-Lussac may have unhinged him.

He paid a transparent swindler named Vrain-Lucas 200,000 francs for
holograph letters purportedly written by fulius Caesar, Alexander the Great,
and Pontius Pilate. Charles, a man who could see through any gas, ideal or
not, actually believed in these forgeries despite the fact that the maladroit
Vrain-Lucas had written them in modern French on modern notepaper
bearing modern watermarks. Charles even tried to donate them to the
Louvre.

No*, these men weren't idiots. They were geniuses who paid a high price
for their genius because the rest of their thinking was other-world. A genius
is someone who travels to truth by an unexpected path. Unfortunately,
unexpected paths lead to disaster in everyday life. This is what happened to
Henry Hassel, professor of Applied Compulsion at Unknown University in
the year 1980.

Nobody knows where Unknown University is or what they teach there. It
has a faculty of some two hundred eccentrics, and a student body of two
thousand misfits-the kind that remain anonymous until they win Nobel
prizes or become the First Man on Mars. You can always spot a graduate of
U.U. when you ask people where they went to school. If you get an evasive
reply like: "State," or "Oh, a freshwater school you never heard of," you can
bet they went to Unknown. Someday I hope to tell you more about this
university, which is a center of learning only in the Pickwickian sense.

Anyway, Henry Hassel started home from his office in the Psychotic
Psenter early one afternoon, strolling through the Physical Culture arcade.
It is not true that he did this to leer at the nude coeds practicing Arcane
Eurythmics; rather, Hassel liked to admire the trophies displayed in the
arcade in memory of great Unknown teams which had won the sort of
championships that Unknown teams win-in sports like Strabismus, Oc-
elusion and Botulism. (Hassel had been Frambesia singles champion three
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years running.) He arrived home uplifted, and burst gaily into the house to

discover his wife in the arms of a man.
There she was, a lovely woman of thirty-five, with smoky red hair and

almond eyes, being heartily embraced by t person whose pockets were

stuffed with pamphlets, microchemical apparatus and a patella-reflex ham-

mer-a typical campus character of U.U., in fact. The embrace was so

concentrated that neither of the offending parties noticed Henry Hassel
glaring at them from the hallway.

Now, remember Ampbre and Charles and Boltzmann. Hassel weighed
one hundred and ninety pounds. He was muscular and uninhibited. It
would have been childi; play for him to have dismembered his wife and her
lover, and thus simply and directly achieve the goal he desired-the end of
his wife's life. But Henry Hassel was in the genius class; his mind just didn't
operate that way.

Hassel breathed hard, turned and lumbered into his private laboratory
like a freight engine. He opened a drawer labeled DUoDENUu and removed
a .4i-caliber revolver. He opened other drawers, more interestingly labeled,
and assembled apparatus. In exactly seven and one half minutes (such was
his rage), he put together a time machine (such was his genius).

Professor Hassel assembled the time machine around him, set a dial for
1902, picked up the revolver and pressed a button. The machine made a
noise like defective plumbing and Hassel disappeared. He reappeared in
Philadelphia on fune 3,1902, went directly to No. l2l8 Walnut Street, a
red-brick house with marble steps, and rang the bell. A man who might
have passed for the third Smith Brother opened the door and looked at
Henry Hassel.

"Mr. fessup?" Hassel asked in a suffocated voice.
"Yes?"
"You are Mr. fessup?"
" l  am. t t

"You will have a son, Edgar? Edgar Allan fessup-so named because of
your regrettable admiration for Poe?"

The third Smith Brother was startled. "Not that I know of," he said. "l'm
not married yet. "

"You will be," Hassel said angrily. "l have the misfortune to be married to
your son's daughter. Greta. Excuse me. " He raised the revolver and shot his
wife's grandfather-to-be.

"She will have ceased to exist," Hassel muttered, blowing smoke out of
the revolver. "I'll be a bachelor. I may even be married to somebody
else. . . . Good God! Who?"

Hassel waited impatiently for the automatic recall of the time machine to
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snatch him back to his own laboratory. He rushed into his living room.
There was his redheaded wife, still in the arms of a man.

Hassel was thunderstruck.
"So that's it," he growled. 'A family tradition of faithlessness. Well, we'll

see about that. We have ways and means. " He permitted himself a hollow
laugh, returned to his laboratory, and sent himself back to the year 1901,
where he shot and killed Emma Hotchkiss, his wife's maternal grand-
mother-to-be. He returned to his own home in his own time. There was his
redheaded wife, still in the arms of another man.

"But r know the old bitch was her grandmother," Hassel muttered. "you
couldn't miss the resemblance. What the hell's gone wrong?"

Hassel was confused and dismayed, but not without resources. He went to
his study, had difficulty picking up the phone, but finally managed to dial
the Malpractice Laboratory. His finger kept oozing out of the dial holes.

"Sam?" he said. "This is Henrv. "
"Who?"
"Henry."
"You'll have to speak up. "
"Henry Hassel!"
"Oh, good afternoon, Henry."
"Tell me all about time. "
"Time? Hmmm . . ." The Simplex-and-Multiplex Computer cleared

its throat while it waited for the data circuits to link up. 'Ahem. Time. (l)
Absolute. (2) Relative. (3) Recurrent. (1) Absolute: period, contingent,
duration, diurnity, perpetuity -"

"Sorry, Sam. Wrong request. Go back. I want time, reference to succes-
sion of travel in. "

Sam shifted gears and began again. Hassel listened intently. He nodded.
He grunted. "Uh huh. Uh huh. Right. I see. Thought so. A continuum,
eh? Acts performed in past must alter future. Then I'm on the right track.
But act must be significant, eh? Mass-action effect. Tiivia cannot divert
existing phenomena streams. Hmmm. But how trivial is a grandmother?"

"What are you trying to do, Henry?"
"Kill my wife," Hassel snapped. He hung up. He returned to his labora-

tory. He considered, still in a jealous rage.
"Got to do something significant," he muttered. "Wipe Greta out. Wpe

it all out. All right, by God! I'll show 'em."

Hassel went back to the year 1775, visited a Virginia farm and shot a
young colonel in the brisket. The colonel's name was George Washington,
and Hassel made sure he was dead. He returned to his own time and his own
home. There was his redheaded wife, still in the arms of another.
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"Damn!" said Hassel. He was running out of ammunition. He opened a

fresh box of cartridges, went back in time and massacred Christopher

Columbus, Napoleon, Mohammed and half a dozen other celebrities.
"That ought to do it, by God!" said Hassel.

He returned to his own time, and found his wife as before.

His knees turned to water; his feet seemed to melt into the floor. He went

back to his laboratory, walking through nightmare quicksands.

"What the hell is significant?" Hassel asked himself painfully. "How

much does it take to change futurity? By God, I'll really change it this time.

I'll go for broke. "

He traveled to Paris at the turn of the twentieth century and visited a

Madame Curie in an attic workshop near the Sorbonne. "Madame," he said

in his execrable French, "I am a stranger to you of the utmost, but a scientist

entire. Knowing of your experiments with radium-Oh? You haven't got to

radium yet? No matter. I am here to teach you all of nuclear fission. "

He taught her. He had the satisfaction of seeing Paris go up in a mush-

room of smoke before the automatic recall brought him home. "That'll

teach women to be faithless," he growled. . "Guhhh!" The last was
wrenched from his lips when he saw his redheaded wife still-But no need

to belabor the obvious.
Hassel swam through fogs to his study and sat down to think. While hei;

thinking I'd better warn you that this is not a conventional time story. If you

imagine for a moment that Henry is going to discover that the man fondling

his wife is himself, you're mistaken. The viper is not Henry Hassel, his son,
a relation , or even Ludwig Boltzmann ( I 844- I 906). Hassel does not make a
circle in time, ending where the story begins-to the satisfaction of nobody
and the fury of everybody-for the simple reason that time isn't circular, or
linear, or tandem, discoid, syzygous, longinquitous, or pandicularted.
Time is a private matter, as Hassel discovered.

"Maybe I slipped up somehow," Hassel muttered. "l'd better find out."
He fought with the telephone, which seemed to weigh a hundred tons, and
at last managed to get through to the library.

"Hello, Library? This is Henry."
"Who?"
"Henry Hassel."
"Speak up, please."
"HENRY HASSEL!"

"Oh. Good afternoon, Henry. "
"What have you got on George Washington?"
Library clucked while her scanners sorted through her catalogues.

"George Washington, first president of the United States, was born in-"
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"First president? Wasn't he murdered in l77S?"
"Really, Henry. That's an absurd question. Everybody knows that George

Wash-"
"Doesn't anybody know he was shot?"
"By whom?"
"Me. "
"When?"
" In  177r . "
"How did you manage to do that?"
"l've got a revolver. "
"No, I mean, how did you do it two hundred years ago?"
"l've got a time machine. "
"Well, there's no record here," Library said. "He's still doing fine in my

files. You must have missed."
"l did not miss. What about Christopher Columbus? Any record of his

death in 1489?"
"But he discovered the New World in 1492."
"He did not. He was murdered in 1489."
"How?"
"With a forty-five slug in the gizzard."
"You again, Henry?"
"Yes. "
"There's no record here," Library insisted.
"l will not lose my temper, " Hassel said
"Why not, Henry?"
"Because it's lost already," he shouted. 'All right! What about Marie

Curie? Did she or did she not discover the fission bomb which destroved
Paris at the turn of the century?"

"She did not. Enrico Fermi-"
"She did."
"She didn't. "
"l personally taught her. Me. Henry Hassel. "
"Everybody says you're a wonderful theoretician, but a lousy teacher,

Henry. You-"
"Go to hell, you old biddy. This has got to be explained. "
"Why?"
"I forget. There was something on my mind, but it doesn't matter now.

What would you suggest?"
"You really have a time machine?"
"Of course I've got a time machine."
"Then go back and check."

"You must be one lousy shot."
in a trembling voice.
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Hassel returned to the year 1775, visited Mount Vernon, and interrupted

the spring planting. "Excuse me, colonel," he began.

The bi! man looked at him curiously. "You talk funny, stranger," he said'

"Where you from?"
"Oh, a freshwater school you never heard of."

"You look funny too. Kind of misty, so to speak."

"Tell me, colonel, what do you hear from Christopher Columbus?"

"Not much," Colonel Washington answered. "Been dead two, three

hundred years. "
"When did he dre?"
"Year fifteen hundred some-odd, near as I remember."
"He did not. He died in 1489."
"Got your dates wrong, friend. He discovered America in 1492."

"Cabot discovered America. Sebastian Cabot."
"Nope. Cabot came a mite later. "

"I have infallible proof!" Hassel began, but broke off as a stocky and rather

stout man, with a face ludicrously reddened by rage, approached. He was

wearing brggy gray slacks and a tweed jacket two sizes too small for him. He

was carrying a .45 revolver. It was only after he had stared for a moment that

Henry Hassel realized that he was looking at himself and not relishing the

sight.
"My God!" Hassel murmured. "lt's me, coming back to murder Wash-

ington that first time. If I'd made this second trip an hour later, I'd have

found Washington dead. Hey!" he called. "Not yet. Hold offa minute. I've

got to straighten something out first. "

Hassel paid no attention to himself; indeed, he did not appear to be aware

of himself. He marched straight up to Colonel Washington and shot him in

the gizzard. Colonel Washington collapsed, emphatically dead. The first

murderer inspected the body, and then, ignoring Hassel's attempt to stop

him and engage him in dispute, turned and marched off, muttering
venomously to himself.

"He didn't hear me," Hassel wondered. "He didn't even feel me. And

why don't I remember myself trying to stop me the first time I shot the
colonel? What the hell is going on?"

Considerably disturbed, Henry Hassel visited Chicago and dropped into
the Chicago University squash courts in the early 1940s. There, in a
slippery mess of graphite bricks and graphite dust that coated him, he
located an Italian scientist named Rrmi.

"Repeating Marie Curie's work, I see, dottore?" Hassel said.
Fermi glanced about as though he had heard a faint sound.
"Repeating Marie Curie's work, dottoreT" Hassel roared.
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Fermi looked at him strangely. "where you from , dmico?"
"State. "
"State Department?"
"|ust State. It's true, isn't it, dottore, that Marie Curie discovered nuclear

fission back in nineteen ought ought?"
"No! No! No!" Fermi cried. "We are the first, and we are not there yet.

Police! Police! Spy!"
"This time I'll go on record," Hassel growled. He pulled out his trusty

.45, emptied it into Dr. Fermi's chest, and awaited arrest and immolation in
newspaper files. To his amazement, Dr. Fermi did not collapse. Dr. Fermi
merely explored his chest tenderly and, to the men who answered his cry,
said, "lt is nothing. I felt in my within a sudden sensation of burn which
may be a neuralgia of the cardiac nerve, but is most likely gas."

Hassel was too agitated to wait for the automatic recall of the time
machine. Instead he returned at once to Unknown University under his
own power. This should have given him a clue, but he was too possessed to
notice. It was at this time that I (l9ll-1975) first saw him-a dim figure
tramping through parked cars, closed doors and brick walls, with the light of
lunatic determination on his face.

He oozed into the library, prepared for an exhaustive discussion, but
could not make himself felt or heard by the catalogues. He went to the
Malpractice Laboratory, where Sam, the Simplex-and-Multiplex Com-
puter, has installations sensitive up to 10,700 angstroms. Sam could not see
Henry, but managed to hear him through a sort of wave-interference
phenomenon.

"Sam," Hassel said, "l've made one hell of a discovery."
"You're always making discoveries, Henry," Sam complained. "Your data

allocation is filled. Do I have to start another tape for you?"
"But I need advice. Whoi; the leading authority on time, reference to

succession of travel in?"
"That would be Israel Lennox, spatial mechanics, professor of, Yale. "
"How do I get in touch with him?"
"You don't, Henry. He's dead. Died in'75."
"What authority have you got on time, travel in, living?"
"Wiley Muqphy. "
"Murphy? From our own Tiauma Department? That's a break. Where is

he now?"
'As a matter of fact, Henry, he went over to your house to ask you

something. "
Hassel went home without walking, searched through his laboratory and

study without finding anyone, and at last floated into the living room, where
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his redheaded wife was still in the arms of another man. (All this, you

understand, had taken place within the space of a few moments after the

construction of the time machine; such is the nature of time and time

travel.) Hassel cleared his throat once or twice and tried to tap his wife on

the shoulder. His fingers went through her.
"Excuse me, darling," he said. "Has Wiley Murphy been in to see me?"

Then he looked closer and saw that the man embracing his wife was

Murphy himself.
"Murphy!" Hassel exclaimed. "The very man I'm looking for. I've had

the most extraordinary experience." Hassel at once launched into a lucid

description of his extraordinary experience, which went something like this:
.,Murphy, u - v - (u% - u%)(u" * u* * yr)butwhenGeorgeWashington

F(x)y+ dx and Enrico Fermi F(,r%)dxdt one half of Marie Curie, then what

about Christopher Columbus times the square root of minus one?"

Murphy ignored Hassel, as did Mrs. Hassel. I fotted down Hassel's

equations on the hood of a passing taxi.
"Do listen to me, Murphy," Hassel said. "Greta dear, would you mind

leaving us for a moment? I-For heaven's sake, will you two stop that

nonsense? This is serious. "

Hassel tried to separate the couple. He could no more touch them than

make them hear him. His face turned red again and he became quite

choleric as he beat at Mrs. Hassel and Murphy. It was like beating an Ideal

Gas. I thought it best to interfere.
"Hassel!"
"Who's that?"
"Come outside a moment. I want to talk to you. "

He shot through the wall. "Where are you?"
"Over here. "
"You're sort of dim."
"So are you."
"Who are you?"
"My name's Lennox. Israel Lennox."
"Israel Lennox, spatial mechanics, professor of, Yale?"
"The same. "
"But you died in'75."
"I disappeared in'75."
"What d'you mean?"
"I invented a time machine."
"By God! So did I, " Hassel said. "This afternoon. The idea came to me in

a flash-l don't know why-and I've had the most extraordinary experi-

ence. Lennox, time is not a continuum."
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'No?"

"lt's a series of discrete particles-like pearls on a string."
"Yes?"
"Each pearl is a'Now.'Each'Now'has its own past and future. But none

of them relate to any others. You see? if a : a1 * a2i * xax (b,)-,'
"Never mind the mathematics, Henry.,'
"It's a form of quantum transfer of energy. Time is emitted in discrete

corpuscles or quanta. We can visit each individual quantum and make
changes within it, but no change in any one corp,rr.l. affects any other
corpuscle. Right?"

"Wrong," I said sorrowfully.
"what d'you mean, 'wrong'?" he said, angrily gesturing through the

cleave of a passing coed. "You take the trochoid equations and-"
"Wrong," I repeated firmly. "Will you listen to me, Henry?',
"Oh, go ahead," he said.
"Have you noticed that you've become rather insubstantial? Dim? Spec-

tral? Space and time no longer affect you?"
"Yes?"
"Henry, I had the misfortune to construct a time machine back in'75."
"So you said. Listen, what about power input? I figure I'm using about

7.3 kilowatts per-"
"Never mind the power input, Henry. On my first trip into the past, I

visited the Pleistocene. I was eager to photograph the mastodon, the giant
ground sloth, and the saber-tooth tiger. While I was backing up to get a
mastodon fully in the field of view at f16.3 at %ooth of a second. or on the
LVS scals-"

"Never mind the LVS scale," he said.
"While I was backing up, I inadvertently trampled and killed a small

Pleistocene insect. "
'Aha!" said Hassel.
"l was terrified by the incident. I had visions of returning to my world to

find it completely changed as a result of this single death. Imagine my
surprise when I returned to my world to find that nothing had changed. "

"Oho!" said Hassel.
"l became curious. I went back to the Pleistocene and killed the mas-

todon. Nothing was changed in l97r.I returned to the Pleistocene and
slaughtered the wildlife-still with no effect. I ranged through time, killing
and destroying, in an attempt to alter the present. "

"Then you did it iust like me," Hassel exclaimed. ..odd we didn't run
into each other. "

"Not odd at all."
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"l got Columbus. "

"I got Marco Polo."
"l got Napoleon."
"I thought Einstein was more important."
"Mohammed didn't change things much-l expected more from him."

"I know. I got him too."
"What do you mean, you got him too?" Hassel demanded'

"l killed him September 16, 599. Old Style."
"Why, I got Mohammed fanuarY 5, 598."
"I believe you."
"But how could you have killed him after I killed him?"

"We both killed him. "
"That's impossible."
"My boy," I said, "time is entirely subiective. It's a private matter-a

personal experience. There is no such thing as obiective time, iust as there is

no such thing as obiective love, or an obiective soul."
"Do you mean to say that time travel is impossible? But we've done it. "

"To be sure, and many others, for all I know. But we each travel into our

own past, and no other person's. There is no universal continuum, Henry.

There are only billions of individuals, each with his own continuum; and

one continuum cannot affect the other. We're like millions of strands of

spaghetti in the same pot. No time traveler can ever meet another time

traveler in the past or future. Each of us must travel up and down his own

strand alone."
"But we're meeting each other now. "
"We're no longer time travelers, Henry. We've become the spaghetti

sauce. "
"Spaghetti sauce?"
"Yes. You and I can visit any strand we like, because we've destroyed

ourselves."
"I don't understand."
"When a man changes the past he only affects his own past-no one

else's. The past is like memory. When you erase a man's memory, you wipe

him out, but you don't wipe out anybody else's. You and I have erased our
past. The individual worlds of the others go on, butwe have ceased to exist."

"What d'you mean, 'ceased to exist'?"
'With each act of destruction we dissolved a little. Now we're all gone .

We've committed chronicide. We're ghosts. I hope Mrs. Hassel will be very
hrppy with Mr. Murphy. . . . Now let's go over to the Acaddmie. Ampbre is

telling a great story about Ludwig Boltzmann."



Painpuppets

Tianslated by its author from the Dutch, this story deals with
one of the grand themes of modern sfl the future of love.
since Ahdous Huxley's Brave New world, the nature of love
and sex in the technological future has been a subject of
speculation. In this collection we have examples of this'theme
in lohn Varleyb "The Phantom of Kansas" ind Brian Aldiss's'A Kind of Artistry," both more elaborate than "Pairpuppets,"
but no_more pointed or ironic. "Pairpuppets" is-rotibly t
plotted story, in the manner of, say, Robirt Sheckley, inhu-
enced by and written in imitation of American SE Dutch SF
has developed in recent decades in constant reference to
American SF and only under the influence of translations of
the contemporary flowering of SF in English.

I t's the end of our mutual service time," Eric said softly to

I himself, "and I'm not glad."
I He was standing at the window and looking out over the

polder far below him. The carefully calculated disorder of
renovated mills and sham farms held less attraction for him
than usual. He knew that he was on the brink of a new period
in his life. Far away, on the lines of the horizon, he saw the
contours of the gigantic machines that emitted a faint and
incessant humming as the only evidence of their otherwise
inscrutable activity; they glimmered faintly like a weak imita-
tion of a reluctant sunset. "Like secret signals from outerspace
invaders," Eric thought. He shook his head as if to drive out
the waspish buzzing of continuous whining thoughts in his
brain.
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"Why do I think of aliens?"
He once had been on an instruction tour of the Power stations. He knew

that there was no living creature in the immense rooms where the com-

puters drew their flashing runes on the glass screens. Only the contented

purring of tame nuclear forces could be heard, like a smile in sound. They

ttonght into movement the innumerable pivots, axles, and iunctions
through which all the vital necessities of life were distributed through the

country.
Eric became conscious of a vague sense of fear caused by the sight of the

vast expanse filled with rows of factories cleverly integrated with the artifi-

cial landscape. He recovered, however, quickly.
It was almost time for his appointment with his girl friend Tina. Her

imminent visit filled him with lust, slightly dulled by weak vibrations of an

almost imperceptible boredom. The delights of her bqdy were known to

him to the last details, as if they were the results of a programmed pleasure

pattern, punched on a tape and tuned to his carnal receptors. "Fixed habits

are bad for passion," he thought. "lt really seems to mark the end of our

service time. I should be glad to get a new partner, but I'm not."
He had agreed with Tina to perform the mating from behind this

evening, with hand-and-mouth foreplay of half an hour, as was explained in
the third chapter of the Handbook for Fomication. Eric knew that in former
times the drive for pairing had been discharged in unbridled frenzy without
any training. Much misery had been the result. Now good mating manners
were already taught to children at the end of their anal phase.

With a certain sadness Eric remembered his initial experience after the
first signs of sexual maturity had manifested themselves. He'd had the luck
to be assigned to a wise, motherly initiator. His delights then must have
equaled the religious thrills of ancient saints as described in bolkt of cultic
lore. He remembered the fever of orgasm when his thoughts had melted
away in the heat of passion. His body had been engulfed by t white
hollowness, giving him the sensation of becoming one with everything that
existed. He now remained painfully himself in his polite and skilled mating
bouts with Tina.

She arrived at the appointed moment. Eric poured her a glass of wine,
inspecting her carefully while she was drinking, as if it were their first
meeting.

She was supple and plump, with dark hair. Her eyes were big, almost
black. She had an upturned nose and a wide, full mouth. Her teeth were
large, healthy, and perfectly shaped. Eric liked women with an even set of
teeth.

Tina and he were of the same age.
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Eric knew that in former times people met in ahaphazard way, falling in
love without system or sense, according to the laws oichance, piaythings of
their hormones' whims. He also knew ihat this kind of higher madness had
resulted in endless conflicts, leading people into the ,nri., of legal matri-
mony' which made couples unhappy and children neurotic, and in the end
disrupted society as a whole. Tina and he had been brought together in the
only correct way. Out of all the people within a certain ,rdiu, tley were the
most suited to each other. The boy's as well as the girl's conscious and
unconscious desires, outer appearance, intelligence, tastes, and emotional
patterns had been matched by one of the computers in the polder. This
guaranteed a mutual understanding in the most fundamental aspects of
personality. Tina was the ideal mate for him. He raised his glass and drank
to her health. She smiled and returned his toast. It was a perfect preparation
for things to come. Suddenly Eric felt more bored than he hld ihought
possible. He undressed her and tried to feign impatient passion, even to
make tears in her paper one-day underwear. When they were lying next to
each other they started to perform the movements they both knew from their
manual of instructions. Simultaneously with the deeper excitement, Eric
felt the boredom growing ever stronger.

It was, perhaps, because they'd come to the end of their lovetime. For a
short moment he considered marrying Tina, as the culmination and ending
of their probation years. But they were both still too young for a final
domiciliation, too far away from the mid-thirties, usually set for marriage.
He had to go on with the carefully planned partnerships, at first loose and
short, which would gradually increase in duration and stability, till, finally,
he had reached the stage in which marital ties offered the best warrant for
lasting harmony.

Yes, his affair with Tina was coming to an end. That might be the reason
why she was more exacting than usual. Eric was already on the brink of
exhaustion, wanting to rest, when Tina was still pushing on with unabated
lust. He complied with her passion with a feeling of bitterness. When she
was lying at his side, panting with obvious satisfaction, his thoughts were
already with the new woman who would be assigned to him. It worried him
that he would again be obliged to take her personal wishes and oddities into
account. There was always a period of mutual adaptation between new
mating partners. Sometimes it was a thrilling experience. Now the idea
irritated Eric.

Tina got up from the bed. She dressed slowly with the well-known tired
gestures, which were supposed to indicate that she had been so completely
satisfied that she hardly had the strength to lift her arms. But there were lines
of bitterness around her mouth and she was breathing fiercely, an obvious
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indication to Eric of how much unused energy she had to repress beneath

her simulated languor. She, too, was not happy with the situation. He kissed

her when she said good-bye. She pressed herself long enough against him to

give the impression that she had to tear herself away, but it didn't last long

enough to convey real attachment.

The next mating companion was more adapted than Tina had been to the

weary irony Eric had developed during the last year. She showed much

humor. She was subdued and sometimes shy, modest in her manifest

desires, but developed a fierce sense of domination when Eric had prepared

her extensively for the final thrust in bed. Her signs of satisfaction were

overwhelming but they didn't give Eric the elation he would've experienced

in a former period. Her unbridled discharge of lust had an aspect of

calculated exaggeration, so Eric couldn't trust his own abilities as a skilled

lover. She left him after a week. For the first time Eric learned that even

computers could make mistakes. On this occasion the matching of the

many items of information from the two candidates must have been

imperfect. He accepted the fact with resignation but a feeling of failure still

gnawed at him, adding a touch of disagreeable sharpness to his melancholy.

Among the personal oddments the young woman had left behind was a

fiercely colored pamphlet. e cooo PAIRPUPPET IS A loY FoREVER, flaming

letters screamed from the cover. Eric wanted to throw it away with the rest.
'A pairpupp€t," he thought. "Good for the common people who prefer to be

fobbed off with a custom-made dream, rather than to cope with the

circumscribed pleasures of nature. "

Yet he read on. He now realized that the woman who had{eft him had

preferred the perfections of a pairpuppet to his limited abilities. It shocked

him. In the circles of the artistic-minded intellectuals to which he be-

longed, vulgarity of this kind was till now unknown. Pairpuppets were good

for people without imagination. 'A pairpuppet is the ideal bed companion.

The latest issue has been installed with a thermostat, which regulates the

temperature ofthe skin according to the degree of excitement. The moisture

of the skin and orifices, together with the movements (adapted to the special

requirements of the buyer) and the appropriate sound, are built in with a

remarkably high degree of authenticity. Our pairpuppets can only be

distinguished from the natural product by their perfect pairing technique."
There was also a scientific report from the National Consumers Organi-

zation. Men and women had paired with the puppets under laboratory
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conditions. Their complaints had been carefully investigated, and their
delights had been meticulously analy zedby the extremely sensitive instru-
ments placed in the bodies of the volunteers. Their dreams also had been
analyzed, in order to detect the primeval types of their desire. Their ideal
images were compared with the four standard types of pairpuppets available
for each sex. It appeared that they indeed represent.ain.la.al prototypes.
Their subtle powers of adaptation to the movements of their human pair
companions were described as extremely satisfying. The sounds they iro-
duced had been shrewdly composed from the range of cries and groans
taped during the experiments. The disdain with which Eric had at first read
the booklet soon gave way to an uneasy libidinal fantasizing.

When he went to sleep he had decided to at least have a iook in at the
showroom.

The dream he still remembered the following morning greatly strength-
ened his decision.

The salesman received him with the smooth eagerness he had expected.
In the showroom there were many people.

"How's business?" Eric asked.
"We can hardly satisfy the demand. " From the tone of bewilderment in

the salesman's voice Eric could hear that he meant it. "The use of pairpup-
pets seems to have suddenly become the fashion. We used to have clients
only from certain circles, but now it seems that people in general are
becoming fed up with people. And if I may say so, sir, pairpuppets are,
indeed, much better. Since the latest models have come out, the experience
with a pairpuppet has changed from a coarse pleasure to a refined delight. "

He talked with the pepped-up optimism of a slogan manufacturer, but at
the same time there was much genuine enthusiasm in his voice. Eric found
it extremely difficult to make his choice. There were four types in each sex,
able to satisfy the most common needs. There were subjugated and domi-
neering women; cool beauties, who came slowly to their orgiastic frenzy,
and unassuming motherfigures with warm breasts that gave a soft refuge for
a man's head. For women there were broad-shouldered athletes and soft
childlike types; cruel lovers and tender devotees.

"These basic forms can be delivered in different sizes and skin color," the
salesman explained. 'And for those who are not satisfied with the usual
modes of pairing, there are some irregular types, hunchbacks for instance.
They, ofcourse, are much more expensive, butthere's not much demand for
them. In general, our eight types seem to be satisfactory. "

"I don't find it easy to choose. "
"That's not unusual, sir. But why don't you take the whole range. For

variation. That's much cheaper, too. I've already sold a lot of series. Some
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customers even take the whole set of eight. As a free gift we supply a book

about group-pairing with unparalleled techniques'"

Eric chose a rather big redhead whose desire was swiftly aroused and who

gave easily and abundantly, without requiring a long demonstration of

carnrl skills. He also let the salesman pack a small, shy puppet who came

slowly to her climax and exacted much tenderness'
When he came home he carefully locked his apartment.

He called his best friend, Eberhard, with whom he had maintained a deep

understanding ever since college; though they didn't meet too often. They

made an appointment. The first thing Eric saw when he arrived at his

friend's home was a couple of switched-off pairpuppets in a corner of the

living room, a sign that Eberhard too had taken to the new fashion. His

friend had also changed the arrangement of the furnishings. His polyester

walls with changing lighfsculptures-creative panels, as the inventor

called them-had been exchanged for a wainscot of rough pinewood.

There was a marked smell of resin around, so strong that it could only have

been applied by spraying.
"l like it as a change," Eric said, when he had downed his first drink.
'A little bit rough. You could even call it old-fashioned, if it were not so

unusual that it might now be called new-fashioned."

Eric was astonished.
"Where've you been all the time?"
"Mostly at home. I couldn't think of a better place to be. I've paired a lot.

Then you don't have such a strong need to leave your home."

Eric saw that his friend wanted to answer. But Eberhard checked his

speech.
'And now you're bored?" he asked at last, with such studied nonchalance

that Eric became suspicious.
"Yes. How d'you know?"
"lt's the general feeling. You would've known it too, if you hadn't locked

yourself up so selfishly. It's already been going on for a long time, but when

it started nobody had the courage to confess it. People are starting up the old

forms of communication again, making appointments with friends;

organizing parties; even talking to strangers in the street. Human beings are

funny things. They're never satisfied. "

He poured his visitor and himself another drink. "The common man still

wants his pairpuppet," he continued. 'And, if possible, a different type for
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every season. But among the more sophisticated people there is already a
marked resistance. The intelligentsia want to return to nature.,,

"The mannerisms of today's tastemakers will become the manners of
tomorrow's masses," Eric said. "which means that pairpuppets will be out
and we'll have to go back to nature. "

He downed another drink. When he at last took his leave he was in a
floating state ofreckless insouciance. Outside, the autumn manifested itself
in a pungent, spicy scent permeating the fresh air that already had a tinge of
winter's cold.

Eric had hardly gone a few yards when a girl approached him. He looked
at her, at first with amazement, then with pl.asut.. In the beginning he
doubted whether she meant to contact him, but when he saw tf,at she was
looking behind her, he knew that she was deliberately trying to attract his
attention.

He turned and followed her. She looked attractive from behind; small,
dark, with narrow and yet well-shaped legs. Proportionally she couldn't
compare with the perfectly built pairpuppets, but she was a living creature,
young and probably full of lust.

Then, suddenly, he understood why she was contacting him so obviously
and yet without the professional skill characteristic of the type of women
who in former times had roamed the streets for business. She had done it
because he was a living man and because she probably had developed as
much distaste for her pairpuppets as Eric had for his own perfect lust
obiects. He followed her. He became soft with sensuous appetite and soon
he had overtaken her. she smiled when he addressed her.-

"l assume you wanted me to follow yots?"
She was young enough to have preserved the beauty of youth and yet

sufficiently advanced in age for a ripeness in experience. This kind of
woman attracted Eric most of all.

She took him by the hand and pulled him after her. Suddenly he fell in
love with her, He had been used to the perfect streamline of delight for too
long and now he realized how much genuine love he had missed. All his
repressed affection broke out and he became dizzy from the strong attach-
ment that broke loose within him.

"What's your name?"
She didn't answer. She was walking faster and faster, almost running.

Now he could confirm his first impression that she wasn't beautiful. She
had an irregular face, her nose was too long, and her mouth was too large.
When she smiled he saw that her front teeth were crooked. But ihe
combination of irregular features attracted him more strongly than the
smooth principles after which his pairpuppets had been manufactured. He
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found it more of a pleasure than a hindrance that her skin was too dark and
too coarse and that there were pigment spots on her forehead. At any rate,
she was natural.

Outside the city she pulled him into a dry ditch. They didn't undress. She
was in too much of a hurry. They mounted each other like adolescents
whose immediate lust is too strong for the more refined delights of prepara-
tory delay. They paired like animals, swiftly, grossly, without caring for each
other's needs.

It was an overwhelming experience for Eric, as powerful as the first time.
In a certain sense it was the first time. Now he knew that pairpuppets had
been a transient misconception. In the long run, only pairing with an
imperfect human being could give true satisfaction.

Tenderly he looked at the woman lying next to him. She had closed her
eyes. She was breathing softly. He touched her. She opened her mouth.

"l'm Elly," she said in a warm and yet businesslike tone. "l am the
improved version of the pairpuppet. I am an experimental specimen. Will
you be so kind as to give me your critical remarks with regard to my
behavior. They are being taped and they will be carefully considered. You
may leave me where I am. I'm able to return to the factory without
assistance. "



Two Dooms

Cyril M. Kornbluth was already n published writer as a
teenager in the late 1930s. A member of the Futurians, he
remained eclipsed by the dominance ofCampbe]l'sAstound-
ing, along with most of his peers, until the beginning of the
1950s, when major new SF magazines such as Galaxy and

The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction began to publish
his dark, ironic fictions. In collaboration with Frederik Pohl,
he wrote a series of satirical SF novels, including the classic
The Space Merchants. He was becoming one of the most
respected and accomplished SF writers when he died sud-
denly of a heart attack at age 35 in 1958. *Two Dooms,"
published posthumously that year, is a political story set in an
a]ternate universe, one in which Germany has won World
War II. This device provides the basis for a number of signifi-
cant works, including Philip K. Dick!; award-winning The
Man in the High Castle, Keith Robertsb "Weihnachtsabend"
(included in this anthology), and Brad Linaweaver's "Moon of
Ice. "

I t was Mry, not yet summer by five weeks, but the afternoon

I heat under the corrugated roofs of Manhattan Engineer
I District's Los Alamos Laboratory was daily less bearable.

Young Dr. Edward Royland had lost fifteen pounds from an
aheady meager frame during his nine-month hitch in the des-
ert. He wondered every day while the thermometer crawled up
to its 5:45 peak whether he had made a mistake he would regret
the rest of his life in accepting work with the Laboratory rather
than letting the local draft board have his carcass and do what
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they pleased with it. His University of Chicago classmates were glamorously

collecting ribbons and wounds from Saipan to Brussels; one of them, a first-
rate mathematician named Hatfield, would do no more first-rate mathema-
tics. He had gone down, burning, in an Eighth Air Force Mitchell bomber
ambushed over Lille.

'And what, Daddy, did you do in the war?"
"Well, kids, it's a little hard to explain. They had this stupid atomic bomb

project that never came to anything, and they tied up a lot of us in a
Godforsaken place in New Mexico. We figured and we calculated and we
fooled with uranium and some of us got radiation burns and then the war
was over and they sent us home."

Royland was not amused by this prospect. He had heat rash under his
arms and he was waiting, not patiently, for the Computer Section to send
him his figures on Phase 56c, which was the (god-damn childish) code
designation for Element Assembly Time. Phase 56c was Royland's own
particular baby. He was under Rotschmidt, supervisor of WsepoN Dnstcl
Tnncr III, and Rotschmidt was under Oppenheimer, who bossed the
works. Sometimes a General Groves came through, a fine figure of a man,
and once from a window Royland had seen the venerable Henry L. Stim-
son, Secretary of War, walking slowly down their dusty street, leaning on a
cane and surrounded by young staffofficers. That's what Royland was seeing
of the war.

Laboratory! It had sounded inviting, cool, bustling but quiet. So every
morning these days he was blasted out of his cot in a barracks cubicle at
seven by "Oppie's whistle," fought for a shower and shave with thirty-seven
other bachelor scientists in eight languages, bolted a bad cafeteria breakfast,
and wentthrough the barbed-wired Restricted Line to his "office"-another
matchboard-walled cubicle, smaller and hotter and noisier, with talking
and typing and clack of adding machines all around him.

Under the circumstances he was doing good work, he supposed. He
wasn't hrppy about being restricted to his one tiny problem, Phase 56c, but
no doubt he was happier than Hatfield had been when his Mitchell got it.

Under the circumstances . . . they included a weird haywire arrange-
ment for computing. Instead of a decent diflbrential analyzer machine they
had a human sea of office girls with Burroughs' desk calculators; the girls
screamed "Banzail" and charged on differential equations and swamped
them by sheer volume; they clicked them to death with their little adding
machines. Royland thought hungrily of Conant's huge, beautiful analog
differentiator up at M . I. T ; it was probably tied up by whatever the mysteri-
ous "Radiation Laboratory" there was doing. Royland suspected that the
"Radiation Laboratory" had as much to do with radiation as his own
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"Manhattan Engineer District" had to do with Manhattan engineering.
And the world was supposed to be trembling on the edge these days of a New
Dispensation of Computing that would obsolete even the M.l.T ma-
chine-tubes, relays, and binary arithmetic at blinding speed instead of the
suavely turning cams and the smoothly extruding rods and the elegant
scribed curves of Conant's masterpiece. He decided that he wouldn't like
that; he would like it even less than he liked the little office girls clacking
away, pushing lank hair from their dewed brows with undistracted hands.

He wiped his own brow with a sodden handkerchief and permitted
himself a glance at his watch and the thermometer. Five-fifteen and 103
Fahrenheit.

He thought vaguely of getting out, of fouling up just enough to be
released from the project and drafted. No; there was the post-war career to
think of. But one of the big shots, Teller, had been irrepressible; he had
rambled outside of his assigned mission again and again until Oppenheimer
let him go; now Teller was working with Lawrence at Berkeley on something
that had reputedly gone sour at a reputed quarter of a billion dollars-

A girl in khaki knocked and entered. "Your material from the Computer
Section, Dr. Royland. Check them and sign here, please. " He counted the
dozen sheets, signed the clipboarded form she held out, and plunged into
the material for thirty minutes.

When he sat back in his chair, the sweat dripped into his eyes unnoticed.
His hands were shaking a little, though he did not know that either. Phase
56c of WnepoN DnsIcN Tnncr III was finished, over, done, successfully
accomplished. The answer to the question "Can Ury slugs be assembled
into a critical mass within a physically feasible time?" was in. The answer
was "Yes. "

Royland was a theory man, not a Wheatstone or a Kelvin; he liked the
numbers for themselves and had no special passion to grab for wires, mica,
and bits of graphite so that what the numbers said might immediately be
given flesh in a wonderful new gadget. Nevertheless he could visualize at
once a workable atomic bomb assembly within the framework of Phase 56c.
You have so many microseconds to assemble your critical mass without it
boiling away in vapor; you use them by blowing the subassemblies together
with shaped charges; lots of microseconds to spare by that method; prac-
tically foolproof. Then comes the Big Bang.

Oppie's whistle blew; it was quitting time. Royland sat still in his cubicle.
He should go, of course, to Rotschmidt and tell him; Rotschmidt would
probably clap him on the back and pour him a jigger of Bols Geneva from
the tall clay bottle he kept in his safe. Then Rotschmidt would go to
Oppenheimer. Before sunset the project would be redesigned! Tnacr I,
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Tnncr II, Tnncr I! and Tnncr V would be shut down and their people

crammed into Tnacr III, the one with the paydirt! New excitement would
boil through the project; it had been torpid and souring for three months.
Phase 56c was the first good news in at least that long; it had been one
damned blind alley after another. General Groves had looked sour and
dubious last time around.

Desk drawers were slamming throughout the corrugated, sun-baked
building; doors were slamming shut on cubicles; down the corridor, some-
body roared with laughter, strained laughter. Passing Royland's door some-
body cried impatiently: "-aber wds kan Man tnn?"

Royland whispered to himself: "You damned fool, what are you thinking
of?"

Buthe knew-he was thinking of the Big Bang, the Big Dirty Bang, and
of torture. The judicial torture of the old days, incredibly cruel by today's
lights, stretched the whole body, or crushed it, or burned it, or shattered the
fingers and legs. But even that old judicial torture carefully avoided the most
sensitive parts of the body, the generative organs, though damage to these,
or a real threat of damage to these, would have produced quick and copious
confessions. You have to be more or less crazy to torture somebody that way;
the sane man does not think of it as a possibility.

An M.P corporal tried Royland's door and looked in. "Quitting time,
professor," he said.

"Okay," Royland said. Mechanically, he locked his desk drawers and his
files, turned his window lock, and set out his waste-paper basket in the
corridor. Click the door; another day, another dollar.

Maybe the project wcs breaking up. They did now and then. The huge
boner at Berkeley proved that. And Royland's barracks was light two physi-
cists now; their cubicles stood empty since they had been drafted to M.l.T
for some anti-submarine thing. Groves had nof looked hrppy last time
around; how did a general make up his mind anyway? Give them three
months, then the ax? Maybe Stimson would run out of patience and cut the
loss, close the District down. Maybe ED.R. would say at a Cabinet
meeting, "By the way, Henry, what ever became of-?" and that would be
the end if old Henry could say only that the scientists appear to be optimistic
of eventual success, Mr. President, but that as yet there seems to be nothing
concrete-

He passed through the barbed wire of the Line under scrutiny of an M.P
lieutenant and walked down the barracks-edged company street of the
maintenance troops to their motor pool. He wanted a jeep and a trip ticket;
he wanted a long desert drive in the twilight; he wanted a dinner of friioles
and eggplant with his old friend Charles Miller Nahataspe, the medicine
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man of the adjoining Hopi reservation. Royland's hobby was anthropology;
he wanted to get a little drunk on it-he hoped it would clear his mind.

Nahataspe welcomed him cheerfully to his hut; his million wrinkles all
smiled. "You want me to play informant for a while?" he grinned. He had
been to Carlisle in the 1880's and had been laughing at the white man ever
since; he admitted that physics was funny, but for a real joke give him
cultural anthropology every time. "You want some nice unsavory stuff
about our institutionalized homosexuality? Should I cook us a dog for
dinner? Have a seat on the blanket, Edward. "

"What happened to your chairs? And the funny picture of McKinley?
And-and everything?" The hut was bare except for cooking pots that
simmered on the stone-curbed central hearth.

"l gavethe stuffaway," Nahataspe said carelessly. "You get tired of things. "
Royland thought he knew what that meant. Nahataspe believed he would

die quite soon; these particular Indians did not believe in dying encumbered
by possessions. Manners, of course, forbade discussing death.

The Indian watched his face and finally said: "Oh, it's all right for you to
talk about it. Don't be embarrassed."

Royland asked nervously: "Don't you feel well?"
"l feel terrible. There's a snake eating my liver. Pitch in and eat. You feel

pretty awful yourself, don't you?"
The hard-learned habit of security caused Royland to evade the question.

"You don't mean that literally about the snake, do you Charles?"
"Of course I do," Miller insisted. He scooped a steaming gourd full of

stew from the pot and blew on it. "What would an untutored child of nature
know about bacteria, viruses, toxins, and neoplasms? What would I know
about break-the-sky medicine?"

Royland looked up sharply; the Indian was blandly eating. "Do you hear
any talk about break-the-sky medicine?" Royland asked.

"No talk, Edward. I've had a few dreams about it. " He pointed with his
chin toward the Laboratory. "You fellows over there shouldn't dream so
hard; it leaks out. "

Royland helped himself to stew without answering. The stew was good,
far better than the cafeteria stuff, and he did not have to guess the source of
the meat in it.

Miller said consolingly: "lt's only kid stuff, Edward. Don't get so worked up
about it. We have a long dull story about a horned toad who ate some loco-
weed and thought he was the Sky God. He got angry and he tried to break the
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sky but he couldn't so he slunk into his hole ashamed to face all the other
animals and died. But they never knew he tried to break the sky at all. "

In spite of himself Royland demanded: "Do you have any stories about
anybody who did break the sky?" His hands were shaking again and his voice
almost hysterical. Oppie and the rest of them were going to break the sky,
kick humanity right in the crotch, and unleash a prowling monster that
would go up and down by night and day peering in all the windows of all the
houses in the world, leaving no sane man ever unterrified for his life and the
lives of his kin. Phase 56c, God-damn it to blackest hell, made sure of that!
Well done, Royland; you earned your dollar today!

Decisively the old Indian set his gourd aside. He said: "We have a saying
that the only good paleface is a dead paleface, but I'll make an exception for
you, Edward. I've got some strong stufffrom Mexico that will make you feel
better. I don't like to see my friends hurting. "

"Peyote? I've tried it. Seeing a few colored lights won't make me feel
better, but thanks. "

"Not peyote, this stuff. It's God Food. I wouldn't take it myself without a
month of preparation; otherwise the Gods would scoop me up in a net.
That's because my people see clearly, and your eyes are clouded." He was
busily rummaging through a clay-chinked wicker box as he spoke; he came
up with a covered dish. "You people have your sight cleared just a little by
the God Food, so it's safe for you."

Royland thought he knew what the old man was talking about. It was one
of Nahataspe's biggest jokes that Hopi children understood Einstein's rela-
tivity as soon as they could talk-and there was some truth to it. The Hopi
language-and thought-had no tenses and therefore no concept of time-
as-an-entity; it had nothing like the Indo-European speech's subjects and
predicates, and therefore no built-in metaphysics of cause and effect. In the
Hopi language and mind all things were frozen together forever into one
great relationship, a crystalline structure of space-time events that simply
were because they were. So much for Nahataspe's people "seeing clearly. "
But Royland gave himself and any other physicist credit for seeing as clearly
when they were working a four-dimensional problem in the xY Z space
variables and the T time variable.

He could have spoiled the old man's joke by pointing that out, but of
course he did not. No, no, he'd get a jag and maybe a bellyache from
Nahataspe's herb medicine and then go home to his cubicle with his
problem unresolved: to kick or not to kick?

The old man began to mumble in Hopi, and drew a tattered cloth across
the door frame of his hut; it shut out the last rays of the setting sun, long and
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slanting on the desert, pink-red against the adobe cubes of the Indian
settlement. It took a minute for Royland's eyes to accommodate to the
flickering light from the hearth and the indigo square of the ceiling smoke
hole. Now Nahataspe was "dancing," doing a crouched shuffle around the
hut holding the covered dish before him. Out of the corner of his mouth,
without interrupting the rhythm, he said to Royland: "Drink some hot water
now." Royland sipped from one of the pots on the hearth; so far it was much
like peyote ritual, but he felt calmer.

Nahataspe uttered a loud scream, added apologetically: "Sorry, Ed-
ward," and crouched before him whipping the cover off the dish like a
headwaiter. So God Food was dried black mushrooms, miserable, wrinkled
little things. "You swallow them all and chase them with hot water,"
Nahataspe said.

obediently Royland choked them down and gulped from the jug; the old
man resumed his dance and chanting.

A little old self-hypnosis, Royland thought bitterly. Grab some imitation
sleep and forget about old 56c, as if you could. He could see the big dirty one
now a hell of a fireball, maybe over Munich, or Cologne, or Tokyo, or
Nara. Cooked people, fused cathedral stone, the bronze of the big Buddha
running like water, perhaps lapping around the ankles of a priest and
burning his feet off so he fell prone into the stuff. He couldn't see the
gamma radiation, but it would be there, invisible sleet doing the dirty
unthinkable thing, coldly burning away the sex of men and women, cutting
short so many fans of life at their points of origin. Phase 56c could snuffout
a family of Bachs, or five generations of Bernoullis, or see to it that the great
Huxley-Darwin cross did not occur.

The fireball loomed, purple and red and fringed with green-
The mushrooms were reaching him, he thoughtfuzzily. He could really

see it. Nahataspe, crouched and treading, moved through the fireball just as
he had the last time, and the time before that. Ddii vu, extraordinarily
strong, stronger than ever before, gripped him. Royland knew all this had
happened to him before, and remembered perfectly what would come next;
it was on the very tip of his tongue, as they say-

The fireballs began to dance around him and he felt his strength drain
suddenly out; he was lighter than a feather; the breeze would carry him
away; he would be blown like a dust mote into the circle that the circling
fireballs made. And he knew it was wrong. He croaked with the last of his
energy, feeling himself slip out of the world: "Charlie! Help!"

Out of the corner of his mind as he slipped away he sensed that the old
man was pulling him now under the arms, trying to tug him out of the hut,
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crying dimly into his ear: "You should have told me you did not see through
smoke! You see clear; I never knew; I nev-"

And then he slipped through into blackness and silence.

Royland awoke sick and fuzzy; it was morning in the hut; there was no sign
of Nahataspe. Well. Unless the old man had gotten to a phone and reported
to the Laboratory, there were now jeeps scouring the desert in search of him
and all hell was breaking loose in Security and Personnel. He would catch
some of that hell on his return, and avert it with his news about assembly
time.

Then he noticed that the hut had been cleaned of Nahataspe's few
remaining possessions, even to the door cloth. A pang went through him;
had the old man died in the night? He limped from the hut and looked
around for a funeral pyre, a crowd of mourners. They were not there; the
adobe cubes stood untenanted in the sunlight, and more weeds grew in the
single street than he remembered. And his ieep, parked last night against the
hut, was missing.

There were no wheeltracks, and uncrushed weeds grew tall where the jeep

had stood.
Nahataspe's God Food had been powerful stuff. Royland's hand crept

uncertainly to his face. No; no beard.
He looked about him, looked hard. He made the effort necessary to see

details. He did not glance at the hut and because it was approximately the
same as it had always been, concluded that it was unchanged, eternal. He
looked and saw changes everywhere. Once-sharp adobe corners were
rounded; protruding roof beams were bleached bone-white by how many
years of desert sun? The wooden framing of the deep fortress-like windows
had crumbled; the third building from him had wavering soot stains above
its window boles and its beams were charred.

He wentto it, numbly thinking: Phase 56c at least is settled. Not old Rip's
baby now. They'll know me from fingerprints, I guess. One year? Ten? Ifeel
the same.

The burned-out house was a shambles. In one corner were piled dry
human bones. Royland leaned dizzily against the doorframe; its charcoal
crumbled and streaked his hand. Those skulls were Indian-he was anthro-
pologist enough to know that. Indian men, women and children, slain and
piled in a heap. Who kills Indians? There should have been some sign of
clothes, burned rags, but there were none. Who strips Indians naked and
kills them?
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Signs of a dreadful massacre were everywhere in the house. Bulletpocks
in the walls, high and low. Savage nicks left by bayonets-and swords? Dark
stains of blood; it had run two inches high and left its mark. Metal glinted in
a ribcage across the room. Swaying, he walked to the bone-heap and thrust
his hand into it. The thing bit him like a tazor blade; he did not look at it as
he plucked it out and carried it to the dusty street. With his back turned to
the burned house he studied his find. It was a piece of swordblade six inches
long, hand-honed to a perfect edge with a couple of nicks in it. It had
stiffening ribs and the usual blood gutters. It had a perceptible curve that
would fit into only one shape: the Samurai sword of Japan.

However long it had taken, the war was obviously over.
He went to the village well and found it choked with dust. It was while he

stared into the dry hole that he first became afraid. Suddenly it all was real;
he was no more an onlooker but a frightened and very thirsty man. He
ransacked the dozen houses of the settlement and found nothing to his
purpose-a child's skeleton here, a couple of cartridge cases there.

There was only one thing left, and that was the road, the same earth track
it had always been, wide enough for one jeep or the rump-sprung station
wagon of the Indian settlement that once had been. Panic invited him to
run; he did not yield. He sat on the well curb, took off his shoes to
meticulously smooth wrinkles out of his khaki G.l. socks, put the shoes on,
and retied the laces loosely enough to allow for swelling, and hesitated a
moment. Then he grinned, selected two pebbles carefully from the dust and
popped them into his mouth. "Beaver Patrol, forward march," he said, and
began to hike.

Yes, he was thirsty; soon he would be hungry and tired; what of it? The
dirt road would meet state-maintained blacktop in three miles and then
there would be traffic and he'd hitch a ride. Let them argue with his
fingerprints if they felt like it. The Japanese had got as far as New Mexico,
had they? Then God help their home islands when the counterblow had
come. Americans were a ferocious people when trespassed on. Conceivably,
there was not a fapanese left alive. . . .

He began to construct his story as he hiked. In large parts it was a repeated
"l don'tknow. " He would tell them: "l don't expect you to believe this, so my
feelings won't be hurt when you don't. fust listen to what I say and hold
everything until the EB.l. has checked my fingerprints. My name is-"
And so on.

It was midmorning then, and he would be on the highway soon. His
nostrils, sharpened by hunger, picked up a dozen scents on the desert

breeze: the spice of sage, a whiff of acetylene stink from a rattler dozing on
the shaded side of a rock, the throat-tightening reek of tar suggested for a
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rnoment on the air. That would be the highway, perhaps a recent hotpatch
on a chuckhole. Then a startling tang of sulfur dioxide drowned them out
and passed on, leaving him stung and sniffling and groping for a hand-
kerchief that was not there. What in God's name had that been, and where
from? Without ceasing to trudge he studied the horizon slowly and found a
smoke pall to the far west dimly smudging the sky. It looked like a small
city's, or a fair-sized factory's, pollution. A city or a factory where "in his
time"-he formed the thought reluctantly-there had been none.

Then he was at the highway. It had been improved; it was a two-laner still,
but it was nicely graded now, built up by perhaps three inches of gravel and
tar beyond its old level, and lavishly ditched on either side.

If he had a coin he would have tossed it, but you went for weeks without
spending a cent at Los Alamos Laboratory; Uncle took care of everything,
from cigarettes to tombstones. He turned left and began to walk westward
toward that sky smudge.

I am a reasonable animal, he was telling himself, and I will accept
whatever comes in a spirit of reason. I will control what I can and try to
understand the rest-

A faint siren scream began behind him and built up fast. The reasonable
animal iumped for the ditch and hugged it for dear life. The siren howled
closer, and motors roared. At the ear-splitting climax Royland put his head
up for one glimpse, then fell back into the ditch as if a grenade had exploded
in his middle.

The convoy roared on, down the center of the two-lane highway, strad-
dling the white line. First the three little recon cars with the twin-mount
machine guns, each filled brimful with three helmeted fapanese soldiers.
Then the high-profiled, armored car of state, six-wheeled, with a probably
ceremonial gun turret astern - nickel-plated gunbarrels are impractical -
and the fapanese admiral in the fore-and-aft hat taking his lordly ease beside
a rawboned, hatchet-faced SS officer in gleaming black. Then, dimin-
uendo, two more little recon jobs. . . .

"We've lost," Royland said in his ditch meditatively. "Ceremonial tanks
with glass windows-we lost a longtime ago." Had there been a Rising Sun
insignia or was he now imagining that?

He climbed out and continued to trudge westward on the improved
blacktop. You couldn't say "l reject the universe," not when you were as
thirsty as he was.

He didn't even turn when the put-putting of a west-bound vehicle grew
loud behind him and then u.ty louJ *h.n it stopped at his side.

"Zeegail," a curious voice said. "What are you doing here?,'
The vehicle was iust as odd in its own way as the ceremonial tank. It was
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minimum motor transportation, a kid's sled on wheels, powered by a noisy
little air-cooled outboard motor. The driver sat with no more comfort than a
cleat to back his coccyx against, and behind him were two twenty-five-
pound flour sacks that took up all the remaining room the little buckboard
provided. The driver had the leathery Southwestern look; he wore abaggy
blue outfit that was obviously a uniform and obviously unmilitary. He had a
nametape on his breast above the incomprehensible row of dull ribbons:
MARTFIELD, E., l2IBB24, P/7 NQOTD4). He saw Royland's eyes on
the tape and said kindly: "My name is Martfield-Paymaster Seventh, but
there's no need to use my rank here. Are you all right, my man?"

"Thirsty," Royland said. "What's the NQOTD4) [or?"
"You can read!" Martfield said, astounded. "Those clothes-"
"Something to drink, please," Royland said. For the moment nothing

else mattered in the world. He satdown on the buckboard like a puppet with
cut strings.

"See here, fellow!" Martfield snapped in a curious, strangled way, forcing
the words through his throat with a stagy, conventional effort of controlled
anger. "You can stand until I invite you to sit!"

"Have you any water?" Royland asked dully.
With the same bark "Who do you think you are?"
"l happen to be a theoretical physicist-" tiredly arguing with a dim

seventh-carbon-copy imitation of a drill sergeant.
"Oh-hohl" Martfield suddenly laughed. His stiffness vanished; he actu-

ally reached into his baggy tunic and brought out a pint canteen that
gurgled. He then forgot all about the canteen in his hand, roguishly dug
Royland in the ribs and said: "I should have suspected. You scientists!
Somebody was supposed to pick you up-but he was another scientist, eh?

Ah-hah-hah-hah!"
Royland took the canteen from his hand and sipped. So a scientist was

supposed to be an idiot-savant, eh? Never mind now; drink. People said you

were not supposed to fill your stomach with water after great thirst; it

sounded to him like one of those puritanical rules people make up out of

nothing because they sound reasonable. He finished the canteen while

Martfield, Paymaster Seventh, looked alarmed, and wished only that there

were three or four more of them.
"Got any food?" he demanded.
Martfield cringed briefly. "Doctor, I regret extremely that I have nothing

with me. However if you would do me the honor of riding with me to my

quarters - "
"Let's go," Royland said. He squatted on the flour sacks and away they

chugged at a good thirty miles an hour; it was a fair little engine. The
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Paymaster Seventh continued deferential, apologizing over his shoulder
because there was no windscreen, later dropped his cringing entirely to
explain that Royland was seated on flour- "white four, understand?" An
over-the-shoulder wink. He had a friend in the bakery at Los Alamos.
Several buckboards passed the other way as they traveled. At each encounter
there was a peering examination of insignia to decide who saluted. Once
they met a sketchily enclosed vehicle that furnished its driver with a low seat
instead of obliging him to sit with legs straight out, and Paymaster Seventh
Martfield almost dislocated his shoulder saluting first. The driver of that
one was a Japanese in a kimono. A long curved sword lay across his lap.

Mile after mile the smell of sulfur and sulfides increased; finally there
rose before them the towers of a Frasch Process layout. It looked like an
oilfield, but instead of ground-laid pipelines and bass-drum storage tanks
there were foothills of yellow sulfur. They drove between them-more
salutes from baggily uniformed workers with shovels and yard-long Stilson
wrenches. Off to the right were things that might have been Solvay Process
towers for sulfuric acid, and a glittering horror of a neo-Roman administra-
tion-and-labs building. The Rising Sun banner fluttered from its central
flagstaff.

Music surged as they drove deeper into the area; first it was a welcome
counterirritant to the pop-pop of the two cycle buckboard engine, and then
a nuisance by itself. Royland looked, annoyed, for the loudspeakers, and
saw them everywhere-on power poles, buildings, gateposts. Schmaltzy
Strauss waltzes bathed them like smog, made thinking just a little harder,
made communication just a little more blurry even after you had learned to
live with the noise.

"I miss music in the wilderness," Martfield confided over his shoulder.
He throttled down the buckboard until they were just rolling; they had
passed some line unrecognized by Royland beyond which one did not salute
everybody- just the occasional Japanese walking by in business suit with
blueprint-roll and slide rule, or in kimono with sword. It was a German who
nailed Royland, however: a classic jack-booted German in black broad-
cloth, black leather, and plenty of silver trim. He watched them roll for a
moment after exchanging salutes with Martfield, made up his mind, and
said: "Halt. "

The Paymaster Seventh slapped on the brake, killed the engine, and
popped to attention beside the buckboard. Royland more or less imitated
him. The German said, stiffly but without accent: "Whom have you
brought here, Paymaster?"

'A scientist, sir. I picked him up on the road returning from Los Alamos
with personal supplies. He appears to be a minerals prospector who missed a
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rendezvous, but naturally I have not questioned the Doctor. "

The German turned to Royland contemplatively. "So, Doctor. Your

name and specialty. "
"Dr. Edward Royland," he said. "l do nuclear power research." If there

was no bomb he'd be damned if he'd invent it now for these people.
"So? That is very interesting, considering that there is no such thing as

nuclear power research. Which camp are you from?" The German threw

an aside to the Paymaster Seventh, who was literally shaking with fear at the

turn things had taken. "You may go, Paymaster. Of course you will report

yourself for harboring a fugitive. "
'At once, sir," Martfield said in a sick voice. He moved slowly away

pushing the little buckboard before him. The Strauss waltz oom-pah'd its

last chord and instantly the loudspeakers struck up a hoppity-hoppity folk

dance, heavy on the brass.
"Come with me," the German said, and walked off, not even looking

behind to see whether Royland was obeying. This itself demonstrated how

unlikely any disobedience was to succeed. Royland followed at his heels,

which of course were garnished with silver spurs. Royland had not seen a

horse so far that day.
A )apanese stopped them politely inside the administration building, a

rimless-glasses, office-manager type in a gray suit. "How nice to see you

again, Major Kappel! Is there anything I might do to help you?"

The German stiffened. "I didn't want to bother your people, Mr. Ito.

This fellow appears to be a fugitive from one of our camPs; I was going to

turn him over to our liaison grouP for examination and return. "

Mr. Ito looked at Royland and slapped his face hard. Royland, by the

insanity of sheer reflex, cocked his fist as a red-blooded boy should, but the

German's reflexes operated also. He had a pistol in his hand and pressed

against Royland's ribs before he could throw the punch.
'All right," Royland said, and put down his hand.

Mr. Ito laughed. "You are at least partly right, Maior Kappel; he certainly

is not from one of our camps! But do not let me delay you further. May I

hope for a report on the outcome of this?"
Lof .orrrr., tVtt. Ito," said the German. He holstered his pistol and walked

on, trailed by the scientist. Royland heard him grumble something that

sounded like "Damned extraterritoriality!"
They descended to a basement level where all the door signs were in

German, and in an office labeled WIssnNscHAFTSLIcHESICHERHEITS-

LrArsoN Royland finally told his story. His audience was the maior, a fat

officer deferentially addressed as Colonel Biederman, and a bearded old

civilian, a Dr. Piqueron, called in from another office. Royland suppressed
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only the matter of bomb research, and did it easily with the old security
habit. His improvised cover story made the Los Alamos Laboratory a
research center only for the generation of electricity.

The three heard him out in silence. Finally, in an amused voice, the
colonel asked: "Who was this Hitler you mentioned?"

For that Royland was not prepared. His jaw dropped.
Major Kappel said: "Oddly enough, he struck on a name which does

figure, somewhat infamously, in the annals of the Third Reich. One Adolf
Hitler was an early Party agitator, but as I recall it he intrigued against the
Leader during the War of Tiiumph and was executed."

'An ingenious madman," the colonel said. "sterilized, of course?"
"Why, I don't know. I suppose so. Doctor, would you-?"
Dr. Piqueron quickly examined Royland and found him all there, which

astonished them. Then they thought of looking for his camp tattoo number
on the left bicep, and found none. Then, thoroughly upset, they discovered
that he had no birth number above his left nipple either.

'And," Dr. Piqueron stammered, "his shoes are odd, sir-l iust noticed.
Sir, how long since you've seen sewn shoes and braided laces?"

"You must be hungry," the colonel suddenly said. "Doctor, have my aide
get something to eat for-for the doctor."

"Major," said Royland, "l hope no harm will come to the fellow who
picked me up. You told him to report himself. "

"Have no fear, er, doctor," said the major. "Such humanity! You are of
German blood?"

"Not that I know of; it may be. "
"lt must be!" said the colonel.
A platter of hash and a glass of beer arrived on a tray. Royland postponed

everything. At last he demanded: "Now. Do you believe me? There must be
fingerprints to prove my story still in existence. "

"l feel like a fool," the major said. "You still could be hoaxing us. Dr.
Piqueron, did not a German scientist establish that nuclear power is a
theoretical and practical impossibility, that one always must put more into it
than one can take out?"

Piqueron nodded and said reverently: "Heisenberg. Nineteen fifty-three,
during the War of Tfiumph. His group was then assigned to electrical
weapons research and produced the blinding bomb. But this fact does not
invalidate the doctor's story; he says only that his group was attempting to
produce nuclear power. "

"We've got to research this," said the colonel. "Dr. Piqueron, entertain
this man, whatever he is, in your laboratory."

Piqueron's laboratory down the hall was a place of astounding simplicity,
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even crudeness. The sinks, reagents, and balance were capable only of
simple qualitative and quantitative analysis; various works in progress testi-
fied that they were not even strained to their modest limits. Samples of
sulfur and its compounds were analyzed here. It hardly seemed to call for a
"doctor" of anything, and hardly even for a human being. Machinery
should be continuously testing the products as they flowed out; variations
should be scribed mechanically on a moving tape; automatic controls
should at least stop the processes and signal an alarm when variation went
beyond limits; at most it might correct whatever was going wrong. But here
sat Piqueron every day, titrating, precipitating, and weighing, entering
results by hand in a ledger and telephoning them to the works!

Piqueron looked about proudly. 'As a physicist you wouldn't understand
all this, of course," he said. "Shall I explain?"

"Perhaps later, doctor, if you'd be good enough. If you'd first help me
orient myself-"

So Piqueron told him about the War of Tliumph (1940-1955) and what
came after.

In 1940 the realm of der Fuehrer (Herr Goebbels, of course-that
strapping blond fellow with the heroic jaw and eagle's eye whom you can see
in the picture there) was simultaneously and treacherously invaded by the
misguided French, the sub-human Slavs, and the perfidious British. The
attack, for which the shocked Germans coined the name blitzkrieg, was
timed to coincide with an internal eruption of sabotage, well-poisoning,
with assassination by the Zigeuneriuden, or Jewspies, of whom little is now
known; there seem to be none left.

By Nature's ineluctable law, the Germans had necessarily to be tested to
the utmost so that they might fully respond. Therefore Germany was
overrun from East and West, and Holy Berlin itself was taken; but Goebbels
and his court withdrew like Barbarossa into the mountain fastness to await
their day. It came unexpectedly soon. The deluded Americans launched a
million-man amphibious attack on the homeland of the fapanese in 1945.
The Japanese resisted with almost Teutonic courage. Not one American in
twenty reached shore alive, and not one in a hundred got a mile inland.
Particularly lethal were the women and children, who lay in camouflaged
pits hugging artillery shells and aircraft bombs, which they detonated when
enough invaders drew near to make it worthwhile.

The second invasion attempt, a month later, was made up of second-line
troops scraped up from everywhere, including occupation duty in
Germany.

"Literally," Piqueron said, "the fapanese did not know how to surrender,
so they did not. They could not conquer, but they could and did continue
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suicidal resistance, consuming manpower of the allies and their own
womanpower and childpower-a shrewd bargain for the ]apanese! The
Russians refused to become involved in the fapanese war;they watched with
apish delight while two future enemies, as they supposed, were engaged in
mutual destruction.

'A third assault wave broke on Kyushu and gained the island at last. What
lay ahead? Only another assault on Honshu, the main island, home of the
Emperor and the principal shrines. It was 1946; the volatile, childlike
Americans were war-weary and mutinous; the best of them were gone by
then. In desperation the Anglo-American leaders offered the Russians an
economic sphere embracing the China coast and Japan as the price of
participation. "

The Russians grinned and assented; they would take that-at least that.
They mounted a huge assault for the spring of 1947;they would take Korea
and leap off from there for northern Honshu while the Anglo-American
forces struck in the south. Surely this would provide at last a symbol before
which the fapanese might without shame bow down and admit defeat!

And then, from the mountain fastnesses, came the radio voice: "Ger-
mans! Your Leader calls upon you again!" Followed the Hundred Days of
Glory during which the German Army reconstituted itself and expelled the
occupation troops-by then, children without combat experience, and
leavened by not-quite-disabled veterans. Followed the seizure of the air-
fields; the Luftwaffe in business again. Flollowed the drive, almost a dress
parade, to the Channel Coast, gobbling up immense munition dumps
awaiting shipment to the Pacific Theater, millions of warm uniforms, good
boots, mountains of rations, piles of shells hnd explosives that lined the
French roads for scores of miles, thousands of two-and-a-half-ton trucks,
and lakes of gasoline to fuel them. The shipyards of Europe, from Hamburg
to Toulon, had been turning out, furiously, invasion barges for the Pacific.
In April of 1947 they sailed against England in their thousands.

Halfuay around the world, the British Navy was pounding Tokyo,
Nagasaki, Kobe, Hiroshima, Nara. Three quarters of the way across Asia
the Russian Army marched stolidly on; Iet the decadent British pickle their
own fish; the glorious motherland at last was gaining her long-sought, long-
denied, warm-water seacoast. The British, tired women without their men,
children fatherless these eight years, old folks deathly weary, worried about
their sons, were brave but they were not insane. They accepted honorable
peace terms; they capitulated.

With the Western front secure for the first time in history, the ancient
Drive to the East was resumed; the immemorial struggle of Teuton against
Slav went on.
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His spectacles glittering with rapture, Dr. Piqueron said: "We were
worthy in those days of the Teutonic Knights who seized Prussia from the
sub-men! On the ever-glorious Thenty-first of May, Moscow was ours!"

Moscow and the monolithic state machinery it controlled, and all the
roads and rail lines and communication wires which led only to-and
from-Moscow. Detroit-built tanks and trucks sped along those roads in the
fine, bracing spring weather; the Red Army turned one hundred and eighty
degrees at last and counter-marched halfivay across the Eurasian landmass,
and at Kazan it broke exhausted against the Frederik Line.

Europe at last was One and German. Beyond Europe lay the dark and
swarming masses of Asia, mysterious and repulsive folk whom it would be
better to handle through the non-German, but chivalrous, fapanese. The
Japanese were reinforced with shipping from Birkenhead, artillery from the
Putilov Works, jet fighters from Ch6teauroux, steel from the Ruhr, rice
from the Po valley, herring from Norway, timber from Sweden, oil from
Romania, laborers from India. The American forces were driven from
Kyushu in the winter of 1948, and bloodily back across their chain of island
stepping-stones that followed.

Surrender they would not; it was a monstrous affront that shield-shaped
North America dared to lie there between the German Atlantic and the
fapanese Pacific threatening both. The affront was wiped out in 1955.

For one hundred and fifty years now the Germans and the Japanese had
uneasily eyed each other across the banks of the Mississippi. Their orators
were fond of referring to that river as a vast frontier unblemished by a single
fortification. There was even some interpenetration; a Japanese colony
fished out of Nova Scotia on the very rim of German America; a sulfur mine
which was part of the Farben system lay in New Mexico, the very heart of
fapanese America-this was where Dr. Edward Royland found himself,
being lectured to by Dr. Piqueron, Dr. Gaston Pierre Piqueron, true-blue
German.

"Here, of course," Dr. Piqueron said gloomily, "we are so damned
provincial. Little ceremony and less manners. Well, it would be too much to
expect them to assign Cerman Germans to this dreary outpost, so we
French Germans must endure it somehow. "

"You're all French?" Royland asked, startled.
"French Cermans," Piqueron stiffy corrected him. "Colonel Biederman

happens to be a French German also; Major Kappel is-hrrmph-an
Italian German. " He sniffed to show what he thought of that.

The Italian German entered at that point, not in time to shut off the
question: 'And you all come from Europe?"
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They looked at him in bafflement. "My grandfather did," Dr. Piqueron

said. Royland remembered;so Roman legions used to guard their empire-

Romans born and raised in Britain, or on the Danube, Romans who would

never in their lives see Italy or Rome.
Major Kappel said affably: "Well, this needn't concern us. I'm afraid, ffiY

dear fellow, that your little hoax has not succeeded." He clapped Royland
merrily on the back. "I admit you've tricked us all nicely; now may we have
the facts?"

Piqueron said, surprised: "His story is false? The shoes? The missing
geburtsnummer? And he appears to understand some chemistry!"

'Ah-h-h-but he said his specialty was physics, doctor! Suspicious in

itself!"
"Quite so. A discrepancy. But the rest-?"
'As to his birth number, who knows? As to his shoes, who cares? I took

some inconspicuous notes while he was entertaining us and have checked
thoroughly. There u/ds no Manhattan Engineering District. There wcts no
Dr. Oppenheimer, or Fermi, or Bohr. There is no theory of relativity, or
equivalence of mass and energy. Uranium has one use only-coloring glass
a pretty orange. There is such a thing as an isotope but it has nothing to do
with chemistry; it is the name used in Race Science for a permissible
variation within a sub-race. And what have you to say to that, my dear
fellow?"

Royland wondered first, such was the positiveness with which Maior
Kappel spoke, whether he had slipped into a universe of different physical
properties and history entirely, one in which fulius Caesar discovered Peru
and the oxygen molecule was lighter than the hydrogen atom. He managed
to speak. "How did you find all that out, Maior?"

"Oh, don't think I did a skimpy job." Kappel smiled. "l looked it all up in
the big encyclopedia."

Dr. Piqueron, chemist, nodded grave approval of the major's diligence
and thorough grasp of the scientific method.

"You still don't want to tell us?" Major Kappel asked coaxingly.
"I can only stand by what I said."
Kappel shrugged. "It's not my job to persuade you; I wouldn't know how

to begin. But I can and will ship you off forthwith to a work camp. "
"What-is a work camp?" Royland unsteadily asked.
"Good heavens, man, a camp where one works! You're obviously an

ungleichgeschaltling and you've got to be gleichgeschaltet." He did not
speak these words as if they were foreign; they were obviously part of the
everyday American working vocabulary. Gleichgeschaltet meant to Royland
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something like "coordinated, brought into tune with." So he would be
brought into tune-with what, and how?

The Maior went on: "You'll get your clothes and your bunk and your
chow, and you'll work, and eventually your irregular vagabondish habits
will disappear and you'll be turned loose on the labor market. And you'll be
damned glad we took the trouble with you. " His face fell. "By the way, I was
too late with your friend the Paymaster. I'm sorry. I sent a messenger to
Disciplinary Control with a stop order. After all, if you took us in for an
hour, why should you not have fooled a Pay-Seventh?"

"Too late? He\ dead? For picking up a hitchhiker?',
"l don't know what that last word means," said the Maf or. "lf it's dialect

for 'vagabond,' the answer is ordinarily 'yes.' The man, after all, was apay-
Seventh; he could read. Either you're keeping up your hoax with remark-
able fidelity or you've been living in isolation. Could that be it? Is there a
tribe of you somewhere? Well, the interrogators will find out; that's their
iob."

"The Dogpatch legend!" Dr. Piqueron burst out, thunderstruck. "He
may be an Abnerite!"

"By Heaven, " Ma jor Kappel said slowly, "that might be it. what a feather
in my cap to find a living Abnerite. "

"Whose cap?" demanded Dr. Piqueron coldly.
"l think I'll look the Dogpatch legend up," said Kappel, heading for the

door and probably the big encyclopedia.
"So will I," Dr. Piqueron announced firmly. The last Royland saw of

them they were racing down the corridor, neck and neck.
Very funny. And they had killed simple-minded Paymaster Martfield for

picking up a hitchhiker. The Nazis always had been pretty funny-fat
Hermann pretending he was young Seigfried. As blond as Hitler, as slim as
Goering, and as tall as Goebbels. Immature guttersnipes who hadn't been
able to hang a convincing frame on Dimitrov for the Reichstag fire; the
world had roared at their bungling. Huge, corny party rallies with let's-play-
detectives nonsense like touching the local flags to that hallowed banner on
which the martyred Horst Wessel had had a nosebleed. And they had rolled
over Europe, and they killed people. . . .

One thing was certain: life in the work camp would at least bore him to
death. He was supposed to be an illiterate simpleton, so things were excused
him which were not excused an exalted Pay-Seventh. He poked through a
closet in the corner of the laboratory-he and Piqueron were the same
size-

He found a natty change of uniform and what must be a civilian suit:
somewhatbaggy pants and a sort of tunic with the neat, sensible Russian
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collar. Obviously it would be all right to wear it because here it was: iust as

obviously, it was all wrong for him to be dressed in chinos and a flannel

shirt. He did not know exactly what this made him, but Martfield had been

done to death for picking up a man in chinos and a fannel shirt. Royland
changed into the civilian suit, stuffed his own shirt and pants far back on the
top shelf of the closet; this was probably concealment enough from those
murderous clowns. He walked out, and up the stairs, and through the busy
lobby, and into the industrial complex. Nobody saluted him and he saluted
nobody. He knew where he was going-to a good, sound Japanese labora-
tory where there were no Germans.

Royland had known fapanese students at the University and admired
them beyond words. Their brains, frugality, doggedness, and good humor
made them, as far as he was concerned, the most sensible people he had ever
known. Toio and his warlords were not, as far as Royland was concerned,
essentially fapanese but just more damnfool soldiers and politicians. The
real |apanese would courteously listen to him, calmly check against avail-
able facts-

He rubbed his cheek and remembered Mr. Ito and his slap in the face.
Well, presumably Mr. Ito was a damnfool soldier and politician-and
demonstrating for the German's benefit in a touchy border area full of
j urisdictional questions.

At any rate, he would not go to a labor camp and bust rocks or refinish
furniture until those imbeciles decided he was gleichgeschaltet;he would go
mad in a month.

Royland walked to the Solvay towers and followed the glass pipes contain-
ing their output of sulfuric acid along the ground until he came to a bottling
shed where beetle-browed men worked silently filling great wicker-basketed
carboys and heaving them outside. He followed other men who levered
them up onto hand trucks and rolled them in one door of a storage shed. Out
the door at the other end more men loaded them onto enclosed trucks which
were driven up from time to time.

Royland settled himself in a corner of the storage shed behind a barricade
of carboys and listened to the truck dispatcher swear at his drivers and the
carboy handlers swear at their carboys.

"Get the god-damn Frisco shipment loaded, stupid! I don't care if you
gotta go, we gotta get it out by midnightl"

So a few hours after dark Royland was riding west, without much air, and
in the dangerous company of one thousand gallons of acid. He hoped he
had a careful driver.
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A night, a day, and another night on the road. The truck never stopped
except to gas up; the drivers took turns and ate sandwiches at the wheel and
dozed offshift. It rained the second night. Royland, craftily and perhaps a
little crazily,licked the drops that ran down the tarpaulin flap covering the
rear. At the first crack of dawn, hunched between two wicker carcasses, he
saw they were rolling through irrigated vegetable fields, and the water in the
ditches was too much for him. He heard the transmission shift down to slow
for a curve, swarmed over the tailgate, and dropped to the road. He was
weak and limp enough to hit like a sack.

He got up, ignoring his bruises, and hobbled to one of the brimming five-
foot ditches; he drank, and drank, and drank. This time puritanical folklore
proved right; he lost it all immediately, or what had not been greedily
absorbed by his shriveled stomach. He did not mind; it was bliss enough to
stretch.

The field crop was tomatoes, almost dead ripe. He was starved for them; as
he saw the rosy beauties he knew that tomatoes were the only thing in the
world he craved. He gobbled one so that the juice ran down his chin; he ate the
next two delicately, letting his teeth break the crispness of their skin and the
beautiful taste ravish his tongue. There were tomatoes as far as the eye could
see, on either side of the road, the green of the vines and the red dots of the ripe
fruit graphed by the checkerboard of silvery ditches that caught the first light.
Nevertheless, he filled his pockets with them before he walked on.

Royland was happy.
Farewell to the Germans and their sordid hash and murderous ways. I-ook

at these beautiful fields! The fapanese are an innately artistic people who
bring beauty to every detail of daily life. And they make damn good
physicists, too. Confined in their stony home, cramped as he had been in
the truck, they grew twisted and painful;why should they not have reached
out for more room to grow, and what other way is there to reach but to make
war? He could be very understanding about any people who had planted
these beautiful tomatoes for him.

A dark blemish the size of a man attracted his attention. It lay on the
margin of one of the swirling five-foot ditches out there to his right. And
then it rolled slowly into the ditch with a splash, floundered a little, and
proceeded to drown.

In a hobbling run Royland broke from the road and across the field. He
did not know whether he was limber enough to swim. As he stood panting
on the edge of the ditch, peering into the water, a head of hair surfaced near
him. He flung himself down, stretched wildly, and grabbed the hair-and
yet had detachment enough to feel a pang when the tomatoes in his tunic
pocket smashed.
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"Steady, " he muttered to himself, yanked the head toward him, took hold

with his other hand and lifted. A surprised face confronted him and then

went blank and unconscious.
For half an hour Royland, weak as he was, struggled, cursed feebly, and

sweated to get that body out of the water. At last he plunged in himself,

found it only chest-deep, and shoved the carcass over the mudslick bank. He

did not know by then whether the man was alive or dead or much care. He

knew only that he couldn't walk away and leave the iob half finished.

The body was that of a fat, middle-aged Oriental, surely Chinese rather

than Japanese, though Royland could not say why he thought so. His

clothes were soaked rags except for a leather wallet the size of a cigar box
which he wore on a wide cloth belt. Its sole content was a handsome blue-
glazed porcelain bottle. Royland sniffed at it and reeled. Some kind of

super-gin? He sniffed again, and then took a conservative gulp of the stuff.

While he was still coughing he felt the bottle being removed from his hand.

When he looked he saw the Chinese, eyes still closed, accurately guiding

the neck of the bottle to his mouth. The Chinese drank and drank and
drank, then returned the bottle to the wallet and finally opened his eyes.

"Honorable sir," said the Chinese in flat, California American speech,
"you have deigned to save my unworthy life. May I supplicate your honor-
able name?"

'Ah, Royland. Look, take it easy. Don't try to get up; you shouldn't even
talk. "

Somebody screamed behind Royland: "There has been thieving of
tomatoes! There has been smasheeng and deestruction of thee vines! Chil-
dren, you will bee weet-ness be-fore the fappa-neese!"

Christ, now what?
Now a skinny black man, not a Negro, in a dirty loincloth, and beside

him like a pan-pipes five skinny black loinclothed offspring in descending
order. All were capering, pointing, and threatening. The Chinese groaned,
fished in his tattered robes with one hand, and pulled out a soggy wad of
bills. He peeled one off, held it out, and said: "Begone, pestilential barbar-
ians from beyond Tian-Shang. My master and I give you alms, not tribute. "

The Dravidian, or whatever he was, grabbed the bill and keened: "Een-
suffee-cient for the terrible dommage! The fappa-nee5s-"

The Chinese waved them away boredly. He said: "lf my master will
condescend to help me arise?"

Royland uncertainly helped him up. The man was wobbly, whether from
the near-drowning or the terrific belt of alcohol he'd taken there was no
knowing. They proceeded to the road, followed by shrieks to be careful
about stepping on the vines.
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on the road, the Chinese said: "My unworthy name is Li po. Will my
master deign to indicate in which direction we are to travel?"

"What's this master business?" Royland demanded. "lf you're grateful,
swell, but I don't own you."

"My master is pleased to jest," said Li Po. Politely, face-saving and third-
personing Royland until hell wouldn't have it, he explained that Royland,
having meddled with the Celestial decree that Li Po should, while drunk,
roll into the irrigation ditch and drown, now had Li Po on his hands, for the
Celestial Ones had washed theirs of him. 'As my master of course will
recollect in a moment or two. " Understandingly, he expressed his sympathy
with Royland's misfortune in acquiring him as an obligation, especially
since he had a hearty appetite, was known to be dishonest, and suffered from
fainting fits and spasms when confronted with work.

"l don't know about all this, " Royland said fretfully. "Wasn't there another
Li Po? A poet?"

"Your servant prefers to venerate his namesake as one of the greatest
drunkards the Flowery Kingdom has ever known," the Chinese observed.
And a moment later he bent over, clipped Royland behind the knees so that
he toppled forward and bumped his head, and performed the same obei-
sance himself, more gracefully. A vehicle went sputtering and popping by
on the road as they kowtowed.

Li Po said reproachfully: "l humbly observe that my master is unaware of
the etiquette our noble overlords exact. Such negligence cost the head of my
insignificant elder brother in his twelfth year. Would my master be pleased
to explain how he can have reached his honorable years without learning
what babes in their cradles are taught?"

Royland answered with the whole truth. Li Po politely begged clarifica-
tion from time to time, and a sketch of his mental horizons emerged from
his questioning. That "magic" had whisked Royland forward a century or
more he did not doubt for an instant, but he found it difficult to understand
why the proper fung shui precautions had not been taken to avert a
disastrous outcome to the God Food experiment. He suspected, from a
description of Nahataspe's hut, that a simple wall at right angles to the door
would have kept all really important demons out. When Royland described
his escape from German territory to fapanese, and why he had effected it,
he was very bland and blank. Royland judged that Li Po privately thought
him not very bright for having left any placc to come here.

And Royland hoped he was not right. "Tell me what it's like," he said.
"This realm," said Li Po, "under our benevolent and noble overlords, is

the haven of all whose skin is not the bleached-bone hue which indicates the
undying curse of the Celestial Ones. Hither flock men of Han like my
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unworthy sell and the sons of Hind beyond the Tian-Shang that we may till

new soil and raise up sons, and sons of sons to venerate us when we ascend"'

"What was that bit," Royland demanded, "about the bleached bones? Do

they shoot, ah, white men on sight here, or do they not?"

Li Po said evasively: "We are approaching the village where I unworthily

serve as fortune tellei, doctor of fung shui, occasional poet and storyteller'

Let my master have no fear about his color. This humble one will roughen

his master's skin, tell a circumstantial and artistic lie or two, and pass his

master off as merelY a lePer."

After a week in Li Po's village Royland knew that life was good there' The

place was a wattle-and-clayiettlement of about two hundred souls on the

trnk of an irrigation ditcL large enough to be dignified by lhe name of
,,canal. " It was situated nobody knew just where; Royland thought it must be

the San Fernando Valley. The soil was thick and rich and bore furiously the

year round. A huge kind of radish was the principal crop. It was too coarse to

te eaten by *ar,; the villagers understood that it was feed for chickens

somewhere up north. At any rate they harvested the stuff, fed it through a

great hand-powered shredder, and shade-cured the shreds. Every few days a

i.p6.r. odo* caste would come by in a truck, they would load tons of the

stuf onto it, and wave their giant radish goodbye forever. Presumably the

chickens ate it, and the fapanese then ate the chickens.
The villagers ate chicken too, but only at weddings and funerals. The rest

of the time they ate vegetables which they cultivated, a quarter-acre to a

family, the way other craftsmen facet diamonds. A single cabbage might

receive, during its ninety days from plantingto maturity, one hundred work

hours from grand-other, grandfather, son, daughter, eldest grandchild,

and on down to the smallest toddler. Theoretically the entire family line

should have starved to death, for there are not one hundred energy hours in a

cabbage; somehow they did not. They merely stayed thin and cheerful and

hard-working and fecund.
They spoke English by Imperial decree; the reasoning seemed to be that

they were as unworthy to speak fapanese as to paint the Imperial Chry-

santhemum Seal on their houses, and that to let them cling to their old

languages and dialects would have been politically unwise.
fn.V were a mixed lotof Chinese, Hindus, Dravidians, and, to Royland's

surprise, low-caste and outcaste fapanese; he had not known there were such

things. Village tradition had it that a samurainamed Ugetsu long ago said,

poit tittg at the drunk tank of a Hong Kong iail, "I'11 have that lot," and "that

iot" had been the ancestors of these villagers transported to America in a
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foul hold practically as ballast and settled here by the canal with orders to
start making their radish quota. The place was at any rate called The Ugetsu
Village, and if some of the descendants were teetotallers, others like Li po
gave color to the legend of their starting point.

After a week the cheerful pretense that he was a sufferer from Housen,s
disease evaporated and he could wash the mud offhis face. He had merely to
avoid the uppercaste fapanese and especially the samuraf. This was not
exactly a stigma; in general it was a good idea for everybody to avoid the
samurai.

In the village Royland found his first love and his first religion both false.
He had settled down; he was getting used to the Oriental ,"ork rhythm of

slow, repeated, incessant effort; it did not surprise him any longer that he
could count his ribs. When he ate a bowl of atti.rlly rrrrng.d vegJtables, the
red of pimiento P_layed off against the yellow of parsnip, a slice of pickled
beet adding visual and olfactory tang to the pictuie, ne fett full enough; he
was full enough for the next day's feeble rotk in the field. It was pleasant
enough to play slowly with a wooden mattock in the rich soil; did not people
once buy sand so their children might do exactly what he did, and envy their
innocent absorption? Royland was innocently absorbed, then, and the
radish truck had collected six times since his arrival, when he began to feel
stirrings of lust. On the edge of starvation (but who knew this? 

"Fo, 
.u.ry-

body was) his mind was dulled, but not his roins. They burned, and he
looked about him in the fields, and the first girl he saw who was not repulsive
he fell abysmally in love with.

Bewildered, he told Li Po, who was also ugetsu Village's go-between.
The storyteller was delighted; he waddled off to seek information and
returned. "My master's choice is wise. The slave on whom his lordly eye
deigned to rest is known as Vashti, daughter of Hari Bose, the distiller. She is
his seventh child and so no great dowry can be expected [I shall ask for
fifteen kegs toddy, but would settle for seven], but rll thi, humble village
knows that she is a skilled and willing worker in the hut as in the fields. I fear
she has the customary lamentable Hindu talent for concocting curries, but a
dozengood beatings at the most should cause her to reserve it to appropriate
occasions, such ds visits from her mother and sisters. " 

- -

- S-o, according to the sensible custom of Ugetsu, Vashti came that night to
the hut which Royland shared with Li Po, and Li Po visited with cronies by
his master's puzzling request. He begged humbly to point out that it would
be dark in the hut, so this talk of lacking privacy was inexplicable to say the
least. Royland made it an order, and Li po did not really object, so he
obeyed it.

Itwas a damnably strange night, during which Royland learned all about



C. M.  KORNBLUTH /  31 1

India's national sport and most highly developed art form. Vashti, if she

found him weak on the theory side, made no complaints. On the contrary,

when Royland woke she was doing something or other to his feet.
"More?" he thought incredulously. "With feet?" He asked what she was

doing. Submissively she replied: "Worshipping my lord husband-to-be's big

toe. I am a pious and old-fashioned woman. "

So she painted his toe with red paint and prayed to it, and then she fixed

breakfast-curry, and excellent. She watched him eat, and then modestly

licked his leavings from the bowl. She handed him his clothes, which she

had washed while he still slept, and helped him into them after she helped

him wash. Royland thought incredulously: "It's not possible! It must be a

show, to sell me on marrying her-as if I had to be sold!" His heart turned to

custard as he saw her, without a moment's pause, turn from dressing him to

polishing his wooden rake. He asked that day in the field, roundabout

fashion, and learned that this was the kind of service he could look forward

to for the rest of his life after marriage. If the woman gotlazy he'd have to

beat her, but this seldom happened more than every year or so. We have

good girls here in Ugetsu Village.
So an Ugetsu Village peasant was in some ways better offthan anybody

from "his time" who was less than a millionaire!
His starved dullness was such that he did not realize this was true for only

half the Ugetsu Village peasants.
Religion sneaked up on him in similar fashion. He went to the part-time

Thoist priest because he was a little bored with Li Po's current after-dinner
saga. He could have sat like all the others and listened passively to the
interminable tale of the glorious Yellow Emperor, and the beautiful but
wicked Princess Emerald, and the virtuous but plain Princess Moon
Blossom; it just happened that he went to the priest of Tao and got hooked
hard.

The kindly old man, a toolmaker by day, dropped a few pearls of wisdom
which, in his foggy starvation -daze, Royland did not perceive to be pearls of
undemonstrable nonsense, and showed Royland how to meditate. It worked
the first time. Royland bunged right smack through into a two-hundred-
proof state of samadhi-the Eastern version of self-hypnotized Enlighten-
ment-that made him feel wonderful and all-knowing and left him without
a hangover when it wore off. He had despised, in college, the type of people
who took psychology courses and so had taken none himself; he did not
know a thing about self-hypnosis except as just demonstrated by this very
nice old gentleman. For several days he was offensively religious and kept
trying to talk to Li Po about the Eighfold Way, and Li Po kept changing the
subject.
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It took murder to bring him out of love and religion.
At twilight they were all sitting and listening to the storyteller as usual.

Royland had been there just one month and for all he knew would be there
forever. He soon would have his bride officially; he knew he had discovered
The Tiuth About the Universe by way of Tho meditation; why should he
change? changing demanded a furious outburst of ener gy, and, he did not
have energy on that scale. He metered out his energy day rna 

"ight; 
one had

to save so much for tonight's love play, and then one had to ,ru. ,o much for
tomorrow's planting. He was a poor man; he could not afford to change.

Li Po had reached a rather interesting bit where the Yellow Emperor was
declaiming hotly: "Then she shall die! Whoever dare transgress Our divine
wi l l - "

A flashlight began to play over their faces. They perceived that it was in
the hand of a samurai with .kimono and r*oid. Everybody hastily
kowtowed, but the samurai shouted irritably (all samurai wereirritable, ail
the time): "Sit uP, you fools! I want to see your stupid faces. I hear there's a
peculiar one in this flea-bitten dungheap you call a village. "

well, by now Royland knew his duty. He rose and with downcast eyes
asked: "ls the noble protector in search of my unworthy self?"

"Hat" the samurai roared. "lt's true! A big nose!" He hurled the flashlight
away (all samurai were nobly contemptuous of the merely material), tt.ta
his scabbard in his left hand, and swept out the long curved sword with his
right.

Li Po stepped forward and said in his most enchanting voice: "If the
Heaven-born would only deign to heed a word from this humble-" what
he must have known would happen happened. with a contemptuous
backhand sweep of the blade the samuraibeheaded him and Li Po's debt was
paid.

The trunk of the storyteller stood for a moment and then fell stiffly
forward. The samurai stooped to wipe his blade clean on Li po's ragged
robes.

Royland had forgotten much, but not everything. With the villagers
scattering before him he plunged forward and tackled the samurailow and
hard. No doubt the samurai was a Brown Belt judo master; if so he had
nobody but himself to blame for turning his back. Royland, not remember-
ing that he was barefoot, tried to kick the samu raib face in. He broke his
worshipful big toe, but its untrimmed horny nail removed the left eye of the
warrior and after that it was no contest. He never let the samurai get up off
the ground; he took out his other eye with the handle of a rake and then
killed him an inch at a time with his hands, his feet, and the clownish
rustic's traditional weapon, a flail. It took easily half an hour, and for the
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final twenty minutes the samurai was screaming for his mother. He died

when the last light left the western sky, and in darkness Royland stood quite

alone with the two corpses. The villagers were gone.

He assumed, or pretended, that they were within earshot and yelled at

them brokenly: "l'm sorry, Vashti. I'm sorry, all of you. I'm going. Can I

make you understand?
"Listen. You aren't living. This isn't life. You're not making anything but

babies, you're not changing, you're not growing up. That's not enough!

You've got to read and write. You can't pass on anything but baby stories like

the Yellow Emperor by word of mouth. The village is growing. Soon your

fields will touch the fields of Sukoshi Village to the west, and then what

happens? You won't know what to do, so you'll fight with Sukoshi Village.

"Religion. No! It's just getting drunk the way you do it. You're set up for it

by being half-starved and then you go into samadhi and you feel better so

you think you understand everything. Nol You've got to do things. If you

don't grow up, you die. All of you.
"Women . Thatbwrong. It's good for the men, but it's wrong. Half of you

are slaves, do you understand? Women are people too, but you use them like

animals and you've convinced them it's right for them to be old at thirty and

discarded for the next girl. For God's sake, can't you try to think of

yourselves in their place?
"The breeding, the crazy breeding-it's got to stop. You frugal Orientals!

But you aren't frugal; you're crazy drunken sailors. You're squandering the

whole world. Every mouth you breed has got to be fed by the land, and the

land isn't infinite.
"l hope some of you understood. Li Po would have, a little, but he's dead.

"I'm going away now. You've been kind to me and all I've done is make

trouble. I'm sorry."
He fumbled on the ground and found the samuraib flashlight. With it he

hunted the village's outskirts until he found the fapanese's buckboard car. He

started the motor with its crank and noisily rolled down the dirt track from

the village to the highway.

Royland drove all night, still westward. His knowledge of southern Califor-

nia's geography was inexact, but he hoped to hit Los Angeles. There might

be a chance of losing himself in a great city. He had abandoned hope of

finding present-day counterparts of his old classmates like Iimmy Ichimura;

obviously they had lost out. Why shouldn't have they lost? The soldier-

politicians had won the war by happenstance, so all power to the soldier-

politicians! Reasoning under the great natural law posf hoc ergo propter hoc,
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Toio and his crowd had decided: fanatic feudalism won the war; therefore
fanatic feudalism is a good thing, and it necessarily follows that the more
fanatical and feudal it is, the better a thing it is. So you had Sukoshi Village,
and Ugetsu Village; Ichi Village, Ni Village, San Village, Shi Village,
dotting that part of Great fapan formerly known as North America, breedLg
with the good old fanatic feudalism and so feudally averse to new thought
and innovations that it made you want to scream at them-which he had.

The single weak headlight of his buckboard passed few others on the road;
a decent feudal village is self-contained.

Damn them and their suicidal cheerfulness! It was a pleasant trait; it was a
fool in a canoe approaching the rapids saying: "chin up! Everything's going
to be all right if we just keep smiling. "

The car ran out of gas when false dawn first began to pale the sky behind
him. He pushed it into the roadside ditch and walked on;by full light he was
in a tumbledown, planless, evil-smelling, paper-and-galvanized-iron city
whose name he did not know. There was no likelihood of ni- being noticed
as a "white" man by anyone not specifically looking for him. A month of
outdoor labor had browned him, and a month of artistically composed
vegetable plates had left him gaunt.

The city was carpeted with awakening humanity. Its narrow streets were

Ptutd with sprawled-out men, women, and children beginning to stir and
hawk up phlegm and rub their rheumy eyes. An open sewer-latrine running
down the center of each street was casually used, ostrich-fashion -the ur.ri
hid their own eyes while in action.

Every mangled variety of English rang in Royland's ears as he trod
between bodies.

There had to be something more, he told himself. This was the shabby
industrial outskirts, the lowest marginal-labor area. Somewhere in the city
there was beauty, science, learning!

He walked aimlessly plodding until noon, and found nothing of the sort.
These people in the cities were food-handlers, food-trad.rs, food-transpor-
ters. They took in one another's washing and sold one another chop suey.
They made automobiles (Yes! There were one-family automobile factories
which probably made six buckboards a year, filing all metal parts by hand
out of bar stock!) and orange crates and baskets and coffins; abacuses, nails,
and boots.

The Mysterious East has done it again, he thought bitterly. The Indians-
Chinese-fapanese won themselves a nice sparse area. They could have laid
things out neatly and made it pleasant for everybody instead of for a minute
speck of aristocracy which he was unable even to detect in this human soup
. . ..but they had done it again. They had bred irresponsibly just as fast as
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they could until the land wasfull. Only famines and pestilence could "help"

them now.
He found exactly one building which owned some clear space around it

and which would survive an earthquake or a flicked cigarette butt. It was the

German Consulate.
I'll give them the Bomb, he said to himself. Why not? None of this is

mine. A"d for the Bomb I'll exact a price of some comfort and dignity for as

long as I live. Izt them blow one another up! He climbed the consulate

steps.
To the black-uniformed guard at the swastika-trimmed bronze doors he

said: "We nn die Lichtstarke der von einer Fldche kommenden Strahlung dem

Cosinus des Winkels zwischen Strahlrichtung und F lachennormalen propor-

tional ist, so nennen wir die Flciche eine volkommen streunde Fkiche."

Lambert's Law, Optics I. All the Goethe he remembered happened to

rhyme, which might have made the guard suspicious.

Naturally the German came to attention and said apologetically: "I don't

speak German. What is it, sir?"
"You may take me to the consul," Royland said, affecting boredom.

"Yes, sir. At once, sir. Er, you're an agent of course, sir?"

Royland said witheringly: "Sicherheit, bitte!"
"Yessir. This wav, sir!"

The consul was a considerate, understanding gentleman. He was somewhat

surprised by Royland's true tale, but said from time to time: "I see; I see. Not

impossible. Please go on."
Royland concluded: "Those people at the sulfur mine were, I hope,

unrepresentative. One of them at least complained that it was a dreary sort

of backwoods assignment. I am simply gambling that there is intelligence in

your Reich. I ask you to get me a real physicist for twenty minutes of

conversation. You, Mr. Consul, will not regret it. I am in a position to turn

over considerable information on - atomic power. " So he had not been able

to say it after all; the Bomb was still an obscene kick below the belt.

"This has been very interesting, Dr. Royland," said the consul gravely.

"You referred to your enterprise as a gamble. I too shall gamble. What have I

to lose by putting you en rapporf with a scientist of ours if you prove to be a

plausible lunatic?" He smiled to soften it. "Very little indeed. On the other

hand, what have I to gain if your extraordinary story is quite true? A great

deal. I will go along with you, doctor. Have you eaten?"
The relief was tremendous. He had lunch in a basement kitchen with the

Consulate guards-a huge lunch, a rather nasty lunch of stewed lungen
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with a floured gr_avy, and cup after cup of coffee. Finally one of the guards lit
up an ugly little spindle-shaped cigar, the kind Royland had only seen
before in the caricatures of George Grosz, and as an afterthought offered
one to him.

He drank in the rank smoke and managed not to cough. It stung his
mouth and cut the greasy aftertaste of the stew satisfactolily. On. of the
blessings of the Third Reich, one of its gross pleasures. Ti,.y were just
people, after all-a certain censorious, tusybody gpe of plrro. with
altogether too much power, but they were human. ny r"r,icr, he meant, he
supposed, members of Western Industrial Culture like him.

After lunch he was taken by truck from the city to an airfield by one of the
guards. The plane was somewhat bigger than aB-29 he had on.! seen, and
lacked propellers. He presumed it was one of the "jets" Dr. piqueron had
mentioned. His guard gave his dossier to a Luftwaffe sergeant at the foot of
the ramp and said cheerfully: "Happy landings, fellow. ItI ail going to be all
right. "

"Thanks," he said. "I'll remember you, corporal collins. you've been
very helpful." Collins turned away.

Royland climbed the ramp into the barrel ofthe plane. A bucket-seat job,
and most of the seats were filled. He dropped into one on the very narrow
aisle. His neighbor was in rags; his face showed signs of an old beating.
when Royland addressed him he simply cringed r*ry and began to sob.

The Luftwaffe sergeant came up, entered, and slammed the-door. The
"iets" began to wind up, making an unbelievable racket; further conversa-
tion was impossible. While the plane taxied, Royland peered through the
windowless gloom at his fellow-passengers. They all loo[ed poor and poorly.

God, were they so quickly and quietly airborne? They *.r.. Even in the
bucket seat, Royland fell asleep.

He was awakened, he did not know how much later, by the sergeant. The
man was shaking his shoulder and asking him: 'Any joolery hid awayz
Watches? Got some nice fresh water to sell to people that wanna buy it. "

Royland had nothing, and would not take part in the miserable little
racket if he had. He shook his head indignantly and the man moved on with
a grin. He would not last long!-petty chiselers were leaks in the efficient
dictatorship; they were rapidly detected and stopped up. Mussolini made
the trains run on time, after all. (But naggingly Roylani recalled mention-
ing this to a Northwestern University English professor, one Bevans. Bevans
had coldly informed him that from l93l to 1936 he had lived under
Mussolini as a student and tourist guide, and therefore had extraordinary
opportunities for observing whether the trains ran on time or not, and could
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definitely state that they did not; that railway timetables under Mussolini
were best regarded as humorous fiction. )

And another thought nagged at him, a thought connected with a pale,
scarred face named Bloom. Bloom was a young refugee physical chemist
working on WnRpoNS DnvsLopMENT Tnacrc I, and he was somewhat
crazy, perhaps. Royland, on Tnncr III, used to see little of him and could
have done with even less. You couldn't say hello to the man without it
turning into a lecture on the horrors of Nazism. He had wild stories about
"gas chambers" and crematoria which no reasonable man could believe,
and was a blanket slanderer of the German medical profession. He claimed
that trained doctors, certified men, used human beings in experiments
which terminated fatally. Once, to try and bring Bloom to reason, he asked
what sort of experiments these were, but the monomaniac had had that
worked out: piffling nonsense about reviving mortally frozen men by
putting naked women into bed with them! The man was probably sexually
deranged to believe that; he naively added that one variable in the series of
experiments was to use women immediately after sexual intercourse, one
hour after sexual intercourse, et cetera. Royland had blushed for him and
violently changed the subject.

But that was not what he was groping for. Neither was Bloom's crazy story
about the woman who made lampshades from the tattooed skin of con-
centration camp prisoners; there were people capable of such things, of
course, but under no regime whatever do they rise to positions of authority;
they simply can'tdo the work required in positioRs of authority because their
insanity gets in the way.

"Know your enemy," of course-but making up pointless lies? At least
Bloom was not the conscious prevaricator. He got letters in Yiddish from
friends and relations in Palestine, and these were laden with the latest wild
rumors supposed to be based on the latest word from "escapees. "

Now he remembered. In the cafeteria about three months ago Bloom had
been sipping tea with somewhat shaking hand and rereading a letter.
Royland tried to pass him with only a nod, but the skinny hand shot out and
held him.

Bloom looked up with tears in his eyes: "It's cruel, I'm tellink you,
Royland, it's cruel. They're not givink them the right to scream, to strike a
futile blow, to sayink prayers Kiddush ha Shem like a few should when he is
dyink for Consecration of the Name! They trick them, they say they go to
farm settlements, to labor camps, so four-five of the stinkink bastards can
handle a whole trainload fews. They trick the clothes off of them at the
camPs, they sayink they delouse them. They trick them into room says



3 1 E l  /  T W O  D O O M S

showerbath over the door and then is too late to sayink prayers; then goes on
the gas."

Bloom had letgo of him and put his head on the table between his hands.
Royland had mumbled something, patted his shoulder, and walked on,
shaken. For once the neurotic little man might have got some straight facts.
That was a very circumstantial touch about expediting the handling of
prisoners by systematic lies-always the carrot and the stick.

Yes, everybody had been so god-damn agreeable since he climbed the
Consulate steps! The friendly door guard, the Consul who nodded and
remarked that his story was not an impossible one, the men he'd eaten
with-all that quiet optimism. "Thanks. I'll remember you, Corporal
Collins. You've been very helpful. " He had felt positively benign toward the
corporal, and now remembered that the corporal had turned around very
quickly after he spoke. To hide a grin?

The guard was working his way down the aisle again and noticed that
Royland was awake. "Changed your mind by now?" he asked kindly. "Got a
good watch, maybe I'll find a piece of bread for you. You won't need a watch
where you're going, fella."

"What do you mean?" Royland demanded.
The guard said soothingly: "Why, they got clocks all over them work

camps, fella. Everybody knows what time it is in them work camps. You
don't need no watches there. Watches just get in the way at them work
camps." He went on down the aisle, quickly.

Royland reached across the aisle and, like Bloom, gripped the man who

sat opposite him. He could not see much of him; the huge windowless plane

was lit only by half a dozen stingy bulbs overhead. "What are you here for?"

he asked.
The man said shakily: "I'm a Laborer Tho, see? A Two. Well, my father

he taught me to read, see, but he waited until I was ten and knew the score?

See? So I figured it was a family tradition, so I taught my own kid to read

because he was a pretty smart kid, ya know? I figured he'd have some fun

reading like I did, no harm done, who's to know, ya know? But I should of

waited a couple years, I guess, because the kid was too young and got to

bragging he could read, ya know how kids do? I'm from St. Louis, by the

way. I should of said first I'm from St. Louis a track maintenance man, see,

so I hopped a string of returning empties for San Diego because I was scared

like you get."
He took a deep sigh. "Thirsty," he said. "Got in with some Chinks,

nobody to trouble ya, ya stay outta the way, but then one of them cops-like

seen me and he took me to the Consul place like they do, ya know? Had me
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scared, they always tole me illegal reading they bump ya off, but they don't,
ya know? Two years work camp, how about that?"

Yes, Royland wondered. How about it?
The plane decelerated sharply;he was thrown forward. Could they brake

with those "jets" by reversing the stream or were the engines just throttling
down? He heard gurgling and thudding; hydraulic fluid to the actuators
letting down the landinggea:. The wheels bumped a moment later and he
braced himself; the plane was still and the motors cut off seconds later.

Their Luftwaffe sergeant unlocked the door and bawled through it:
"Shove that goddam ramp, willya?" The sergeant's assurance had dropped
from him;he looked like a very scared man. He must have been a very brave
one, really, to have let himself be locked in with a hundred doomed men,
protected only by an eight-shot pistol and a chain of systematic lies.

They were herded out of the plane onto a runway of what Royland imme-
diately identified as the Chicago Municipal Airport. The same reek wafted
from the stockyards; the row of airline buildings at the eastern edge of the
field was ancient and patched but unchanged; the hangars, though, were
now something that looked like inflated plastic bags. A good trick. Beyond
the buildings surely lay the dreary red-brick and painted-siding wastes of
Cicero, Illinois.

Luftwaffe men were yapping at them: "Form up, boys; make a line! Work
means freedom! Look tall!" They shuffed and were shoved into columns of
fours. A snappy majorette in shiny satin panties and white boots pranced out
of an administration building twirling her baton; a noisy march blared from
louvers in her tall fur hat. Another good trick.

"Forward march, boys," she shrilled at them. "Wouldn't y'all just like to
follow me?" Seductive smile and a wiggle of the rump; a fudas ewe. She
strutted off in time to the music; she must have been wearing ear-stopples.
They shuffled after her. At the airport gate they dropped their blue-coated
Luftwaffe boys and picked up a waiting escort of a dozen black-coats with
skulls on their high-peaked caps.

They walked in time to the music, hypnotized by it, through Cicero.
Cicero had been bombed to hell and not rebuilt. To his surprise Royland felt
a pang for the vanished Poles and Slovaks of Al's old bailiwick. There were
German Germans, French Germans, and even Italian Germans, but he
knew in his bones that there were no Polish or Slovakian Germans . . And
Bloom had been right all along.

Deathly weary after two hours of marching (the majorette was indefatig-
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able) Royland looked up from the broken pavement to see a cockeyed
wonder before him. It was a Castle; it was a Nightmare; it was the Chicago
Parteihof. The thing abutted Lake Michigan; it covered perhaps sixteen city
blocks. It frowned down on the lake at the east and at the tumbled acres of
bombed-out Chicago at the north, west, and south. It was made of steel-
reinforced concrete grained and grooved to look like medieval masonry. It
was walled, moated, portcullis-ed, towered, ramparted, crenellated. The
death's-head guards looked at it reverently and the prisoners with fright.
Royland wanted only to laugh wildly. It was a Disney production. It was as
funny as Hermann Goering in full fig, and probably as deadly.

With a mumbo-jumbo of passwords, heils, and salutes they were admit-
ted, and the majorette went away, no doubt to take offher boots and groan.

The most bedecked of the death's-heads lined them up and said affably:
"Hot dinner and your beds presently, my boys; first a selection. Some of you,
I'm afraid, aren't well and should be in sick bay. Who's sick? Raise your
hands, please."

A few hands crept up. Stooped old men.
"That's right. Step forward, please. " Then he went down the line tapping

a man here and there-one fellow with glaucoma, another with terrible
varicose sores visible through the tattered pants he wore. Mutely they
stepped forward. Royland he looked thoughtfully over. "You're thin, my
boy," he observed. "Stomach pains? Vomit blood? Thrry stools in the
morning?"

"Nossir!" Royland barked. The man laughed and continued down the
line. The "sick bay" detail was marched off. Most of them were weeping
silently; they knew. Everybody knew; everybody pretended that the terrible
thing would not, might not, happen. It was much more complex than
Royland had realized.

"NoW" said the death's-head affably, "we require some competent cement
workers-"

The line of remaining men went mad. They surged forward almost
touching the officer but never stepping over an invisible line surrounding
him. "Me!" some yelled. "Me! Me!" Another cried: "l 'm good with my
hands, I can learn, I'm a machinist too, I'm strong and young, I can learn!"
A heavy middle-aged one waved his hands in the air and boomed: "Grouting

and tile-setting! Grouting and tile-setting!" Royland stood alone, horrified.
They knew. They knew this was an offer of real work that would keep them
alive for a while.

He knew suddenly how to live in a world of lies.
The officer lost his patience in a moment or two, and whips came out.

Men with their faces bleeding struggled back into line. "Raise your hands,
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you cement people, and no lying, please. But you wouldn't lie, would you?"
He picked half a dozen volunteers after questioning them briefly, and one of
his men marched them off. Among them was the grouting-and-tile man,
who looked pompously pleased with himself; such was the reward of
diligence and virtue, he seemed to be proclaiming; pooh to those grasshop-
pers back there who neglected to Learn A Tiade.

"No*," said the officer casually, "we require some laboratory assistants."
The chill of death stole down the line of prisoners. Each one seemed to
shrivel into himself, become poker-faced, imply that he wasn't really
involved in all this.

Royland raised his hand. The officer looked at him in stupefaction and
then covered up quickly. "Splendid," he said. "Step forward, my boy. You,"
he pointed at another man. "You have an intelligent forehead; you look as if
you'd make a fine laboratory assistant. Step forward."

"Please, no!" the man begged. He fell to his knees and clasped his hands
in supplication. "Please no!" The officer took out his whip meditatively;the
man groaned, scrambled to his feet, and quickly stood beside Royland.

When there were four more chosen, they were marched off across the
concrete yard into one of the absurd towers, and up a spiral staircase and
down a corridor, and through the promenade at the back of an auditorium
where a woman screamed German from the stage at an audience of women.
And through a tunnel and down the corridor of an elementary school with
empty classrooms full of small desks on either side. And into a hospital area
where the fake-masonry walls yielded to scrubbed white tile and the fake
flagstones underfoot to composition flooring and the fake pinewood torches
in bronze brackets that had lighted their way to fluorescent tubes.

At the door marked RnsssNwrssENscHnrr the guard rapped and a
frosty-faced man in a laboratory coat opened up. "You requisitioned a
demonstrator, Dr. Kalten," the guard said. "Pick any one of these."

Dr. Kalten looked them over. "Oh, this one, I suppose," he said.
Royland. "Come in, fellow."

The Race Science Laboratory. of Dr. Kalten proved to be a decent
medical setup with an operating table, intricate charts of the races of men
and their anatomical, mental, and moral makeups. There was also a
phrenological head diagram and a horoscope on the wall, and an arrange-
ment of glittering crystals on wire which Royland recognized. It was a
model of one Hans Hoerbiger's crackpot theory of planetary formation, the
Welteislehre.

"Sit there," the doctor said, pointing to a stool. "First I've got to take your
pedigree. By the way, you might as well know that you're going to end up
dissected for my demonstration in Race Science III for the Medical School,
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and your degree of cooperation will determine whether the dissection is
performed under anaesthesia or not. Clear?"

"Clear, doctor. "
"Curious-no panic. I'll wager we find you're a proto-Hamitoidal hemi-

Nordic of at least degree five . . . but let's get on. Name?"
"Edward Royland. "
"Birthdate?"
"]uly second, nineteen twenty-one. "
The doctor threw down his pencil. "lf my previous explanation was

inadequate," he shouted, "let me add that if you continue to be difficult I
may turn you over to my good friend Dr. Herzbrenner. Dr. Herzbrenner
happens to teach interrogation technique at the Gestapo School. Do-
you-now-understand?"

"Yes, doctor. I'm sorry I cannot withdraw my answer. "
Dr. Kalten turned elaborately sarcastic. "How then do you account for

your remarkable state of preservation at your age of approximately a hundred
and eighty years?"

"Doctor, I am twenty-three years old. I have traveled through time. "
"Indeed?" Kalten was amused. 'And how was this accomplished?"
Royland said steadily: 'A spell was put on me by a satanic Jewish magi-

cian. It involved the ritual murder and desanguination of seven beautiful
Nordic virgins."

Dr. Kalten gaped for a moment. Then he picked up his pencil and said
firmly: "You will understand that my doubts were logical under the circum-
stances. Why did you not give me the sound scientific basis for your
surprising claim at once? Go ahead; tell me all about it. "

He was Dr. Kalten's prize; he was Dr. Kalten's treasure. His peculiarities
of speech, his otherwise inexplicable absence of a birth number over his left
nipple, when they got around to it the gold filling in one of his teeth, his
uncanny knowledge of Old America, all now had a simple scientific
explanation. He was from 1914. What was so hard to grasp about that? Any
sound specialist knew about the lost Jewish cabala magic, golems and such.

His story was that he had been a student Race Scientist under the
pioneering master William D. Pully. (A noisy whack who used to barnstorm
the chaw-and-gallus belt with the backing of Deutches Neues Buro; sure
enough they found him in Volume VII of the standard lntroduction to a
Historical Handbook of Race Science.) The fewish fiends had attempted to
ambush his master on a lonely road; Royland persuaded him to switch hats
and coats; in the darkness the substitution was not noticed. Later in their
stronghold he was identified, but the Nordic virgins had already been
ritually murdered and drained of their blood, and it wouldn't keep. The dire
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fate destined for the master had been visited upon the disciple.
Dr. Kalten loved that bit. It tickled him pink that the sub-men's "revenge"

on their enemy had been to precipitate him into a world purged of the sub-
men entirely, where a Nordic might breathe freely!

Kalten, except for discreet consultations with such people as Old America
specialists, a dentist who was stupefied by the gold filling, and a dermatologist
who established that there was not and never had been a geburtsnummer on
the subject examined, was playing Royland close to his vest. After a week it
became apparent that he was reserving Royland for a grand unveiling which
would climax the reading of a paper. Royland did not want to be unveiled;
there were too many holes in his story. He talked with animation about the
beauties of Mexico in the spring, ih fair mesas, cactus, and mushrooms.
Could they make a short trip there? Dr. Kalten said they could not. Royland
was becoming restless? Let him study, learn , profit by the matchless arsenal of
the sciences available here in Chicago Parteihof. Dear old Chicago boasted
distinguished exponents of the World Ice Theory, the Hollow World Theory,
Dowsing, Homeopathic Medicine, Curative Folk Botany-

The last did sound interesting. Dr. Kalten was pleased to take his prize to
the Medical School and introduce him as a protdgd to Professor Albiani, of
Folk Botany.

Albiani was a bearded gnome out of the Arthur Rackham illustrations for
Das Rheingold. He loved his subject. "Mother Nature, the all-bounteous
one! Wander the fields, young man, and with a seeing eye in an hour's stroll
you will find the ergot that aborts, the dill that cools fever, the tansy that
strengthens the old, the poppy that soothes the freful teething babe!"

"Do you have any hallucinogenic Mexican mushrooms?" Royland
demanded.

"We may," Albiani said, surprised. They browsed through the Folk
Botany museum and pored over dried vegetation under glass. From Mexico
there were peyote, the buttons and the root, and there was marihuana, root,
stem, seed, and stalk. No mushrooms.

"They may be in the storeroom," Albiani muttered.
All the rest of the day Royland mucked through the storeroom where

specimens were waiting for exhibit space on some rotation plan. He went to
Albiani and said, a little wild-eyed: "They're not there."

Albiani had been interested enough to look up the mushrooms in
question in the reference books. "See?" he said happily, pointing to a
handsome color plate of the mushroom: growing, mature, sporing, and
dried. He read: " '. . superstitiously called Cod Food,"' and twinkled
through his beard at the joke.

"They're not there," Royland said.
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The professor, annoyed at last, said: "There might be some uncatalogued

in the basement. Really, we don't have room for everything in our limited

display space-just the interesting items."
Royland pulled himself together and charmed the location of the depart-

ment's basement storage space out of him, together with permission to
inspect it. And, left alone for a moment, ripped the color plate from the
professor's book and stowed it away.

That night Royland and Dr. Kalten walked out on one of the innumer-
able tower-tops for a final cigar. The moon was high and full; its light turned
the cratered terrain that had been Chicago into another moon. The sage and
his disciple from another day leaned their elbows on a crenellated rampart
two hundred feet above Lake Michigan.

"Edward," said Dr. Kaltefl, "l shall read my paper tomorrow before the
Chicago Academy of Race Science." The words were a challenge; some-
thing was wrong. He went on: "l shall expect you to be in the wings of the
auditorium, and to appear at my command to answer a few questions from
me and, if time permits, from our audience. "

"l wish it could be postponed," Royland said.
"No doubt. "
"Would you explain your unfriendly tone of voice, doctor?" Royland

demanded. "l think I've been completely cooperative and have opened the
way for you to win undying fame in the annals of Race Science. "

"Cooperative, yes. Candid-l wonder? You see, Edward, a dreadful
thought struck me today. I have always thought it amusing that the )ewish
attack on Reverend Pully should have been for the purpose of precipitating
him into the future and that it should have misfired." He took something
out of his pocket: a small pistol. He aimed it casually at Royland. "Today I
began to wonder why they should have done so. Why did they not simply
murder him, as they did thousands, and dispose of him in their secret
crematoria, and permit no mention in their controlled newspapers and
magazines of the disappearance?

"NoW the blood of seven Nordic virgins can have been no cheap
commodity. One pictures with ease Nordic men patrolling their precious

enclaves of humanity, eyes roving over every passing face, noting who bears
the stigmata of the sub-men, and following those who do most carefully
indeed lest race-defilement be committed with a look or an 'accidental'

touch in a crowded street. Nevertheless the thing was done; your presence
here is proof of it. It must have been done at enormous cost; hired Slavs and
Negroes must have been employed to kidnap the virgins, and many of them
must have fallen before Nordic rage.

"This merely to silence one small voice crying in the wilderness? I-
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think-not. I think, Edward Royland, or whatever your real name may be,
that Jewish arrogance sent you, a few yourself, into the future as a greeting
from the fewry of that day to what it foolishly thought would be the
triumphant fewry of this. At any rate, the public questioning tomorrow will
be conducted by my friend Dr. Herzbrenner, whom I have mentioned to
you. If you have any little secrets, they will not remain secrets long. No, no!
Do not move toward me. I shall shoot you disablingly in the knee if you do. "

Royland moved toward him and the gun went off;there was an agonizing
hammer blow high on his left shin. He picked up Kalten and hurled him,
screaming, over the parapet two hundred feet into the water. And collapsed.
The pain was horrible. His shinbone was badly cracked if not broken
through. There was not much bleeding; maybe there would be later. He
need not fear that the shot and scream would rouse the castle. Such sounds
were not rare in the Medical Wing.

He dragged himself, injured leg trailing, to the doorway of Kalten's living
quarters; he heaved himself into a chair by the signal bell and threw a rug
over his legs. He rang for the diener and told him very quietly: "Go to the
medical storeroom for a leg U-brace and whatever is necessary for a cast,
please. Dr. Kalten has an interesting idea he wishes to work out."

He should have asked for a syringe of morphine-no he shouldn't. It
might affect the time distortion.

When the man came back he thanked him and told him to turn in for the
night.

He almost screamed getting his shoe off; his trouser leg he cut away. The
gauze had arrived just in time; the wound was beginning to bleed more
copiously. Pressure seemed to stop it. He constructed a sloppy walking cast
on his leg. The directions on the several five-pound cans of plaster helped.

His leg was getting numb; good. His cast probably pinched some maior
nerve, and a week in it would cause permanent paralysis; who cared about
that?

He tried it out and found he could get across the floor inefficiently. With a
strong-enough bannister he could get downstairs but not, he thought, up
them. That was all right. He was going to the basement.

God-damning the medieval Nazis and their cornball castle every inch of
the way, he went to the basement; there he had a windfall. A dozen drunken
SS men were living it up in a corner far from the censorious eyes of their
company commander; they were playing a game which might have been
called Spin the Corporal. They saw Royland limping and wept sentimental
tears for poor ol' doc with a bum leg; they carried him two winding miles to
the storeroom he wanted, and shot the lock off for him. They departed,
begging him to call on ol' Company K any time, "bes' fellas in Chicago,
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doc. Ol' Bruno here can tear the arm off a Latvik shirker with his bare

hands, honest, doc! fus'the way you twist a drumstick off a turkey. You wan'

us to get a Latvik an' show you?"
He got rid of them at last, clicked on the light, and began his search. His

legwas now ice cold, painfully so. He rummaged through the uncatalogued

botanicals and found after what seemed like hours a crate shipped from

falasca. Royland opened it by beating its corners against the concrete floor.

It yielded and spilled plastic envelopes; through the clear material of one he

saw the wrinkled black things. He did not even compare them with the color
plate in his pocket. He tore the envelope open and crammed them into his

mouth, and chewed and swallowed.
Maybe there had to be a Hopi dancing and chanting, maybe there didn't

have to be. Maybe one had to be calm, if bitter, and fresh from aday of hard
work at differential equations which approximated the Hopi mode of
thought. Maybe you only had to fix your mind savagely on what you
desired, as his was fixed now Last time he had hated and shunned the
Bomb; what he wanted was a world without the Bomb. He had got it, all
right!

. . . his tongue was thick and the fireballs were beginning to dance
around him, the circling circles .

Charles Miller Nahataspe whispered: "Close. Close. I was so frightened."
Royland lay on the floor of the hut, his leg unsplinted, unfractured, but

aching horribly. Drowsily he felt his ribs; he was merely slender now no
longer gaunt. He mumbled: "You were working to pull me back from this
side?"

"Yes. You, you were there?"
"l was there. God, let me sleep. "

He rolled over heavily and collapsed into complete unconsciousness.
When he awakened it was still dark and his pains were gone. Nahataspe

was crooning a healing song very softly. He stopped when he saw Royland's
eyes open. "Now you know about break-the-sky medicine," he said.

"Better than anybody. What time is it?"
"Midnight. "
"l'll be going then. " They clasped hands and looked into each other's

eyes.
The jeep started easily. Four hours earlier, or possibly two months earlier,

he had been worried about the battery. He chugged down the settlement
road and knew what would happen next. He wouldn't wait until morning; a
meteorite might kill him, or a scorpion in his bed. He would go directly to
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Rotschmidt in his apartment, defu Vrouw Rotschmidt and wake her man
up to tell him about 56c, tell him we have the Bomb.

We have a symbol to offer the fapanese noq something to which they can
surrender, and will surrender.

Rotschmidt would be philosophical. He would probably sigh about the
Bomb: 'Ah, do we ever act responsibly? Do we ever know what the con-
sequences of our decisions will be?"

And Royland would have to try to avoid answering him very sharply: "Yes.
This once we damn well do. "



Tale of the
Computer That
Fought a
Dnagon

TFIANSLATEtr) BY MICHAEL KANtr)EL

Arthur C. Clarke said, 'This really is the Golden Age of
science fiction. There are dozens of authors at work today who
can match all but the giants of the past (and probably one who
can do even that, despite the handicap of being translated
from Polish)." Stanislaw Lem stands alone on the Polish
landscape like Clarke's sentinel rn 2001, a contemporary
giant in a land with no indigenous Str tradition. Aware of
Eastern European and Western literature and influenced by
both, he is uniquely himself. His most important intellectual
achievement, the huge Summa Technologiae (1964), has
never been translated into English, but since the late 1960s
every year has brought more of his work into this language,
and his reputation continues to grow A medical doctor,
scientist, and polymath whose first SF novel was published in
1951, Lem is now the author of more than two dozen books of
frction and a body of criticism that is especially scornfu] of
commercial American SI which has made him a controver-
sial Literary figure. His novels are dense and intellectual, but
his short stories are sometimes witty and light, with the senous
underpinnings supporting a pleasing architecture of storytell-
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ing, something Lem eschews in his longer works. 'Thle of the Computer
That Fought a Dragon," from Mortal Engines, is one of his more delightful
pieces.

ing Poleander Partobon, ruler of Cyberia, was a great warrior, and
being an advocate of the methods of modern strategy, above all else he
prized cybernetics as a military art. His kingdom swarmed with think-

ing machines, for Poleander put them everywhere he could; not merely in
the astronomical observatories or the schools, but he ordered electric brains
mounted in the rocks upon the roads, which with loud voices cautioned
pedestrians againsttripping; also in posts, in walls, in trees, so thatone could
ask directions anywhere when lost; he stuck them onto clouds, so they could
announce the rain in advance, he added them to the hills and valleys-in
short, it was impossible to walk on Cyberia without bumping into an
intelligent machine. The planet was beautiful, since the King not only gave
decrees for the cybernetic perfecting of that which had long been in exis-
tence, but he introduced by law entirely new orders of things. Thus for
example in his kingdom were manufactured cyberbeetles and buzzing
cyberbees, and even cyberflies-these would be seized by mechanical spi-
ders when they grew too numerous. On the planet cyberbosks of cybergorse
rustled in the wind, cybercalliopes and cyberviols sang-but besides these
civilian devices there were twice as many military, for the King was most
bellicose. In his palace vaults he had a strategic computer, a machine of
uncommon mettle; he had smaller ones also, and divisions of cybersaries,
enormous cybermatics and a whole arsenal of every other kind of weapon,
including powder. There was only this one problem, and it troubled him
greatly, namely, that he had not a single adversary or enemy and no one in
any way wished to invade his land, and thereby provide him with the
opportunity to demonstrate his kingly and terrifying courage, his tactical
genius, notto mention the simply extraordinary effectiveness of his cyberne-
tic weaponry. In the absence ofgenuine enemies and aggressors the King had
his engineers build artificial ones, and againstthese he did battle, and always
won. However inasmuch as the battles and campaigns were genuinely dread-
ful, the populace suffered no little injury from them. The subjects mur-
mured when all too many cyberfoes had destroyed their settlements and
towns, when the synthetic enemy poured liquid fire upon them; they even
dared voice their discontent when the King himself, issuing forth as their
deliverer and vanquishing the artificial foe, in the course of the victorious
attacks laid waste to everything that stood in his path. They grumbled
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even then, the ingrates, though the thing was done on their behalf.
Until the King wearied of the war games on the planet and decided to raise

his sights. Now it was cosmic wars and sallies that he dreamed of. His planet
had a large Moon, entirely desolate and wild;the King laid heavy taxes upon
his subjects, to obtain the funds needed to build whole armies on that Moon
and have there a new theater of war. And the subjects were more than happy

to pay, figuring that King Poleander would now no longer deliver them with
his cybermatics, nor test the strength of his arms upon their homes and
heads. And so the royal engineers built on the Moon a splendid computer,
which in turn was to create all manner of troops and self-firing gunnery. The
King lost no time in testing the machine's prowess this way and that; at one
point he ordered it-by telegraph-to execute a volt-vault electrosault: for

he wanted to see if it was true, what his engineers had told him, that that

machine could do anything. If it can do anything, he thought, then let it do

a flip. However the text of the telegram underwent a slight distortion and the

machine received the order that it was to execute not an electrosault, but an

electrosaur-and this it carried out as best it could.
Meanwhile the King conducted one more campaign, liberating some

provinces of his realm seized by cyberknechts; he completely forgot about

the order given the computer on the Moon, then suddenly giant boulders

came hurtling down from there; the King was astounded, for one even fell

on the wing of the palace and destroyed his prize collection of cyberads,

which are dryads with feedback. Fuming, he telegraphed the Moon com-

puter at once, demanding an explanation. It didn't reply however, for it no

longer was: the electrosaur had swallowed it and made it into its own tail.

lmmediately the King dispatched an entire armed expedition to the

Moon, placing at its head another computer, also very valiant, to slay the

dragon, but there was only some flashing, some rumbling, and then no

more computer nor expedition; for the electrodragon wasn't pretend and

wasn't pretending, but battled with the utmost verisimilitude, and had

moreover the worst of intentions regarding the kingdom and the King. The

King sent to the Moon his cybernants, cyberneers, cyberines and lieutenant

cybernets, at the very end he even sent one cyberalissimo, but it too

accomplished nothing; the hurly-burly lasted a little longer, that was all.

The King watched through a telescope set up on the palace balcony.

The dragon grew the Moon became smaller and smaller, since the mon-

ster was devouring it piecemeal and incorporating it into its own body. The

King saw then, and his subjects did also, that things were serious, for when

the ground beneath the feet of the electrosaur was gone, it would for certain

hurl itself upon the planet and upon them. The King thought and thought,

but he saw no remedy, and knew not what to do. To send machines was no
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good, for they would be lost, and to go himself was no better, for he was
afraid. Suddenly the King heard, in the stillness of the night, the telegraph
chattering from his royal bedchamber. It was the King's personal receiver,
solid gold with a diamond needle, linked to the Moon; the King jumped up
and ran to it, the apparatus meanwhile went tap-tap, tap-tap, and tapped
out this telegram: THE DRAGoN sAys noLEANDER pARToBoN BETTER SLEAR
OUT BECAUSE HE THE DRAGON INTENDS TO OCCUPY THN THRONE!

The King took fright, quaked from head to toe, and ran, just as he was, in
his ermine nightshirt and slippers, down to the palace vaults, where stood
the strategy machine, old and very wise. He had not as yet consulted it,
since prior to the rise and uprise of the electrodragon they had argued on the
subject of a certain military operation; but now was not the time to think of
that-his throne, his life was at stake!

He plugged it in, and as soon as it warmed up he cried:
"My old computer! My good computer! It's this way and that, the dragon

wishes to deprive me of my throne, to cast me out, help, speak, how can I
defeat it?!"

"Uh-uh," said the computer. "First you must admit I was right in that
previous business, and secondly, I would have you address me only as
Digital Grand Vizier, though you may also say to me: 'Your

Ferromagneticity'!"
"Good, good, I'll name you Grand vizier, I'll agree to anything you like,

only save me!"
The machine whirred, chirred, hummed, hemmed, then said:
"It is a simple matter. We build an electrosaur more powerful than the

one located on the Moon. It will defeat the lunar one, settle its circuitry
once and for all and thereby attain the goal!"

"Perfect!" replied the King. 'And can you make a blueprint of this
dragon?"

"lt will be an ultradragon," said the computer. 'And I can make you not
only a blueprint, but the thing itself, which I shall now do, it won't take a
minute, King!" And true to its word, it hissed, it chugged, it whistled and
buzzed, assembling something down within itself, and already an object
like a giant claw, sparking, arcing, was emerging from its side, when the
King shouted:

"Old computer! Stop!"
"Is this how you address me? I am the Digital Grand vizier!"
'Ah, of course," said the King. "Your Ferromagneticity, the elec-

trodragon you are making will defeat the other dragon, granted, but it will
surely remain in the other's place, how then are we to get rid of it in turn?!"

"By making yet another, still more powerful," explained the computer.
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'No, no! In that case don't do anything, I beg you, what good will it be to

have more and more terrible dragons on the Moon when I don't want any

there at all?"
'Ah, now that's a different matter," the computer replied. "Why didn't

you say so in the first place? You see how illogically you express yourself?

One moment . . . I must think."
And itchurred and hummed, and chuffed and chuckled, and finally said:

"We make an antimoon with an antidragon, place it in the Moon's orbit
(here something went snap inside), sit around the fire and sing: Oh I'm a

robot full of fun, water doesn't scclre me none,l dives right in,l gives a grin,

tra Ia the livelong day!"
"You speak strangely," said the King. "What does the antimoon have to

do with that song about the funny robot?"
"Whatfunny robot?" asked the computer. 'Ah, no, no, I made a mistake,

something feels wrong inside, I must have blown a tube." The King began

to look for the trouble, finally found the burnt-out tube, Put in a new one,

then asked the computer about the antimoon.
"What antimoon?" asked the computer, which meanwhile had forgotten

what it said before. "l don't know anything about an antimoon . . one

moment, I have to give this thought."
It hummed, it huffed, and it said:
"We create a general theory of the slaying of electrodragons, of which the

lunar dragon will be a special case, its solution trivial. "
"Well, create such a theory!" said the King.
"To do this I must first create various experimental dragons. "

"Certainly not! No thank you!" exclaimed the King. 'A dragon wants to

deprive me of my throne, just think what might happen if you produced a

swarm of them!"
"Oh? Well then, in that case we must resort to other means. We will use a

strategic variant of the method of successive approximations. Go and

telegraph the dragon that you will give it the throne on the condition that it

perform three mathematical operations, really quite simple . . ."
The King went and telegraphed, and the dragon agreed. The King

returned to the computer.
"Now" it said, "here is the first operation: tell it to divide itself by itself!"

The King did this. The electrosaur divided itself by itself, but since one

electrosaur over one electrosaur is one, it remained on the Moon and

nothing changed.
"ls this the best you can do?!" cried the King, running into the vault with

such haste that his slippers fell off. "The dragon divided itself by itself, but

since one goes into one once, nothing changed!"
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"That's all right, I did that on purpose, the operation was to divert
attention," said the computer. 'And now tell it to extract its root!" The King
telegraphed to the Moon, and the dragon began to pull, push, pull, push,
until it crackled from the strain, panted, trembled all over, but suddenly
something gave-and it extracted its own root!

The King went back to the computer.
"The dragon crackled, trembled, even ground its teeth, but extracted the

root and threatens me still!" he shouted from the doorway. "What now, my
old . . . I mean, Your Ferromagneticity?!"

"Be of stout heart," it said. "Now go tell it to subtract itself from itself!"
The King hurried to his royal bedchamber, sent the telegram, and the

dragon began to subtract itself from itself, taking away its tail first, then legs,
then trunk, and finally, when it saw that something wasn't right, it hesi-
tated, but from its own momentum the subtracting continued, it took away
its head and became zero, in other words nothing: the electrosaur was no
more!

"The electrosaur is no more," cried the joyful King, bursting into the
vault. "Thank you, old computer . . many thanks . . . you have worked
hard . . you have earned a rest, so now I will disconnect you. "

"Not so fast, my dear," the computer replied. "I do the job and you want
to disconnect me, and you no longer call me Your Rrromagneticity?! That's
not nice, not nice at all! Now I myself will change into an electrosaur, yes,
and drive you from the kingdom, and most certainly rule better than you,
for you always consulted me in all the more important matters, therefore it
was really I who ruled all along, and not you . . ."

And huffing, puffing, it began to change into an electrosaur; flaming
electroclaws were already protruding from its sides when the King, breath-
less with fright, tore the slippers off his feet, rushed up to it and with the
slippers began beating blindly at its tubes! The computer chugged, choked,
and got muddled in its program-instead of the word "electrosaur" it read
"electrosauce," and before the King's very eyes the computer, wheezing
more and more softly, turned into an enormous, gleaming-golden heap of
electrosauce, which, still sizzling, emitted all its charge in deep-blue
sparks, leaving Poleander to stare dumbstruck at only a great, steaming pool
o fgravy.  .  .

With a sigh the King put on his slippers and returned to the royal
bedchamber. However from that time on he was an altogether different
king: the events he had undergone made his nature less bellicose, and to the
end of his days he engaged exclusively in civilian cybernetics, and left the
military kind strictly alone.



The Green Hills
of Eanth

Robert A. Heinlein was the star of the prewar Campbell
Golden Age in Astounding, but after the war he broke with
Campbell and published his work in the higher-paying slick
magazines /rfte Collier\ and The Saturday Evening Post. At
the same time, he moved to Hollywood to attempt the first
American SF movie, Destination Moon . It is signifrcant that
what Heinlein was sending to the sft'cl<s was a continuing
development of his future history series, the same material he
had been selling to the pulps.

The importance of Heinlein's breakout from the pulp
ghetto into respectable magazines cannot be underrated in
establishing the literary respectability of science fiction in the
United States. By the early 1950s Heinlein was the most
popular SF writer in the world, his works the epitome of the
contemporary genre. And he achieved this position by con-
verting the marketplace, not by changing his work or atti-
tudes. His optimism and faith in technology-especially
space travel-set the tone for much of the SF published from
the late 1940s to the mid-1960s.

Hein]ein's later breakthrough, to mass best-seller status,
followed a real change in the atmosphere and influences in
his novels late in the 1960s. This resulted {rom the slow-
growing success of his astonishing cult classrq Stranger in a
Strange Land, which did not become a best seller until five
years after its publication. Probably the major literary pro-
genitor of Heinlein's later work is the George Bernard Shaw of
Back to Methuselah, brilliant but very long-winded, con-
cerned with death and immortality, aging and sexuality. The
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Iater novels, from I Will Fear No Evil ffirougfi Time Enough for Love, The
Number of the Beast, andTo Sail Beyond the Sunset, are at once experi-
mental and self-indulgent (Heinlein brooked no editing). And, it shou]d be
noted, they were enormously popular, best sellers immediately upon pub-
Iication. The traditions established by Heinlein's earlier works arc now
carried on by other writers and remain central to much of EnglishJanguage
science fiction.

his is the story of Rhysling, the Blind Singer of the Spaceways-but
not the official version. You sang his words in school:

"l pray for one last landing
On the globe that gave me birth;
Let me rest my eyes on the feecy skies

And the cool, green hills of Earth."

Or perhaps you sang in French, or German. Or it might have been
Esperanto, while Terra's rainbow banner rippled over your head.

The language does not matter-it was certainly an Earthtongue. No one
has ever translated "Creen Hills" into the lisping Venerian speech; no
Martian ever croaked and whispered it in the dry corridors. This is ours. We
of Earth have exported everything from Hollywood crawlies to synthetic
radioactives, but this belongs solely to Terra, and to her sons and daughters
wherever they may be.

We have all heard many stories of Rhysling. You may even be one of the
many who have sought degrees, or acclaim, by scholarly evaluations of his
published works-Songs of the Spaceways, The Grand Canal, and other
Poems, High and Far, and "UP SHIPI"

Nevertheless, although you have sung his songs and read his verses, in
school and out your whole life, it is at least an even money bet-unless you
are a spaceman yourself-that you have never even heard of most of
Rhysling's unpublished songs, such items as Since the Pusher Met My
Cousin, That Red-HeadedVenusburg Cal, KeeqYour Pants On, Skipper, or
A Space Suit Built for Two.

Nor can we quote them in a family magazine.

me
the



Rhysling's reputation was protected by a careful literary executor and by
the happy chance that he was never interviewed. Songs of the Spaceways
appeared the week he died; when it became a best seller, the publicity stories
about him were pieced together from what people remembered about him
plus the highly colored handouts from his publishers.

The resulting traditional picture of Rhysling is about as authentic as
George Washington's hatchet or King Alfred's cakes.

In truth you would not have wanted him in your parlor; he was not
socially acceptable. He had a permanent case of sun itch, which he
scratched continually, adding nothing to his negligible beauty.

Van der Voort's portrait of him for the Harriman Centennial edition of
his works shows a figure of high tragedy, a solemn mouth, sightless eyes
concealed by black silk bandage. He was never solemn! His mouth was
always open, singing, grinning, drinking, or eating. The bandage was any
rag, usually dirty. After he lost his sight he became less and less neat about
his person.

"Noisy" Rhysling was a jetman, second class, with eyes as good as yours,
when he signed on for a loop trip to the fovian asteroids in the R. S. Gos hawk.
The crew signed releases for everything in those days; a Lloyd's associate
would have laughed in your face at the notion of insuring a spaceman. The
Space Precautionary Act had never been heard of, and the Company was
responsible only for wages, if and when. Halfthe ships that went further than
Luna City never came back. Spacemen did not care; by preference they
signed for shares, and any one of them would have bet you that he could iump
from the 200th floor of Harriman Tower and ground safely, ifyou offered him
three to two and allowed him rubber heels for the landing.

Jetmen were the most carefree of the lot and the meanest. Compared with
them the masters, the radarmen, and the astrogators (there were no supers
nor stewards in those days)were gentle vegetarians. Jetmen knew too much.
The others trusted the skill of the captain to get them down safely; jetmen
knew that skill was useless against the blind and fitful devils chained inside
their rocket motors.

The Goshawk was the first of Harriman's ships to be converted from
chemical fuel to atomic power-piles - or rather the first that did not blow up.
Rhysling knew her well; she was an old tub that had plied the Luna City run,
Supra-New York space station to Leyport and back, before she was converted
fordeep space. He had worked the Luna run in her and had been along on the
first deep space trip, Drywater on Mars-and back, to everyone's surprise.

He should have made chief engineer by the time he signed for the fovian
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loop trip, but, after the Drywater pioneer trip, he had been fired, black-

listed, and grounded at Luna City for having spent his time writing a chorus

and several verses at a time when he should have been watching his gauges.

The song was the infamous The Skipper is a Father to his Crew, with the

uproariously unprintable final couplet.
The blacklist did not bother him. He won an accordion from a Chinese

barkeep in Luna City by cheating at one-thumb and thereafter kept going by

singing to the miners for drinks and tips until the rapid attrition in spacemen

caused the Company agent there to give him another chance. He kept his

nose clean on the Luna run for a year or two, got back into deep space,
helped give Venusburg its original ripe reputation, strolled the banks of the

Grand Canal when a second colony was established at the ancient Martian

capital, and froze his toes and ears on the second trip to Titan.

Things moved fast in those days. Once the power-pile drive was accepted

the number of ships that put out from the Luna-Terra system was limited

only by the availability of crews. Jetmen were scarce; the shielding was cut to

a minimum to save weight and few married men cared to risk possible

exposure to radioactivity. Rhysling did not want to be a father, so jobs were

always open to him during the golden days of the claiming boom. He

crossed and recrossed the system, singing the doggerel that boiled up in his

head and chording it out on his accordion.
The master of the Coshawk knew him; Captain Hicks had been astroga-

tor on Rhysling's first trip in her. "Welcome home, Noisy," Hicks had

greeted him. 'Are you sober, or shall I sign the book for you?"
"You can't get drunk on the bug iuice they sell here, Skipper. " He signed

and went below, lugging his accordion.
Ten minutes later he was back. "Captain," he stated darkly, "that number

two jet ain't fit. The cadmium dampers are warped. "

"Why tell me? Tell the Chief. "

"l did, but he says they will do. He's wrong."
The captain gestured at the book. "scratch out your name and scram. We

raise ship in thirty minutes. "

Rhysling looked at him, shrugged, and went below again.

It is a long climb to the fovian planetoids; a Hawk-class clunker had to blast
for three watches before going into free flight. Rhysling had the second
watch. Damping was done by hand then, with a multiplying vernier and a
danger gauge. When the gauge showed red, he tried to correct it-no luck.

Jetmen don't wait; that's why they are jetmen. He slapped the emergency
discover and fished at the hot stuff with the tongs. The lights went out, he
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went right ahead. A jetman has to know his power room the way your
tongue knows the inside of your mouth.

He sneaked a quick look over the top of the lead baffle when the lights
went out. The blue radioactive glow did not help him any; he jerked his
head back and went on fishing by touch.

When he was done he called over the tube, "Number two iet out. And for
crissake get me some light down here!"

There was light-the emergency circuit-but not for him. The blue
radioactive glow was the last thing his optic nerve ever responded to.

'As Time and Space come bending back to shape this star-specked scene,
The tranquil tears of tragic joy still spread their silver sheen;
Along the Grand Canal still soar the fragile Towers of Tiuth;
Their fairy grace defends this place of Beauty, calm and couth.

"Bone-tired the race that raised the Towers, forgotten are their lores;
Long gone the gods who shed the tears that lap these crystal shores.
Slow beats the time-worn heart of Mars beneath this icy sky;
The thin air whispers voicelessly that all who live must die-

"Yet still the lacy Spires of Tiuth sing Beauty's madrigal
And she herself will ever dwell along the Grand canal!"

-from The Crand Canal, by permission of
Lux Tianscriptions, Ltd., London and Luna City

On the swing back they set Rhysling down on Mars at Drywater; the boys
passed the hat and the skipper kicked in a half month's pay. That was all -
finish-iust another space bum who had not had the good fortune to finish
it offwhen his luck ran out. He holed up with the prospectors and archeolo-
gists at How-Far? for a month or so, and could probably have stayed forever
in exchange for his songs and his accordion playing. But spacemen die if
they stay in one place; he hooked a crawler over to Drywater again and
thence to Marsopolis.

The capital was well into its boom; the processing plants lined the
Grand Canal on both sides and roiled the ancient waters with the filth of
the runoff. This was before the Tli-Planet Tleaty forbade disturbing cul-
tural relics for commerce; half the slender, fairylike towers had been torn
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down, and others were disfigured to adapt them as pressurized buildings for
Earthmen.

Now Rhysling had never seen any of these changes and no one described
them to him; when he "saw" Marsopolis again, he visualized it as it had
been, before it was rationalized for trade. His memory was good. He stood
on the riparian esplanade where the ancient great of Mars had taken their
ease and saw its beauty spreading out before his blinded eyes-ice blue plain
of water unmoved by tide, untouched by breeze, and reflecting serenely the
sharp, bright stars of the Martian sky, and beyond the water the lacy
buttresses and flying towers of an architecture too delicate for our rum-
bling, heavy planet.

The result was Grand Canal.
The subtle change in his orientation which enabled him to see beauty at

Marsopolis where beauty was not now began to affect his whole life. All
women became beautiful to him. He knew them by their voices and fitted
their appearances to the sounds. It is a mean spirit indeed who will speak to a
blind man other than in gentle friendliness; scolds who had given their
husbands no peace sweetened their voices to Rhysling.

It populated his world with beautiful women and gracious men. Dark
Sfar Pcssing, Bereniceb Hair, Death Song of aWoodb CoIt, and his other
love songs of the wanderers, the womenless men of space, were the direct
result of the fact that his conceptions were unsullied by tawdry truths. It
mellowed his approach, changed his doggerel to verse, and sometimes even
to poetry.

He had plenty of time to think now, time to get all the lovely words iust so,
and to worry a verse until it sang true in his head. The monotonous beat of

let Song-

When the field is clear, the reports all seen,
When the lock sighs shut, when the lights wink green,
When the check-offs done, when it's time to pray,
When the Captain nods, when she blasts away-

Hear the jets!

Hear them snarl at your back
When you're stretched on the rack;
Feel your ribs clamp your chest,
Feel your neck grind its rest.
Feel the pain in your ship,
Feel her strain in their grip.
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Feel her rise! Feel her drive!
Straining steel, come alive,
On her jets!

-came to him not while he himself was a jetman but later while he was
hitch-hiking from Mars to Venus and sitting out a watch with an old
shipmate.

At Venusburg he sang his new songs and some of the old, in the bars.
Someone would start a hat around for him; it would come back with a
minstrel's usual take doubled or tripled in recognition of the gallant spirit
behind the bandaged eyes.

It was an easy life. Any space port was his home and any ship his private
carriage. No skipper cared to refuse to lift the extra mass of blind Rhysling
and his squeeze box; he shuttled from Venusburg to Leyport to Drywater to
New Shanghai, or back again, as the whim took him.

He never went closer to Earth than Supra-New York Space Station. Even
when signing the contract for Songs of thespaceways he made his mark in a
cabin-class liner somewhere between Luna City and Ganymede. Horowitz,
the original publisher, was aboard for a second honeymoon and heard
Rhysling sing at a ship's party. Horowitz knew a good thing for the publish-
ing trade when he heard it; the entire contents of Songs were sung directly
into the tape in the communications room of that ship before he let
Rhysling out of his sight. The next three volumes were squeezed out of
Rhysling at Venusburg, where Horowitz had sent an agent to keep him
liquored up until he had sung all he could remember.

UP SHIPI is not certainly authentic Rhysling throughout. Much of it is
Rhysling's, no doubt, and let Song is unquestionably his, but most of the
verses were collected after his death from people who had known him
during his wanderings.

The Creen Hills of Earth grew through twenty years. The earliest form we
know about was composed before Rhysling was blinded, during a drinking
bout with some of the indentured men on Venus. The verses were concerned
mostly with the things the labor clients intended to do back on Earth if and
when they ever managed to pay their bounties and thereby be allowed to go
home. Some of the stanzas were vulgar, some were not, but the chorus was
recognizably that of Green Hills.

We know exactly where the final form of Green Hills came from, and
when.

There was a ship in at Venus Ellis Isle which was scheduled for the direct
i,r*p from there to Great Lakes, Illinois. She was the old Falcon, youngest
of the Hawk class and the first ship to apply the Harriman Tiust's new policy
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of extra-fare express service between Earth cities and any colony with

scheduled stops.
Rhysling decided to ride her back to Earth. Perhaps his own song had

gotten under his skin-or perhaps he just hankered to see his native Ozarks

one more time.
The Company no longer permitted deadheads; Rhysling knew this but it

never occurred to him that the ruling might apply to him. He was getting

old, for a spaceman, and just a little matter of fact about his privileges. Not

senile-hesimply knew that he was one of the landmarks in space, along

with Halley's Comet, the Rings, and Brewster's Ridge. He walked in the

crew's port, went below, and made himself at home in the first empty

acceleration couch.
The Captain found him there while making a last minute tour of his ship.

"What are you doing here?" he demanded.
"Dragging it back to Earth, Captain." Rhysling needed no eyes to see a

skipper's four stripes.
iiou can't drag in this ship; you know the rules. Shake a leg and get out of

here. We raise ship at once." The Captain was young; he had come up after

Rhysling's active time, but Rhysling knew the type-five years at Harriman

Hall with only cadet practice trips instead of solid, deep space experience.

The two men did not touch in background nor spirit; space was changing.
"NoW Captain, you wouldn't begrudge an old man a trip home."

The ofhcer hesitated-several of the crew had stopped to listen. "l can't

do it. 'Space Precautionary Act, Clause Six: No one shall enter space save as

a licensed member of a crew of a chartered vessel, or as a paying passenger of

such a vessel under such regulations as may be issued pursuant to this act.'

Up you get and out you go. "-Rhysling 
lolled back, his hands under his head. "lf I've got to go, I'm

damned if I'11 walk. Carry me."
The Captain bit his lip and said, "Master-at-Arms! Have this man

removed."
The ship's policeman fixed his eyes on the overhead struts. "Can't rightly

do it, Captain. I've sprained my shoulder." The other crew members,

present a moment before, had faded into the bulkhead paint.

"Well, get a working PartY!"
"Ayr, aye, sir. " He, too, went awaY.
Rhysling spoke again. "Now look, Skipper-let's not have any hard

feelings about this. You've got an out to carry me if you want to-the
'Distressed Spaceman' clause. "

" 'Distressed Spaceman', my eye! You're no distressed spaceman; you're

a space-lawyer. I know who you are; you've been bumming around the
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system for years. Well, you won't do it in my ship. That clause was intended
to succor men who had missed their ships, not to let a man drag free all over
space. "

"well, now, Captain, can you properly say I haven't missed my ship? I've
never been back home since my last trip as a signed-on crew member. The
law says I can have a trip back. "

"But that was years ago. You've used up your chance. "
"Have I now? The clause doesn't say a word about how soon a man has to

take his trip back; it just says he's got it coming to him. Go look it up,
Skipper. If I'm wrong, I'll not only walk out on my two legs, I'll beg your
humble pardon in front of your crew. Go on-look it up. Be a sport."

Rhysling could feel the man's glare, but he turned and stomped out of the
compartment. Rhysling knew that he had used his blindness to place the
Captain in an impossible position, but this did not embarrass Rhysling- he
rather enjoyed it.

Ten minutes later the siren sounded, he heard the orders on the bull horn
for Up-Stations. When the soft sighing of the locks and the slight pressure
change in his ears let him know that take-off was imminent he got up and
shuffled down to the power room, as he wanted to be near the jeh when they
blasted off. He needed no one to guide him in any ship of the Hawk class.

Tiouble started during the first watch. Rhysling had been lounging in the
inspector's chair, fiddling with the keys of his accordion and trying out a new
version of Creen Hills.

"Let me breathe unrationed air again
Where there's no lack nor dearth"

And "something, something, something 'Earth"'-it 
would not come

out right. He tried again.

"Let the sweet fresh breezes heal me
As they rove around the girth
Of our lovely mother planet,
Of the cool green hills of Earth. "

That was better, he thought. "How do you like that, Archie?" he asked
over the muted roar.

"Pretty good. Give out with the whole thing. " Archie Macdougal, Chief
Jetman, was an old friend, both spaceside and in bars; he had been an
apprentice under Rhysling many years and millions of miles back.

Rhysling obliged, then said, "You youngsters have got it soft. Everything
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automatic. When I was twisting her tail you had to stay awake."
"You still have to stay awake. " They fell to talking shop and Macdougal

showed him the direct response damping rig which had replaced the
manual vernier control which Rhysling had used. Rhysling felt out the
controls and asked questions until he was familiar with the new installation.
It was his conceit that he was still a jetman and that his present occupation as
a troubadour was simply an expedient during one of the fusses with the
company that any man could get into.

"I see you still have the old hand damping plates installed," he remarked,
his agile fingers flitting over the equipment.

'All except the links. I unshipped them because they obscure the dials."
"You ought to have them shipped. You might need them."
"Oh, I don't know. I think-" Rhysling never did find out what Macdou-

gal thought for it was at that moment the trouble tore loose. Macdougal
caught it square, a blast of radioactivity that burned him down where he

stood.
Rhysling sensed what had happened. Automatic reflexes of old habit

came out. He slapped the discover and rang the alarm to the control room

simultaneously. Then he remembered the unshipped links. He had to grope

until he found them, while trying to keep as low as he could to get

maximum benefit from the baffes. Nothing but the links bothered him as to

location. The place was as light to him as any place could be; he knew every
spot, every control, the way he knew the keys of his accordion.

"Power room! Power room! What's the alarm?"
"Stay out!" Rhysling shouted. "The place is 'hot. "' He could feel it on his

face and in his bones, like desert sunshine.
The links he got into place, after cursing someone, anyone, for having

failed to rack the wrench he needed. Then he commenced trying to reduce
the trouble by hand. It was a long job and ticklish. Presently he decided that
the jet would have to be spilled, pile and all.

First he reported. "Control!"
"Control aye ayel"
"spilling iet three-emergency. "
"Is this Macdougal?"
"Macdougal is dead. This is Rhysling, on watch. Stand by to record."
There was no answer; dumbfounded the Skipper may have been, but he

could not interfere in a power room emergency. He had the ship to consider,
and the passengers and crew. The doors had to stay closed.

The Captain must have been still more surprised at what Rhysling sent
for record. It was:
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"We rot in the molds of Venus,
We retch at her tainted breath.
Foul are her flooded jungles,
Crawling with unclean death. "

Rhysling went on cataloguing the Solar System as he worked, "-harsh
bright soil of Luna -" , " - Saturn's rainbow rings -" , 

,,-the frozen night
of Titan-", all the while opening and spill ing the jet and fishing it clean.
He finished with an alternate chorus-

"We've tried each spinning space mote
And reckoned its true worth:
Thke us back again to the homes of men-
On the cool, green hills of Earth."

-then, almost absentmindedly remembered to tack on his revised first
verse:

"The arching sky is calling
Spacemen back to their trade.
AII hands! Stand by! Free falling!
And the lights below us fade.
Out ride the sons of Terra,
Far drives the thundering iet,
Up leaps the race of Earthmen,
Out, far, and onward yet-"

The ship was safe now and ready to limp home shy one jet. As for himself,
Rhysling was not so sure. That "sunburn" seemed sharp, he thought. He
was unable to see the bright, rosy fog in which he worked but he knew it was
there. He went on with the business of fushing the air out through the outer
valve, repeating it several times to permit the level of radioaction to drop to
something a man might stand under suitable armor. While he did this he
sent one more chorus, the last bit of authentic Rhysling that ever could be:

"We pray for one last landing
On the globe that gave us birth;
Let us rest our eyes on fleecy skies
And the cool, green hills of Earth."



Ghost V

Of the new young SF writers of the early 1950s, Robert
sheckley wai the first to achieve widespread and enduring
internaiional popularity and the only one to maintain his
Ieading position on the basis of his short fiction, He remains
on, oitfr, great masters of the clever, graceful, ryi{y, "plgtte!"
story, the kind that derives a good bit of its pun-ch from the plot
twiit at the end. Sheckley turned to the novel with increasing
success in the late 1950s and throughoutthe 1960s, with such
work as Immortality, Inc., Journey Beyond Tomorrow, and
Mindswap, but his most influential work is still his short
frction, iiaay translated and often anthologized. He has a
command of ihe images and clichds of SF second to none and
an ironic perception of the plight of the common ma\tryiry
to get by'in tt e t iglrty complicated high-tech world of the
fu{ure.'"Chost V"-is a clever parody of the problem-solving
story of the 1940s, as well as a highly entertaining psychologi-
cal tale, all done with a very light touch.

e's reading our sign now," Gregor said, his long bony

face pressed against the peephole in the ofhce door.

"Let me see," Arnold said.

Gregor pushed him back. "He's going to knock-no, he's

changed his mind. He's leaving."
Arnold returned to his desk and laid out another game of

solitaire. Gregor kept watch at the peephole.

They had constructed the peephole out of sheer boredom

three months after forming their partnership and renting the

office. During that time, the AAA Ace Planet Decontamina-



tion Service had had no business-in spite of being first in the telephone
book. Planetary decontamination was an old, established line, comft.t.ty
monopolizedby two large outfits. It was discouraging for a small new firm
run by two young men with big ideas and a lot of unpaid-for equipment.

"He's coming back," Gregor called. "Quick-look busy and important!"
Arnold swept his cards into a drawer and just finished buttoning his lab

gown when the knock came.
Their visitor was a short, bald, tired-looking man. He stared at them

dubiously.
"You decontaminate planets?"
"That is correct, sir," Gregor said, pushing away a pile of papers and

shaking the man's moist hand. "I am Richard Gregor. This is my partner,
Doctor Frank Arnold."

Arnold, impressively garbed in a white lab gown and black horn-rimmed
glasses, nodded absently and resumed his examination of a row of ancient.
crusted test tubes.

"Kindly be seated, Mister-"
"Ferngraum. "
"Mr. Ferngraum. I think we can handle just about anything you re-

quire," Gregor said heartily. "Flora or fauna control, cleansing atmosphere,
purifying water supply, sterilizing soil, stability testing, volcano and earth-
quake control-anything you need to make a planet fit for human
habitation. "

Ferngraum still looked dubious. "l'm going to level with you. I've got a
problem planet on my hands. "

Gregor nodded confidently. "Problems are our business. "
"l'm a freelance real-estate broker," Ferngraum said. "you know how it

works-buy a planet, sell a planet, everyone makes a living. Usually I stick
with the scrub worlds and let my buyers do their decontaminating. But a few
months ago I had a chance to buy a real quality planet-tooklt right out
from under the noses of the big operators. "

Rrngraum mopped his forehead unhappily.
"lt's a beautiful place," he continued with no enthusiasm whatsoever.'Average 

temperature of seventy-one degrees. Mountainous, but fertile.
Waterfalls, rainbows, all that sort of thing. And no fauna at all."

"Sounds perfect," Gregor said. "Microorganisms?"
"Nothing dangerous."
"Then what's wrong with the place?"
Ferngraum looked embarrassed. "Maybe you heard about it. The Gov-

ernment catalogue number is RfC-5. But everyone else calls it'Ghost V"'
Gregor raised an eyebrow. "Ghost" was an odd nickname for a planet, but
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he had heard odder. After all, you had to call them something. There were

thousands of planet-bearing suns within spaceship range, many of them in-

habitable or potentially inhabitable. And there were plenty ofpeople from the

civilized worlds who wanted to colonize them. Religious sects, political mi-

norities, philosophic groups-or justplain pioneers, outto make a fresh start.

"l don't believe I've heard of it," Gregor said.

Ferngraum squirmed uncomfortably in his chair. "l should have listened

to my wife. But no - I was gonna be a big operator. Paid ten times my usual

price for Chost V and now I'm stuck with it. "

"But what's wrong with it?" Gregor asked.
"lt seems to be haunted," Ferngraum said in despair.

Ferngraum had radar-checked his planet, then leased it to a combine of

farmers from Diion VI. The eight-man advance guard landed and, within a

day, began to broadcast garbled reports about demons, ghouls, vampires,

dinosaurs and other inimical fauna.

When a relief ship came for them, all were dead. An autopsy report stated

that the gashes, cuts and marks on their bodies could indeed have been

made by almost anything, even demons, ghouls, vampires or dinosaurs, if

such existed.
Ferngraum was fined for improper decontamination. The farmers

dropped their lease. But he managed to lease it to a group of sun worshipers

from Opal II.
The sun worshipers were cautious. They sent their equipment, but only

three men accompanied it, to scout out trouble. The men set up camp'

unpacked and declared the place a paradise. They radioed the home group

to come at once-then, suddenly, there was a wild scream and radio silence.

A patrol ship went to Ghost ! buried the three mangled bodies and

departed in five minutes flat.
'And that did it," Ferngraum said. "Now no one will touch it at any price.

Space crews refuse to land on it. And I still don't know what happened."

He sighed deeply and looked at Gregor. "lt's your baby, if you want it. "

Gregor and Arnold excused themselves and went into the anteroom.

Arnold whooped at once, "We've got a job!"

"Yeah," Gregor said, "but what a iob."
"We wanted the tough ones," Arnold pointed out. "lf we lick this, we'rq.

established-to say nothing of the profit we'll make on a Percentage basis."

"You seem to forget," Gregor said, "I'm the one who has to actually land

on the planet. All you do is sit here and interpret my data."
"That's the way we set it up," Arnold reminded him. "l'm the research

department-you're the troubleshooter. Remember?"

Gregor remembered. Ever since childhood, he had been sticking his
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neck out while Arnold stayed home and told him why he was sticking his
neck out.

"l don't like it," he said.
"You don't believe in ghosts, do you?"
'No, of course not. "
"Well, we can handle anything else. Faint heart ne'er won fair profit. "
Gregor shrugged his shoulders. They went back to Ferngraum.
In half an hour, they had worked out their terms-a large percentage of

future development profits if they succeeded, a forfeiture .lrur. if thev
failed.

Gregor walked to the door with Ferngraum. "By the way, sir,', he asked,
"how did you happen to come to us?"

"No one else would handle it," Fbrngraum said, looking extremely
pleased with himself. "Good luck. "

Three days later, Gregor was aboard a rickety space freighter, bound for
Ghost V He spent his time studying reports on the two colonization
attempts and reading survey after survey on supernatural phenomena.

Th.y didn't help at all. No trace of animal life had been found on Ghost
V And no proof of the existence of supernatural creatures had been
discovered anywhere in the galaxy.

Gregor pondered this, then checked his weapons as the freighter spiraled
into the region ofGhost V He was carrying an ais.nal large erJugh to start a
small war and win it.

If he could find something to shoot at . . .
The captain of the freighter brought his ship to within several thousand

feet of the smiling green surface of the planet, but no closer. Gregor
parachuted his equipment to the site of the last two camps, shook hands
with the captain and 'chuted himself down.

He landed safely and looked up. The freighter was streaking into space as
though the furies were after it.

He was alone on Ghost V
After checking his equipment for breakage, he radioed Arnold that he had

landed safely. Then, with drawn blaster, he inspected the sun worshipers'
camP.

They had set themselves up at the base of a mountain, beside a small,
crystal-clear lake. The prefabs were in perfect condition.

No storm had ever damaged them, because Ghost V was blessed with a
beautifully even climate. But they looked pathetically lonely.

Gregor made a careful check of one. Clothes were still neatly packed in
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cabinets, pictures were hung on the wall and there was even a curtain on
one window. In a corner of the room, a case of toys had been opened for the
arrival of the main party's children.

A water pistol, a top and a bag of marbles had spilled on to the floor.
Evening was coming, so Gregor dragged his equipment into the prefab

and made his preparations. He rigged an alarm system and adjusted it so
finely that even a roach would set it off. He put up a radar alarm to scan the
immediate area. He unpacked his arsenal, laying the heavy rifles within
easy reach, but keeping a hand-blaster in his belt. Then, satisfied, he ate a
leisurely supper.

Outside, the evening drifted into night. The warm and dreamy land grew
dark. A gentle breeze ruffled the surface of the lake and rustled silkily in the
tall grass.

It was all very peaceful.
The settlers must have been hysterical types, he decided. They had

probably panicked and killed each other.
After checking his alarm system one last time, Gregor threw his clothes

on to a chair, turned off the lights and climbed into bed. The room was
illuminated by starlight, stronger than moonlight on Earth. His blaster was
under his pillow. All was well with the world.

He had just begun to doze off when he became aware that he was not
alone in the room.

That was impossible. His alarm system hadn't gone off. The radar was
still humming peacefully.

Yet every nerve in his body was shrieking alarm. He eased the blaster out
and looked around.

A man was standing in a corner of the room.
There was no time to consider how he had come. Gregor aimed the

blaster and said, "Okay, raise your hands," in a quiet, resolute voice.
The figure didn't move.
Gregor's finger tightened on the'trigger, then suddenly relaxed. He

recognized the man. It was his own clothing, heaped on a chair, distorted
by the starlight and his own in/agination.

He grinned and lowered the blaster. The pile of clothing began to stir
faintly. Gregor felt a faint breeze from the window and continued to grin.

Then the pile of clothing stood up, stretched itself and began to walk
toward him purposefully.

Frozen to his bed, he watched the disembodied clothing, assembled
roughly in manlike form, advance on him.

When it was halfivay across the room and its empty sleeves were reaching
for him, he began to blast.
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And kept on blastin g, {or the rags and remnants slithered toward him as if
filled with a life of their own. Flaming bits of cloth crowded toward his face
and a belt tried to coil around his legs. He had to burn everything to ashes
before the attack stopped.

When it was over, Gregor turned on every light he could find. He brewed
a pot of coffee and poured in most of a bottle of brandy. Somehow, he
resisted an urge to kick his useless alarm system to pieces. Instead, he
radioed his partner.

"That's very interesting," Arnold said, after Gregor had brought him up
to date. 'Animation! Very interesting indeed."

"l hoped it would amuse you." Gregor answered bitterly. After several
shots of brandy, he was beginning to feel abandoned and abused.

*Did anything else happen?"
'Not yet."
"Well, take care. I've got a theory. Have to do some research on it. By the

way, some crazy bookie is laying five to one against you."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I took a piece of it. "
"Did you bet for me or against me?" Gregor asked, worried.
"Foryou, ofcourse," Arnold said indignantly. "We're partners, aren'twe?"
They signed off and Gregor brewed another pot of coffee. He was not

planning on any more sleep that night. It was comforting to know that
Arnold had bet on him. But, then, Arnold was a notoriously bad gambler.

By daylight, Gregor was able to get a few hours of fiful sleep. In the early
afternoon he awoke, found some clothes and began to explore the sun
worshipers' camp.

Toward evening, he found something. On the wall of a prefab, the word
"Tgasklit" had been hastily scratched. Tgasklit It meant nothing to him,
but he relayed it to Arnold at once.

He then searched his prefab carefully, set up more lights, tested the alarm
system and recharged his blaster.

Everything seemed in order. With regret, he watched the sun go down,
hoping he would live to see it rise again. Then he settled himself in a
comfortable chair and tried to do some constructive thinking.

There was no animal life here-nor were there any walking plants,
intelligent rocks or giant brains dwelling in the planet's core. Ghost V hadn't
even a moon for someone to hide on.

And he couldn't believe in ghosts or demons. He knew that supernatural
happenings tended to break down, under detailed examination, into emi-
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nently natural events. The ones that didn't break down-stopped. Ghosts
just wouldn't stand still and let a nonbeliever examine them. The phantom
of the castle was invariably on vacation when a scientist showed up with
cameras and tape recorders.

That left another possibility. Suppose someone wanted this planet, but
wasn't prepared to pay Ferngraum's price? Couldn't this someone hide here,
frighten the settlers, kill them if necessary in order to drive down the price?

That seemed logical. You could even explain the behavior of his clothes
that way. Static electricity, correctly used, could-

Something was standing in front of him. His alarm system, as before,
hadn't gone off.

Gregor looked up slowly. The thing in front of him was about ten feet tall
and roughly human in shape, except for its crocodile head. It was colored a
bright crimson and had purple stripes running lengthwise on its body. In
one claw, it was carrying a large brown can.

"Hello," it said.
"Hello," Gregor gulped. His blaster was on a table only two feet away. He

wondered, would the thing attack if he reached for it?
"What's your name?" Gregor asked, with the calmness of deep shock.
"l'm the Purple-striped Grabber," the thing said. "l grab things."
"How interesting. " Gregor's hand began to creep toward the blaster.
"l grab things named Richard Gregor, " the Grabber told him in its bright,

ingenuous voice. 'And I usually eat them in chocolate sauce. " It held up the
brown can and Gregor saw that it was labelled "Smig's Chocolate -An Ideal
Sauce to Use with Gregors, Arnolds and Flynns. "

Gregor's fingers touched the butt of the blaster. He asked, "Were you
planning to eat me?"

"Oh, y€s," the Grabber said.
Gregor had the gun now. He flipped off the safety catch and fired. The

radiant blast cascaded offthe Grabber's chest and singed the floor, the walls
and Gregor's eyebrows.

"That won't hurt me," the Grabber explained. "l'm too tall."
The blaster dropped from Gregor's fingers. The Grabber leaned forward.
"l'm not going to eat you noq" the Grabber said.
"No?" Gregor managed to enunciate.
"No. I can only eat you tomorrow on May first. Those are the rules. I just

came to ask a favor"
"What is it?"
The Grabber smiled winningly. "Would you be a good sport and eat a few

apples? They flavor the flesh so wonderfully."
And, with that, the striped monster vanished.



352 /  c j -HOST V

With shaking hands, Gregor worked the radio and told Arnold everything
that had happened.

"Hmm," Arnold said. "Purplc-striped Grabber, eh? I think that clinches
it. Everything fits. "

"What fits? What is it?"
"First, do as I say. I want to make sure. "
Obeying Arnold's instructions, Gregor unpacked his chemical equip-

ment and laid out a number of test tubes, retorts and chemicals. He stirred,
mixed, added and subtracted as directed and finally put the mixture on the
stove to heat.

"Now" Gregor said, coming back to the radio, "tell me what's going on. "
"Certainly. I looked up the word 'Tgasklit.'It's opalian. It means'many-

toothed ghost.' The sun worshipers were from Opal. What does that suggest
to you?"

"They were killed by a hometown ghost," Gregor replied nastily. "lt must
have stowed away on their ship. Maybe there was a curse and-"

"Calm down," Arnold said. "There aren't any ghosts in this. Is the
solution boiling yet?"

t tNo.  t t

"Tell me when it does. Now let's take your animated clothing. Does it
remind you of anything?"

Gregor thought. "Well," he said, "when I was a kid-no, that's
ridiculous. "

"Out with it," Arnold insisted.
"When I was a kid, I never left clothing on a chair. In the dark, it always

looked like a man or a dragon or something. I guess everyone's had that
experience. But it doesn't explain-"

"Sure it does! Remember the Purple-striped Grabber now?"
"No. Why should I?"
"Because you invented himl Remember? We must have been eight or

nine, you and me and |immy Flynn. We invented the most horrible monster
you could think of-he was our own personal monster and he only wanted
to eat you or me or fimmy-flavored with chocolate sauce. But only on the
first of every month, when the report cards were due. You had to use the
magic word to get rid of him."

Then Gregor remembered and wondered how he could ever have forgot-
ten. How many nights had he stayed up in fearful expectation of the
Grabber? It had made bad report cards seem very unimportant.

"ls the solution boiling?" Arnold asked.
"Yes," said Gregor, glancing obediently at the stove.
"What color is it?"



FIOBEFIT SHECKLEY / 359

'A sort of greenish blue. No, it's more blue than-"
"Right. You can pour it out. I want to run a few more tests, but I think

we've got it l icked."
"Got what licked? Would you do a little explaining?"
"lt's obvious. The planet has no animal life. There are no ghosts or at least

none solid enough to kill off a party of armed men. Hallucination was the
answer, so I looked for something that would produce it. I found plenty.
Aside from all the drugs on Earth, there are about a dozen hallucination-
forming gases in the Catalogue of Alien Trace Elements. There are depres-
sants, stimulants, stuff that'll make you feel like a genius or an earthworm
or an eagle. This particular one corresponds to Longstead 42 in the
catalogue. It's a heavy, transparent, odorless gas, not harmful physically. It's
an imagination stimulant. "

"You mean I was just having hallucinations? I tell you-"
"Not quite that simple," Arnold cut in. "Longstead 42 works directly on

the subconscious. It releases your strongest subconscious fears, the child-
hood terrors you've been suppressing. It animates them. And that's what
you've been seeing. "

"Then there's actually nothing here?" Gregor asked.
"Nothing physical. But the hallucinations are real enough to whoever is

having them. "
Gregor reached over for another bottle of brandy. This called for a

celebration.
"lt won't be hard to decontaminate Ghost !" Arnold went on con-

fidently. "We can cancel the Longstead 42 with no difficulty. And then-
we'll be rich, partner!"

Gregor suggested a toast, then thought of something disturbing. "lf
they're just hallucinations, what happened to the settlers?"

Arnold was silent for a moment. "Well," he said finally, "Longstead may
have a tendency to stimulate the mortido-the death instinct. The settlers
must have gone crazy. Killed each other."

'And no survivors?"
"Sure, why not? The last ones alive committed suicide or died of wounds.

Don't worry about it. I'm chartering a ship immediately and coming out to
run those tests. Relax. I'll pick you up in a day or two."

Gregor signed off. He allowed himself the rest of the bottle of brandy that
night. It seemed only fair. The mystery of Ghost V was solved and they were
going to be rich. Soon fte would be able to hire a man to land on strange
planets for him, while he sat home and gave instructions over a radio.
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He awoke late the next day with a hangover. Arnold's ship hadn't arrived yet,
so he packed his equipment and waited. By evening, there was still no ship.
He sat in the doorway of the prefab and watched a gaudy sunset, then went
inside and made dinner.

The problem of the settlers still bothered him, but he determined not to
worry about it. Undoubtedly there was a logical answer.

After dinner, he stretched out on a bed. He had barely closed his eyes
when he heard someone cough apologetically.

"Hello," said the Purple-striped Grabber.
His own personal hallucination had returned to eat him. "Hello, old

chap," Gregor said cheerfully, without a bit of fear or worry.
"Did you eat the apples?"
"Dreadfully sorry. I forgot. "
"Oh, well. " The Grabber tried to conceal his disappointment. "l brought

the chocolate sauce." He held up the can.
Gregor smiled. "You can leave now" he said. "l know you're just a

figment of my imagination. You can't hurt me. "
"I'm not going to hurt you, " the Grabber said. "l'm just going to eat you."
He walked up to Gregor. Gregor held his ground, smiling, although he

wished the Grabber didn't appear so solid and undreamlike. The Grabber
leaned over and bit his arm experimentally.

He jumped back and looked at his arm. There were toothmarks on it.
Blood was oozing out-real blood-ftis blood.

The colonists had been bitten, gashed, torn and ripped.
At that moment, Gregor remembered an exhibition of hypnotism he had

once seen. The hypnotist had told the subject he was putting a lighted
cigarette on his arm. Then he had touched the spot with a pencil.

Within seconds, an angry red blister had appeared on the subject's arm,
because hebelieved he had been burned. If your subconscious thinks you're
dead, you're dead. If it orders the stigmata of toothmarks, they are
there.

He didn't believe in the Grabber.
But his subconscious did.
Gregor tried to run for the door. The Grabber cut him off. It seized him

in its claws and bent to reach his neck.
The magic word! What was it?
Gregor shouted, " Alphoisto?"
"Wrong word," said the Grabber. "Please don't squirm."
"Regnastikio?"
"Nope. Stop wriggling and it'll be over before you-"
"Voorshpellhappilo!"
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The Grabber let out a scream of pain and released him. It bounded high
into the air and vanished.

Gregor collapsed into a chair. That had been close. Too close. It would
be a particularly stupid way to die-rent by his own death-desiring sub-
conscious, slashed by his own imagination, killed by his own conviction. It
was fortunate he had remembered the word. Now if Arnold would only
hurry . . .

He heard a low chuckle of amusement.
It came from the blackness of a half-opened closet door, touching offan

almost forgotten memory. He was nine years old again, and the Shadower-
his Shadower-was a strange, thin, grisly creature who hid in doorways,
slept under beds and attacked only in the dark.

"Tirrn out the lights," the Shadower said.
"Not a chance," Gregor retorted, drawing his blaster. As long as the lights

were on, he was safe.
"You'd better turn them off. "
"No!"
"Very well. Egan, Megan, Degan!"
Three little creatures scampered into the room. Th.y raced to the nearest

light bulb, fung themselves on it and began to gulp hungrily.
The room was growing darker.
Gregor blasted at them each time they approached a light. Glass shat-

tered, but the nimble creatures darted out of the way.
And then Gregor realized what he had done. The creatures couldn't

actually eat light. Imagination can't make any impression on inanimate
matter. He had imagined that the room was growing dark and-

He had shot out his light bulbs! His own destructive subsconscious had
tricked him.

Now the Shadower stepped out. Leaping from shadow to shadow, he
came toward Gregor.

The blaster had no effect. Gregor tried frantically to think of the magic
word -and terrifiedly remembered that no magic word banished the
Shadower.

He backed away, the Shadower advancing, until he was stopped by a
packing case. The Shadower towered over him and Gregor shrank to the
floor and closed his eyes.

His hands came in contact with something cold. He was leaning against
the packing case of toys for the settlers' children. And he was holding a water
pistol.

Gregor brandished it. The Shadower backed away, eyeing the weapon
with apprehension.
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Quickly, Gregor ran to the tap and filled the pistol. He directed a deadly
stream of water into the creature.

The Shadower howled in agony and vanished.
Gregor smiled tightly and slipped the empty gun into his belt.
A water pistol was the right weapon to use against an imaginary monster.

It was nearly dawn when the ship landed and Arnold stepped out. Without
wasting any time, he set up his tests. By midday, it was done and the element
definitely established as Longstead 42. He and Gregor packed up imme-
diately and blasted off.

Once they were in space, Gregor told his partner everything that had
happened.

"Pretty rough," said Arnold softly, but with deep feeling.
Gregor could smile with modest heroism now that he was safely off Ghost

V "Could have been worse," he said.
"How?"
"Suppose fimmy Flynn were here. There was a kid who could really

dream up monsters. Remember the Grumbler?"
'All I remember is the nightmares it gave me," Arnold said.
They were on their way home. Arnold jotted down some notes for an

article entitled "The Death Instinct on Ghost V: An Examination of
Subconscious Stimulation, Hysteria, and Mass Hallucination in Producing
Physical Stigmata." Then he wentto the control room to set the autopilot.

Gregor threw himself on a couch, determined to get his first decent
night's sleep since landing on Ghost V He had barely dozed offwhen Arnold
hurried in, his face pasty with terror.

"l think there's something in the control room," he said.
Gregor sat up. "There can't be. We're off the-"
There was a low growl from the control room.
"Oh, my God!" Arnold gasped. He concentrated furiously for a few

seconds. "l know. I left the airlocks open when I landed. We're still
breathing Ghost V air!"

And there, framed in the open doorway, was an immense gray creature
with red spots on its hide. It had an amazing number of arms, legs,
tentacles, claws and teeth, plus two tiny wings on its back. It walked slowly
toward them, mumbling and moaning.

They both recognized it as the Grumbler.
Gregor dashed forward and slammed the door in its face. "We should be

safe in here," he panted. "That door is airtight. But how will we pilot the
ship?"
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"We won't," Arnold said. "We'll have to trust the robot pilot-unless we
can figure out some way of getting that thing out of there. "

They noticed that a faint smoke was beginning to seep through the sealed
edges of the door.

"What's that?" Arnold asked, with a sharp edge of panic in his voice.
Gregor frowned. "You remember, don't you? The Grumbler can get into

any room. There's no way of keeping him out. "
"l don't remember anything about him," Arnold said. "Does he eat

people?"
"No. As I recall, he just mangles them thoroughly. "
The smoke was beginning to solidify into the immense gray shape of the

Grumbler. They retreated into the next compartment and sealed the door.
Within seconds, the thin smoke was leaking through.

"This is ridiculous," Arnold said, biting his lip. "To be haunted by an
imaginary monster-wait! You've still got your water pistol, haven't you?"

"Yes, but-"
"Give it to me!"
Arnold hurried over to a water tank and filled the pistol. The Grumbler

had taken form again and was lumbering towards them, groaning unhap-
pily. Arnold raked it with a stream of water.

The Grumbler kept on advancing.
"Now it's all coming back to me," Gregor said. 'A water pistol never could

stop the Grumbler. "
They backed into the next room and slammed the door. Behind them was

only the bunkroom with nothing behind that but the deadly vacuum of
space.

Gregor asked, "Isn't there something you can do about the atmosphere?"
Arnold shook his head. "lt's dissipating now. But it takes about twenty

hours for the effects of Longstead to wear off."
"Haven't you any antidote?"
t tNo. t t

Once again the Grumbler was materiali zing, and neither silently nor
pleasantly.

"How can we kill it?" Arnold asked. "There must be a way.
How about a wooden sword?"

Gregor shook his head. *l remember the Grumbler

Magic words?

now," he said
unhappily.

"What kills it?"
"lt can't be destroyed by water pistols, cap guns, firecrackers, slingshots,

stink bombs, or any other childhood weapon. The Grumbler is absolutely
unkillable. "
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"That Flynn and his damned imagination! Why did we have to talk about
him? How do you get rid of it then?"

"l told you. You don't. It f ust has to go away of its own accord. "

The Grumbler was full size now. Gregor and Arnold hurried into the tiny
bunkroom and slammed their last door.

"Think, Gregor," Arnold pleaded. "No kid invents a monster without a
defense of some sort. Think!"

"The Grumbler cannot be killed," Gregor said.
The red-spotted monster was taking shape again. Gregor thought back

over all the midnight horrors he had ever known. He must have done
something as a child to neutralize the power of the unknown.

And then-almost too late-he remembered.

Under autopilot controls, the ship flashed Earthward with the Grumbler as
complete master. He marched up and down the empty corridors and floated
through steel partitions into cabins and cargo compartments, moaning,
groaning and cursing because he could not get at any victim.

The ship reached the solar system and took up an automatic orbit around
the moon.

Gregor peered out cautiously, ready to duck back if necessary. There was
no sinister shuffling, rlo moaning or groaning, no hungry mist seeping
under the door or through the walls.

'All clear," h. called out to Arnold. "The Grumbler's gone."
Safe within the ultimate defense against night horrors-wrapped in the

blankets that had covered their heads-they climbed out of their bunks.
"l told you the water pistol wouldn't do any good," Gregor said.
Arnold gave him a sick grin and put the pistol in his pocket. "l'm hanging

on to it. If I ever get married and have a kid, it's going to be his first present. "
"Not for any of mine," said Gregor. He patted the bunk affectionately.

"You can't beat blankets over the head for protection. "



The Phantom of
Kansas

In the late 1970s lohn Varley, a colorful and inventive writer
who was immensely and immediately popular, burst into
print nearly at the height of his talents with a number of short
stories, the best of which were collected rn The Persistence of
Vision. Unfortunately for readers, his fiction slowed to a bare
trickle in the 1980s, when he devoted most of his efforts to
revising scripts in Hollywood. "The Phantom of Kansas" is
from that initial meteor shower of stories in which Varley
manipulated the conventions of SF with the unconscious ease
of the natural. The story is a forest of tiny clusters ofextrapo-
]ative ideas surrounding the central theme-the nature of
identity. Varley eschews tight formal structure in favor of
energy and continual wonders and surprises. The story ls sef
in the same future as his frrst novel, The Ophiuchi Hotline,
and a number of his other early stories, a method borrowed
from the early "Future History" of RobertA. Heinlein. This is
only the most prominent of Heinlein's characteristics that led
Isaac Asimov in the late 1970s to hail Varlev as "the new
Heinlein.'

I do my banking at the Archimedes Tiust Association. Their

I security is first-rate, their service is courteous, and they
I have their own medico facility that does nothing but take
recordings for their vaults.

And they had been robbed two weeks ago.
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It was a break for me. I had been approaching my regular recording date
and dreading the chunk it would take from my savings. Then these thieves
break into my bank, steal a huge amount of negotiable paper, and in an
excess of enthusiasm they destroy all the recording cubes. Every last one of
them, crunched into tiny shards of plastic. Of course the bank had to
replace them all, and very fast, too. They weren't stupid; it wasn't the first
time someone had used such a bank robbery to facilitate a murder. So the
bank had to record everyone who had an account, and do it in a few days. It
must have cost them more than the robbery.

How that scheme works, incidentally, is like this. The robber couldn't
care less about the money stolen. Mostly it's very risky to pass such loot,
anyway. The programs written into the money computers these days are
enough to foil all but the most exceptional robber. You have to let that kind
of money lie for on the order of a century to have any hope of realizing gains
on it. Not impossible, of course, but the police types have found out that few
criminals are temperamentally able to wait that long. The robber's real
motive in a case where memory cubes have been destroyed is murder, not
robbery.

Every so often someone comes along who must commit a crime of
passion. There are very few left open, and murder is the most awkward of all.
It just doesn't satisfy this type to kill someone and see them walking around
six months later. When the victim sues the killer for alienation of person-
ality-and collects up to 99 percent of the killer's worldly goods-it's just

twisting the knife. So if you really hate someone, the temptation is great to
really kill them, forever and ever, just like in the old days, by destroying their
memory cube first, then killing the body.

That's what the ATA feared, and I had rated a private bodyguard over the
last week as part of my contract. It was sort of a status symbol to show your
friends, but otherwise I hadn't been much impressed until I realized that
ATA was going to pay for my next recording as part of their crash program to
cover all their policy holders. They had contracted to keep me alive forever,
so even though I had been scheduled for a recording in only three weeks
they had to pay for this one. The courts had ruled that a lost or damaged
cube must be replaced with all possible speed.

So I should have been very happy. I wasn't, but tried to be brave.
I was shown into the recording room with no delay and told to strip and lie

on the table. The medico, a man who looked like someone I might have met
several decades ago, busied himself with his equipment as I tried to control
my breathing. I was grateful when he plugged the computer lead into my
occipital socket and turned off my motor control. Now I didn't have to
worry about whether to ask if I knew him or not. As I grow older, I find that's
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more of a problem. I must have met twenty thousand people by now and
talked to them long enough to make an impression. It gets confusing.

He removed the top of my head and prepared to take a multiholo picture
of me, a chemical analog of everything I ever saw or thought or remembered
or iust vaguely dreamed. It was a blessed relief when I slid over into
unconsciousness.

The coolness and sheen of stainless steel beneath my fingertips. There is
the smell of isopropyl alcohol, and the hint of acetone.

The medicob shop. Childhood memories tumble over me, triggered by the
smells. Excitement, change, my mother standing by while the medico
carves away my broken finger to replace it with a pink new one. I lie in the
darkness and remember.

And there is light, a hurting light from nowhere, and I feel my pupil
contract as the only movement in my entire body.

"She's in," I hear. But I'm not, not really. I'm just lying here in the blessed
dark, unable to move.

It comes in a rush, the repossession of my body. I travel down the endless
nerves to bang up hard against the insides of my hands and feet, to whirl
through the pools of my nipples and tingle in my lips and nose. Now I'm in.

I sat up quickly into the restraining arms of the medico. I struggled for a
second before I was able to relax. My fingers were buzzing and cramped
with the clamminess of hyperventilation.

"Whew," I said, putting my head in my hands. "Bad dream. I
thought . . ."

I looked around me and saw that I was naked on the steel-topped table
with several worried faces looking at me from all sides. I wanted to retreat
into the darkness again and let my insides settle down. I saw my mother's
face, blinked, and failed to make it disappear.

"Carnival?" I asked her ghost.
"Right here, Fox," she said, and took me in her arms. It was awkward and

unsatisfying with her standing on the foor and me on the table. There were
wires trailing from my body. But the comfort was needed. I didn't know
where I was. With a chemical rush as precipitous as the one just before I
awoke, the people solidified around me.

"She's all right now," the medico said, turning from his instruments. He
smiled impersonally at me as he began removing the wires from my head. I
did not smile back. I knew where I was now, just as surely as I had ever known
anything. I remembered coming in here only hours before.

But I knew it had been more than a few hours. I've read about it: the
disorientation when a new body is awakened with transplanted memories.
And my mother wouldn't be here unless something had gone badly wrong.



I had died.
I was given a mild sedative, help in dressing, and my mother's arm to lead

me down plush-carpeted hallways to the office of the bank president. I was

still not fully awake. The halls were achingly quiet but for the brush of our

feet across the wine-colored rug. I felt like the pressure was fluctuating

wildly, leaving my ears popped and muffled. I couldn't see too far away. I

was grateful to leave the vanishing points in the hall for the paneled browns

of wood veneer and the coolness and echoes of a white marble floor.

The bank president, Mt. Leander, showed us to our seats. I sank into the

purple velvet and let it wrap around me. Leander pulled up a chair facing us

and offered us drinks. I declined. My head was swimming already and I

knew I'd have to pay attention.
Leander fiddled with a dossier on his desk. Mine, I imagined. It had been

freshly printed out from the terminal at his right hand. I'd met him briefy

before; he was a pleasant sort of person, chosen for this public-relations job

for his willingness to wear the sort of old-man body that inspires confidence

and trust. He seemed to be about sixty-five. He was probably more like

twenty.
It seemed that he was never going to get around to the briefing so I asked a

question. One that was very important to me at the moment.
"What's the date?"
"lt's the month of November," he said, ponderously. 'And the year is

)42."
I had been dead for two and a hali years.
"Listen," I said, "I don't want to take up any more of your time. You must

have a brochure you can give me to bring me up to date. If you'll just hand it
over, I'll be on my way. Oh, and thank you for your concern. "

He waved his hand at me as I started to rise.
"l would appreciate it if you stayed a bit longer. Yours is an unusual case,

Ms. Fox. I . . . well, it's never happened in the history of the Archimedes

Tiust Association. "
"Yes?"
"You see, you've died, as you figured out soon after we woke you. What

you couldn't have known is that you've died more than once since your last
recording. "

"More than once?" So it wasn't such a smart question; so what was I

supposed to ask?
"Three times. "
"Three?"
"Yes, three separate times. We suspect murder. "
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that drink. He poured it for me, and I drained it.

"Perhaps your mother should tell you more about it," Leander suggested.
"She's been closer to the situation. I was only made aware of it recentlv.
Carnival?"

I found my way back to my apartment in a sort of daze. By the time I had
settled in again the drug was wearing offand I could face my situation with a
clear head. But my skin was crawling.

Listening in the third person to things you've done is not the most
pleasant thing. I decided it was time to face some facts that all of us,
including myself, do not like to think about. The first order of business was
to recognize that the things that were done by those three previous people
were not done by me.l was a new person, fourth in the line of succession. I
had many things in common with the previous incarnations, including all
my memories up to that day I surrendered myself to the memory recording
machine. But the me of that time and place had been killed.

She lasted longer than the others. Almost ayea\ Carnival had said. Then
her body was found at the bottom of Hadley Rille. It was an appropriate
place for her to die; both she and myself liked to go hiking out on the surface
for purposes of inspiration.

Murder was not suspected that time. The bank, upon hearing of my-
no, her-death, started a clone from the tissue sample I had left with my
recording. Six lunations later, a copy of me was infused with my memories
and told that she had just died. She had been shaken, but seemed to be
adjusting well when she, too, was killed.

This time there was much suspicion. Not only had she survived for less
than a lunation after her reincarnation, but the circumstances were un-
usual. She had been blown to pieces in a tube-train explosion. She had
been the only passenger in a two-seat capsule. The explosion had been
caused by a homemade bomb.

There was still the possibility that it was a random act, possibly by
political terrorists. The third copy of me had not thought so. I don't know
why. That is the most maddening thing about memory recording: being
unable to profit by the experiences of your former selves. Each time I was
killed, it moved me back to square one, the day I was recorded.

But Fox 3 had reason to be paranoid. She took extraordinary precautions
to stay alive. More specifically, she tried to prevent circumstances that could
lead to her murder. It worked for five lunations. She died as the result of a



fight, that much was certain. It was a very violent fight, with blood all over

the apartment. The police at first thought she must have fatally iniured

her attacker, but analysis showed all the blood to have come from her

body.
So where did that leave me, Fox 4? An hour's careful thought left the

picture gloomy indeed. Consider: each time my killer succeeded in murder-

ing me, he or she learned more about me. My killer must be an expert on

Foxes by now, knowing things about me that I myself do not know. Such as

how I handle myself in a fight. I gritted my teeth when I thought of that.

Carnival told me that Fox 3, the canniest of the lot, had taken lessons in self-

defense. Karate, I think she said. Did I have the benefit of it? Of course not.

If I wanted to defend myself I had to start all over, because those skills died

with Fox 3.
No, all the advantages were with my killer. The killer started offwith the

advantage of surprise-since I had no notion of who it was-and learned

more about me every time he or she succeeded in killing me.

What to do? I didn't even know where to start. I ran through everyone I

knew, looking for an enemy, someone who hated me enough to kill me

again and again. I could find no one. Most likely it was someone Fox I had

met during that year she lived after the recording.
The only answer I could come up with was emigration. fust pull up stakes

and go to Mercury, or Mars, or even Pluto. But would that guarantee my

safety? My killer seemed to be an uncommonly persistent Person. No, I'd

have to face it here. where at least I knew the turf.

It was the next day before I realized the extent of my loss. I had been robbed

of an entire symphony.
For the last thirty years I had been an Environmentalist. I had just drifted

into it while it was still an infant art form. I had been in charge of the

weather machines at the Ti'ansvaal disneyland, which was new at the time

and the biggest and most modern of all the environmental parks in Luna. A

few of us had started tinkering with the weather programs, first for our own

amusement. Later we invited friends to watch the storms and sunsets we

concocted. Before we knew it, friends were inviting friends and the Tfans-

vaal people began selling tickets.
I gradually made a name for myself, and found I could make more money

being an artist than being an engineer. At the time of my last recording I

had been one of the top three Environmentalists on Luna.
Then Fox I went on to compose Liquid lce. From what I read in the

reviews, two years after the fact, it was seen as the high point of the art to
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three hundred thousand. It made me rich.

The money was still in my bank account, but the memory of creating the
symphony was forever lost. And it mattered.

Fox I had written it, from beginning to end. Oh, I recalled having had
some vague ideas of a winter composition, things I'd think about later and
put together. But the whole creative process had gone on in the head of that
other person who had been killed.

How is a person supposed to cope with that? For one bitter moment I
considered calling the bank and having them destroy my memory cube. If I
died this time, I'd rather die completely. The thought of a Fox 5 rising from
that table It was almost too much to bear. She would lack everything
that Fox I, 2, 3,and me, Fox 4, had experienced. So far I'd had little time to
add to the personality we all shared, but even the bad times are worth
saving.

It was either that, or have a new recording made every day. I called the
bank, did some figuring, and found that I wasn't wealthy enough to afford
that. But it was worth exploring. If I had a new recording taken once a week I
could keep at it for about a year before I ran out of money.

I decided I'd do it, for as long as I could. And to make sure that no future
Fox would ever have to go through this again, I'd have one made today. Fox
5, if she was ever born, would be born knowing at least as much as I knew
now.

I felt better after the recording was made. I found that I no longer feared the
medico's office. That fear comes from the common misapprehension that
one will wake up from the recording to discover that one has died. It's a silly
thing to believe, but it comes from the distaste we all have for really looking
at the facts.

If you'll consider human consciousness, you'll see that the three-dimen-
sional cross-section of a human being that is you can only rise from that
table and go about your business. It can happen no other way. Human
consciousness is linear, along a timeline that has a beginning and an end. If
you die after a recording, you die, forever and with no reprieve. It doesn't
matter that a recording of you exists and that a new person with your
memories to a certain point can be created; you are dead. Looked at from a
fourth-dimensional viewpoint, what memory recording does is to graft a
new person onto your lifeline at a point in the past. You do not retrace that
lifeline and magically become that new person. I, Fox 4, was only a relative
of that long-ago person who had had her memories recorded. And if I died,



it was forever. Fox 5 would awaken with my memories to date, but I would
be no part of her. She would be on her own.

Why do we do it? I honestly don't know. I suppose that the human urge to
live forever is so strong that we'll grasp at even the most unsatisfactory
substitute. At one time people had themselves frozen when they died, in the
hope of being thawed out in a future when humans knew how to reverse
death. Look at the Great Pyramid in the Egypt disneyland if you want to see
the sheer size of that urge.

So we live our lives in pieces. I could know, for whatever good it would do
me, that thousands of years from now a being would still exist who would be
at least partly me. She would remember exactly the same things I remem-
bered of her childhood; the trip to Archimedes, her first sex change, her
lovers, her hurts and her happiness. If I had another recording taken, she
would remember thinking the thoughts I was thinking now. And she would
probably still be stringing chunks of experience onto her life, year by year.
Each time she had a new recording, that much more of her life was safe for
all time. There was a certain comfort in knowing that my life was safe up
until a few hours ago, when the recording was made.

Having thought all that out, I found myself fiercely determined to never
let it happen again. I began to hate my killer with an intensity I had never
experienced. I wanted to storm out of the apartment and beat my killer to
death with a blunt instrument.

I swallowed that emotion with difficulty. It was exactly what the killer
would be looking for. I had to remember that the killer knew what my first
reaction would be. I had to behave in a way that he or she would not expect.

But what way was that?
I called the police department and met with the detective who had my

case. Her name was Isadora, and she had some good advice.
"You're not going to like it, if I can judge from past experience," she said.

"The last time I proposed it to you, you rejected it out of hand."
I knew I'd have to get used to this. People would always be telling me what

I had done, what I had said to them. I controlled my anger and asked her to
go on.

"It's simply to stay put. I know you think you're a detective, but your
predecessor proved pretty well that you are not. If you stir out of that door
you'll be nailed. This guy knows you inside and out, and he'll get you.
Count on it. "

"He? You know something about him, then?"
"Sorry, you'll have to bear with me. I've told you parts of this case twice

already; so it's hard to remember what you don't know. Yes, we do know he's a
male. Or was, six months ago, when you had your big fight with him.
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only have been your killer."

"Then you're on his trail?"
She sighed, and I knew she was going over old ground again.
"No, and you've proved again that you're not a detective. Your detective

lore comes from reading old novels. It's not a glamorous enough iob
nowadays to rate fictional heroes and such, so most people don't know the
kind of work we do. Knowing that the killer was a man when he last knocked
you off means nothing to us. He could have bought a Change the very next
day. You're probably wondering if we have fingerprints of him, right?"

I gritted my teeth. Everyone had the advantage over me. It was obvious I
had asked something like that the last time I spoke with this woman. And I
had been thinking of it.

"No," I said. "Because he could change those as easily as his sex, right?"
"Right. Easier. The only positive means of identification today is gen-

otyping, and he wasn't cooperative enough to leave any of him behind when
he killed you. He must have been a real brute, to be able to inflict as much
damage on you as he did and not even be cut himself. You were armed with
a knife. Nota drop of his blood was found atthe scene of the murder."

"Then how do you go about finding him?"
"Fox, I'd have to take you through several college courses to begin to

explain our methods to you. And I'll even admit that they're not very good.

Police work has not kept up with science over the last century. There are
many things available to the modern criminal that make our job more
difficult than you'd imagine. We have hopes of catching him within about
four lunations, though, if you'll stay put and stop chasing him."

"Why four months?"
"We trace him by computer. We have very exacting programs that we run

when we're after a guy like this. It's our one major weapon. Given time, we
can run to ground about sixty percent of the criminals."

"Sixty percent?" I squawked. "ls that supposed to encourage me? Es-
pecially when you're dealing with a master like my killer seems to be?"

She shook her head. "He's not a master. He's only determined. And that
works against him, not for him. The more single-mindedly he pursues you,
the surer we are of catching him when he makes a slip. That sixty percent
figure is overall crime; on murder, the rate is nine$-eight. It's a crime of
passion, usually done by an amateur. The pros see no percentage in it, and
they're right. The penalty is so steep it can make a pauper of you, and your
victim is back on the streets while you're still in court. "

I thought that over, and found it made me feel better. My killer was not a
criminal mastermind. I was not being hunted by Fu Manchu or Professor



Moriarty. He was only a person like myself, new to this business. Something
Fox I did had made him sufficiently angry to risk financial ruin to stalk and
kill me. It scaled him down to human dimensions.

"So now you're all ready to go out and get him?" Isadora sneered. I guess
my thoughts were written on my face. That, or she was consulting her script
of our previous conversations.

"Why not?" I asked.
"Because, like I said, he'll get you. He might not be a pro but he's an

expert on you. He knows how you'll jump. One thing he thinks he knows is
that you won't take my advice. He might be right outside your door, waiting
for you to finish this conversation like you did last time around. The last
time, he wasn't there. This time he might be. "

It sobered me. I glanced nervously at my door, which was guarded by
eight different security systems bought by Fox 3.

"Maybe you're right. So you want me just to stay here. For how long?"
"However long it takes. It may be a year. That four-lunation figure is the

high point on a computer curve. It tapers off to a virtual certainty in just
over a yeaL"

"Why didn't I stay here the last time?"
'A combination of foolish bravery, hatred, and a fear of boredom. " She

searched my eyes, trying to find the words that would make me take the
advice that Fox 3 had fatally refused. "l understand you're an artist," she
went on. "Why can't you just . . . well, whatever it is artists do when they're
thinking up a new composition? Can't you work here in your apartment?"

How could I tell her that inspiration wasn't just something I could turn on
at will? Weather sculpture is a tenuous discipline. The visualization is
difficult; you can't just try out a new idea the way you can with a song, by
picking it out on a piano or guitar. You can run a computer simulation, but
you never really know what you have until the tapes are run into the
machines and you stand out there in the open field and watch the storm take
shape around you. And you don't get any practice sessions. It's expensive.

I've always needed long walks on the surface. My competitors can't
understand why. They go for strolls through the various parks, usually the
one where the piece will be performed. I do that, too. You have to, to get the
lay of the land. A computer can tell you what it looks like in terms of
thermoclines and updrafts and pocket ecologies, but you have to really go
there and feel the land, taste the air, smell the trees, before you can compose
a storm or even a summer shower. It has to be a part of the land.

But my inspiration comes from the dry, cold, airless surface that so few
Lunarians really like. I'm not a burrower; I've never loved the corridors, as
so many of my friends profess to do. I think I see the black sky and harsh
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the land is lush and varied and there's always some weather in progress even if

it's only partly cloudy and warm.
Could I compose without those long, solitary walks?
Run that through again: could I afford not to?
'All right, I' l l stay inside like a good girl."

I was in luck. What could have been an endless purgatory turned into

creative frenzy such as I had never experienced. My frustrations at being

locked in my apartment translated themselves into grand sweeps of tor-

nadoes and thunderheads. I began writing my masterpiece. The working

title was AConflagration of Cyclones. That's how angry I was. My agent later

talked me into shortening it to a tasteful Cyclone, but it was always a

conflagration to me.
Soon I had managed virtually to forget about my killer. I never did

completely; after all, I needed the thought of him to fog me onward, to

serve as the canvas on which to paint my hatred. I did have one awful

thought, early on, and I brought it up to Isadora.
"lt strikes me, " I said, "that what you've built here is the better mousetrap,

and I'm the hunk of cheese."
"You've got the essence of it," she agreed.
"l find I don't care for the role of bait. "
"Why not? Are you scared?"
I hesitated, but what the hell did I have to be ashamed of?
"Yeah. I guess I am. What can you tell me to make me stay here when I

could be doing what all my instincts are telling me to do, which is run like

hell?"
"That's a fair question. This is the ideal situation, as far as the police are

concerned. We have the victim in a place that can be watched perfectly

safely, and we have the killer on the loose. Furthermore, this is an obsessed
killer, one who cannot stay away from you forever. Long before he is able to

make a strike at you we should pick him up as he scouts out ways to reach
you."

'Are there ways?"
"No. An unqualified no. Any one of those devices on your door would be

enough to keep him out. Beyond that, your food and water is being tested
before it gets to you. Those are extremely remote possibilities since we're
convinced that your killer wishes to dispose of your body completely, to kill
you for good. Poisoning is no good to him. We'd just start you up again. But
if we can't find at least a piece of your body, the law forbids us to revive you."
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"What about bombs?"
"The corridor outside your apartment is being watched. It would take

quite a large bomb to blow out your door, and getting a bomb that size in
place would not be possible in the time he would have. Relax, Fox. We've
thought of everything. You're safe. "

She rang off, and I called up the Central Computer.
"CC," I said, to get it on-line, "can you tell me how you go about

catching killers?"
'Are you talking about killers in general, or the one you have a particular

interest in?"
"What do you think? I don't completely believe that detective. What I

want to know from you is what can I do to help?"
"There is little you can do," the CC said. "While I myself, in the sense of

the Central or controlling Lunar Computer, do not handle the apprehen-
sion of criminals, I act in a supervisory capacity to several satellite com-
puters. They use a complex number theory, correlated with the daily input
from all my terminals. The average person on Luna deals with me on the
order of twenty times per day, many of these transactions involving a routine
epidermal sample for positive genalysis. By matching these transactions
with the time and place they occurred, I am able to construct a dynamic
model of what has occurred, what possibly could have occurred, and what
cannot have occurred. With suitable peripheral programs I can refine this
model to a close degree of accuracy. For instance, at the time of your murder
I was able to assign a low probability of their being responsible to ninety-
nine point nine three percent of all humans on Luna. This left me with a
pool of two hundred ten thousand people who might have had a hand in it.
This is merely from data placing each person at a particular place at a
particular time. Further weighting of such factors as possible motive nar-
rowed the range of prime suspects. Do you wish me to go on?"

"No, I think I get the picture. Each time I was killed you must have
narrowed it more. How many suspects are left?"

"You are not phrasing the question correctly. As implied in my original
statement, all residents of Luna are still suspects. But each has been
assigned a probability, ranging from a very large group with a value of ten to
the minus-twenty-seventh power to twenty individuals with probabilities of
thirteen percent. "

The more I thought about that, the less I liked it.
"None of those sound to me like what you'd call a prime suspect. "
'Alas, no. This is a very intriguing case, I must say."
"l'm glad you think so. "
"Yes," it said, oblivious as usual to sarcasm. "l may have to have some
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ninety percent rating to the Grand fury Data Bank. "

"Then Isadora is feeding me a line, right? She doesn't have anything to
go on?"

"Not strictly true. She has an analysis, a curve, that places the probability
of capture as near certainty within one year. "

"You gave her that estimate, didn't you?"
"Of course. "
"Then what the hell does she do? Listen, I'll tell you right now, I don't feel

good about putting my fate in her hands. I think this iob of detective is just a
trumped-up featherbed. Isn't that right?"

"The privacy laws forbid me to express an opinion about the worth,
performance, or intelligence of a human citizen. But I can give you a
comparison. Would you entrust the construction of your symphonies to a
computer alone? Would you sign your name to a work that was generated
entirely by me?"

"l see your point. "
"Exactly. Without a computer you'd never calculate all the factors you

need for a symphony. But I do not write them. It is your creative spark that
makes the wheels turn. Incidentally, I told your predecessor but of course
you don't remember it, I liked your Liquid lce tremendously. It was a real
pleasure to work with you on it. "

"Thanks. I wish I could say the same." I signed off, feeling no better than
when I began the interface.

The mention of Liquid lcehad me seething again. Robbed! Violated! I'd
rather have been gang-raped by chimpanzees than have the memory stolen
from me. I had punched up the films of Liquid lce and they were beautiful.
Stunning, and I could say it without conceit because I had not written it.

My life became very simple. I worked-trvelve and fourteen hours a day
sometimes-ate, slept, and worked some more. Thice a day I put in one-
hour learning to fight over the holovision. It was all highly theoretical, of
course, but it had value. It kept me in shape and gave me a sense of
confidence.

For the first time in my life I got a good look at what my body would have
been with no tampering. I was born female, but Carnival wanted to raise
me as a boy so she had me Changed when I was two hours old. It's another of
the contradictions in her that used to infuriate me so much but which, as I
got older, I came to love. I mean, why go to all the pain and trouble of
bringing a child to term and giving birth naturally, all from a professed
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dislike of tampering-and then turn around and refuse to accept the results
of nature's lottery? I have decided that it's a result of her age. She's almost two
hundred by now, which puts her childhood back in the days before Chang-
ing. In those days-l've never understood why-there was a predilection for
male children. I think she never really shed it.

At any rate, I spent my childhood male. When I got my first Change, I
picked my own body design. No*, in a six-lunation-old clone body which
naturally reflected my actual genetic structure, I was pleased to see that my
first female body design had not been far from the truth.

I was short, with small breasts and an undistinguished body. But my face
was nice. Cute, I would say. I liked the nose. The age of the accelerated
clone body was about seventeen years; perhaps the nose would lose its
upturn in a few years of natural growth, but I hoped not. If it did, I'd have it
put back.

Once a week, I had a recording made. It was the only time I saw people in
the flesh. Carnival, Leander, Isadora, and a medico would enter and stay for
a while after it was made. It took them an hour each way to get past the
security devices. I admit it made me feel a little more secure to see how long
it took even my friends to get into my apartment. It was like an invisible
fortress outside my door. The better to lure you into my parlor, killer!

I worked with the CC as I never had before. We wrote new programs that
produced four-dimensional models in my viewer unlike anything we had
ever done. The CC knew the stage-which was to be the Kansas disney-
land-and I knew the storm. Since I couldn't walk on the stage before the
concert this time I had to rely on the CC to reconstruct it for me in the holo
tank.

Nothing makes me feel more godlike. Even watching it in the three-
meter tank I felt thirty meters tall with lightning in my hair and a crown of
shimmering frost. I walked through the Kansas autumn, the brown, rolling,
featureless prairie before the red or white man came. It was the way the real
Kansas looked now under the rule of the Invaders, who had ripped up the
barbed wire, smoothed over the furrows, dismantled the cities and railroads,
and let the buffalo roam once more.

There was a logistical problem I had never faced before. I intended to use
the buffalo instead of having them kept out of the way. I needed the
thundering hooves of a stampede; it was very much a part of the environ-
ment I was creating. How to do it without killing animals?

The disneyland management wouldn't allow any of their livestock to be
injured as partofa performance. Thatwas fine with me; my stomach turned
at the very thought. Art is one thing, but life is another and I will not kill
unless to save myself. But the Kansas disneyland has two million head of



buffalo and I envisioned up to twenty-five twiste.r;:;-" ;: ," ;"
keep the two separate?

With subtlety, I found. The CC had buffalo behavioral profiles that were
very reliable. The damn CC stores everything, and I've had occasion more
than once to be thankful for it. We could position the herds at a selected spot
and let the twisters loose above them. The tornadoes would never be totally
under our control-they are capricious even when handmade-but we
could rely on a hard 90 percent accuracy in steering them. The herd profile
we worked up was usable out to two decimal points, and as insurance against
the unforeseen we installed several groups of flash bombs to turn the herd if
it headed into danger.

It's an endless series of details. Where does the lightning strike, for
instance? On a flat, gently rolling plain, the natural accumulation of
electric charge can be just about anywhere. We had to be sure we could
shape it the way we wanted, by burying five hundred accumulators that
could trigger an air-to-ground flash on cue. And to the right spot. The air-
to-air are harder. And the ball lightning-oh, brother. But we found we
could guide it pretty well with buried wires carrying an electric current.
There were going to be range fires-so check with the management on
places that are due for a controlled burn anyway, and keep the buffalo away
from there, too; and be sure the smoke would not blow over into the
audience and spoil the view or into the herd and panic them. . . .

But it was going to be glorious.

Six lunations rolled by. Six lunations! I77.18313 mean solar days!
I discovered that figure during a long period of brooding when I called up

all sorts of data on the investigation. Which, according to Isadora, was
going well.

I knew better. The CC has its faults but shading data is not one of them.
Ask it what the figures are and it prints them out in tricolor.

Here's some: probability of a capture by the original curve, 93 percent.
Total number of viable suspects remaining: nine. Highest probability of
those nine possibles: 3.9 percent. That was Carnival. The others were also
close friends, and were there solely because they had had the opportunity at
all three murders. Even Isadora dared not speculate-at least not aloud, and
to me-about whether any of them had a motive.

I discussed it with the CC.
"l know, Fox, I know," it replied, with the closest approach to mechanical

despair I have ever heard.
"ls that all you can say?"



3 7 4  /  T H E  P H A N T C f M  O F  K A N S A S

"No. As it happens, I'm pursuing the other possibility: that it was a ghost
who killed you. "

'Are you serious?"
"Yes. The term 'ghost'covers all illegal beings. I estimate there to be on

the order of two hundred of them existing outside legal sanctions on Luna.
These are executed criminals with their right to life officially revoked,
unauthorized children never registered, and some suspected artificial mu-
tants. Those last are the result of proscribed experiments with human DNA.
All these conditions are hard to conceal for any length of time, and I round
up a few every year."

"What do you do with them?"
"They have no right to life. I must execute them when I find them. "
"You do it? That's not just a figure of speech?"
"That's right. I do it. It's a iob humans find distasteful. I never could keep

the position filled, so I assumed it myself."
That didn't sit right with me. There is an atavistic streak in me that

doesn't like to turn over the complete functioning of society to machines. I
get it from my mother, who goes for years at a time not deigning to speak to
the CC.

"So you think someone like that may be after me. Why?"
"There is insufficient data for a meaningful answer. 'Why' has always

been a tough question for me. I can operate only on the parameters fed into
me when I'm dealing with human motivation, and I suspect that the
parameters are not complete. I'm constantly being surprised."

"Thank goodness for that. " But this time, I could have wished the CC
knew a little more about human behavior.

So I was being hunted by a spook. It didn't do anything for my peace of
mind. I tried to think of how such a person could exist in this card-file world
we live in. A technological rat, smarter than the computers, able to fit into
the cracks and holes in the integrated circuits. Where were those cracks? I
couldn't find them. When I thought of the checks and safeguards all around
us, the voluntary genalysis we submit to every time we spend money or take
a tube or close a business deal or interface with the computer . . . People
used to sign their names many times a day, or so I've heard. No*, we scrape
off a bit of dead skin from our palms. It's damn hard to fake.

But how do you catch a phantom? I was facing life as a recluse if this
murderer was really so determined that I die.

That conclusion came at a bad time. I had finished Cyclone, and to relax
I had called up the films of some of the other performances during my
absence from the art scene. I never should have done that.



Flashiness was out. understated elegance -tr::.T.:;.,Ju,.=J, t
read was very flattering to my Liquid lce. I quote:

"ln this piece Fox has closed the book on the blood and thunder school of

Environmentalism. This powerful statement sums up the things that can be

achieved by sheer magnitude and overwhelming drama. The displays of the

future will be concerned with the gentle nuance of dusk, the elusive breath

of a summer breeze. Fox is the Tchaikovsky of Environmentalism, the last

great romantic who paints on a broad canvas. Whether she can adiust to the

new more thoughdul styles that are evolving in the work of fanus, or Pym,

or even some of the ambiguous abstractions we have seen from Tyleber,

remains to be seen. Nothing will detract from the sublime glory of Liquid

Ice, of course, but the time is here . . ." and so forth and thank-you for

nothing.
For an awful moment I thought I had a beautiful dinosaur on my hands.

It can happen, and the hazards are pronounced after a reincarnation.

Advancing technology, fashion, frontiers, taste, or morals can make the best

of us obsolete overnight. Was everyone contemplating gentle springtimes

now, after my long sleep? Were the cool, sweet zephyrs of a summer's night

the only thing that had meaning now?
A panicky call to my agent dispelled that quickly enough. As usual, the

pronouncements of the critics had gone ahead of the public taste. I'm not

knocking critics; that's their function, ifyou concede they have a function: to

chart a course into unexplored territory. They must stay at the leading edge

of the innovative artistic evolution, they must see what everyone will be

seeing in a few years' time. Meanwhile, the public was still eating up the

type of superspectacle I have always specialized in. I ran the risk of being

labeled a dinosaur myself, but I found the prospect did not worry me. I

became an artist through the back door, just like the tinkerers in early

twentieth-century Hollywood. Before I was discovered, I had iust been an

environmental engineer having a good time.
That's not to say I don't take my art seriously. I do sweat over it, investing

inspiration and perspiration in about the classic Edison proportions. But I

don't take the critics too seriously, especially when they're not enunciating

the public taste. Just because Beethoven doesn't sound like currently popu-

lar art doesn't mean his music is worthless.
I found myself thinking back to the times before Environmentalism

made such a splash. Back then we were carefree. We had grandiose bull

sessions, talking of what we would do if only we were given an environment
large enough. We spent months roughing out the programs for something to

be called Typhoon! It was a hurricane in a bottle, and the bottle would have
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to be five hundred kilometers wide. Such a bottle still does not exist, but
when it's built some fool will stage the show. Maybe me. The good old days
never die, you know.

So my agent made a deal with the owner of the Kansas disr-reyland. The
owner had known that I was working on something for his place, but I'd not
talked to him about it. The terms were generous. My agent displayed the
profit report onLiquid lce, which was still playing yearly to packed houses in
Pennsylvania. I got a straight fifty percent of the gate, with costs of the
installation and computer time to be shared between me and the disney-
land. I stood to make about five million Lunar marks.

And I was robbed again. Not killed this time, but robbed of the chance to
go into Kansas and supervise the installation of the equipment. I clashed
mightily with Isadora and would have stormed out on my own, armed with
not so much as a nail file, if not for a pleading visit from Carnival. So I
backed down this once and sat at home, going there only by holographic
projection. I plunged into self-doubt. After all, I hadn't even felt the Kansas
sod beneath my bare feet this time. I hadn't been there in the flesh for over
three years. My usual method before I even conceive a project is to spend a
week or two iust wandering naked through the park, getting the feel of it
through my skin and nose and those senses that don't even have a name.

It took the CC three hours of gentle argument to convince me again that
the models we had written were accurate to seven decimal places. They were
perfect. An action ordered up on the computer model would be a perfect
analog of the real action in Kansas. The CC said I could make quite a bit of
money just renting the software to other artists.

The day of the premiere of Cyclone found me still in my apartment. But I
was on the way out.

Small as I am, I somehow managed to struggle out that door with
Carnival, Isadora, Leander, and my agent pulling on my elbows.

I was not going to watch the performance on the tube.
I arrived early, surrounded by my impromptu bodyguard. The sky

matched my mind, gray, overcast, and slightly fearful. It brooded over us,
and I felt more and more like a sacrificial lamb mounting some somber altar.
But it was a magnificent stage to die upon.

The Kansas disneyland is one of the newer ones, and one of the largest. It
is a hollowed-out cylinder twenty kilometers beneath Clavius. It measures
two hundred and fifty kilometers in diameter and is five kilometers high.
The rim is artfully disguised to blend into the blue sky. When you are half a
kilometer from the rim, the illusion fails; otherwise, you might as well be



standing back on old Earth. The curvature 
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Old Earth, so the horizon is terrifyingly far away. Only the gravity is Lunar.

Kansas was built after most of the more spectacular possibilities had been

exhausted, either on Luna or another planet. There was Kenya, beneath

Mare Moscoviense; Him alaya, also on the Farside; Amazon, under old

Tycho; Pennsylvania, Sahara, Pacific, Mekong, Tiansylvania. There were

thirty disneylands under the inhabited planets and satellites of the solar

system the last time I counted.
Kansas is certainly the least interesting topographically. It's flat, almost

monotonous. But it was perfect for what I wanted to do. What artist really

chooses to paint on a canvas that's already been covered with pictures? Well,

I have, for one. But for the frame of mind I was in when I wrote Cyclone it

had to be the starkness of the wide-open sky and the browns and yellows of

the rolling terrain. It was the place where Dorothy departed for Oz. The

home of the black twister.
I was greeted warmly by Pym and |anus, old friends here to see what the

grand master was up to. Or so I fattered myself. More likely they were here

to see the old lady make a fool of herself. Very few others were able to get

close to me. My shield of high shoulders was very effective. It wouldn't do

when the show began, however. I wished I was a little taller, then wondered

if that would make me a better target.

The viewing area was a gentle rise about a kilometer in radius. It had been

written out of the program to the extent that none of the more fearsome

effects would intrude to sweep us all into the Land of Oz. But being a

spectator at a weather show can be grueling. Most had come prepared with

clear plastic slicker, insulated coat, and boots. I was going to be banging

some warm and some very cold air masses head on to get things rolling, and

some of it would sweep over us. There were a few brave souls in Native

American war paint, feathers, and moccasins.
An Environmental happening has no opening chords like a musical

symphony. It is already in progress when you arrive, and will still be going

on when you leave. The weather in a disneyland is a continuous process and

we merely shape a few hours of it to our wills. The observer does not need to

watch it in its entirety.
Indeed, it would be impossible to do so, as it occurs all around and above

you. There is no rule of silence. People talk, stroll, break out picnic lunches

as an ancient signal for the rain to begin, and generally enjoy themselves.

You experience the symphony with all five senses, and several that you are

not aware of. Most people do not realizethe effect of a gigantic low-pressure

area sweeping over them, but they feel it all the same. Humidity alters

mood, metabolism, and hormone level. All of these things are important to
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the total experience, and I neglect none of them.
Cyclone has a definite beginning, however. At least to the audience. It

begins with the opening bolt of lightning. I worked over it a long time, and
designed itto shatter nerves. There is the slow building of thunderheads, the
ominous rolling and turbulence, then the prickling in your body hairs that
you don't even notice consciously. And then it hits. It crashes in at seventeen
points in a ring around the audience, none farther away than half a
kilometer. It is properly called chain lightning, because after the initial
discharge it keeps flashing for a full seven seconds. It's designed to take the
hair right off your scalp.

It had its desired effect. We were surrounded by a crown of jittering
incandescent snakes, coiling and dancing with a sound imported direct to
you from Armageddon. It startled the hell out of me, and I had been
expecting it.

It was a while before the audience could get their oofters and aahers back
into shape. For several seconds I had touched them with stark, naked terror.
An emotion like that doesn't come cheaply to sensation-starved, innately
insular tunnel dwellers. Lunarians get little to really shout about, growing
up in the warrens and corridors, and living their lives more or less afraid of
the surface. That's why the disneylands were built, because people wanted
limitless vistas that were not in vacuum.

The thunder never really stopped for me. It blended imperceptibly into
the applause that is more valuable than the millions I would make from this
storm.

As for the rest of the performance .
What can I say? It's been said that there's nothing more dull than a

description of the weather. I believe it, even spectacular weather. Weather is
an experiential thing, and that's why tapes and films of my works sell few
copies. You have to be there and have the wind actually whipping your face
and feel the oppressive weight of a tornado as it passes overhead like a
vermiform freight train. I could write down where the funnel clouds formed
and where they went from there, where the sleet and hail fell, where the
buffalo stampeded, but it would do no one any good. If you want to see it,
go to Kansas. The last I heard, Cyclone is still playing there two or three
times yearly.

I recall standing surrounded by a sea of people. Beyond me to the east the
land was burning. Smoke boiled black from the hilltops and sooty gray from
the hollows where the water was rising to drown it. To the north a Herculean
cyclone swept up a chain of ball lightning like pearls and swallowed them
into the evacuated vortex in its center. Above me, two twisters were twined
in a death dance. They circled each other like baleful gray predators, taking



each other's measure. They feinted, retreated, ;:;,ffiJ;;
tubes of oil. It was beautiful and deadly. And I had never seen it before.

Someone was tampering with my program.

As I realized that and stood rooted to the ground with the possibly

disastrous consequences becoming apparent to me, the wind-snakes locked

in a final embrace. Their counterrotations canceled out, and they were

gone. Not even a breath of wind reached me to hint of that titanic struggle.

I ran through the seventy-kilometer wind and the thrashing rain. I was

wearing sturdy moccasins and a parka, and carrying the knife I had brought

from my apartment.
Was it a lure, set by one who has become a student of Foxes? Am I playing

into his hands?
I didn't care. I had to meet him, had to fight it out once and for all.

Getting away from my "protection" had been simple. They were as

transfixed by the display as the rest of the audience, and it had merely been a

matter of waiting until they all looked in the same direction and fading into

the crowd. I picked out a small woman dressed in Indian style and offered

her a hundred marks for her moccasins. She recognized me-my new face

was on the programs-and made me a gift of them. Then I worked my way

to the edge of the crowd and bolted past the security guards. They were not

too concerned since the audience area was enclosed by a shock-field. When

I went right through it they may have been surprised, but I didn't look back

to see. I was one of only three people in Kansas wearing the PassKey device

on my wrist, so I didn't fear anyone following me.

I had done it all without conscious thought. Some part of me must have

analyzed it, planned it out, but I just executed the results. I knew where he

must be to have generated his tornado to go into combat with mine. No one

else in Kansas would know where to look. I was headed for a particular wind

generator on the east periphery.
I moved through weather more violent than the real Kansas would have

experienced. It was concentrated violence, more wind and rain and devasta-

tion than Kansas would normally have in a full yeaL And it was happening

all around me.
But I was all right, unless he had more tricks up his sleeve. I knew where

the tornadoes would be and at what time. I dodged them, waited for them to

pass, knew every twist and dido they would make on their seemingly

random courses. Off to my left the buffalo herds milled, resting from the

stampede that had brought them past the audience for the first time. In an

hour they would be thundering back again, but for now I could forget them.



A twister headed for me, leaped high in the air, and skidded through a
miasma of uprooted sage and sod. I clocked it with the intemal picture I had
and dived for a gully at just the right time. It hopped over me and was gone
back into the clouds. I ran on.

My training in the apartment was paying off. My body was only six
Iunations old, and as finely tuned as itwould ever be. I rested by slowing to a
trot, only to run again in a few minutes. I covered ten kilometers before the
storm began to slow down. Behind me, the audience would be drifting
away. The critics would be trying out scathing phrases or wild adulation; I
didn't see how they could find any middle ground for this one. Kansas was
being released from the grip of machines gone wild. Ahead of me was my
killer. I would find him.

I wasn't totally unprepared. Isadora had given in and allowed me to
install a computerized bomb in my body. It would kill my killer-and me-
if he iumped me. It was intended as a balance-of-terror device, the kind you
hope you will never use because it terrorizes your enemy too much for him
to test it. I would inform him of it if I had the time, hoping he would not be
$azy enough to kill both of us. If he was, we had him, though it would be
little comfort to me. At least Fox 5 would be the last in the series. Wth the
remains of a body, Isadora guaranteed to bring a killer to justice.

The sun came out as I reached the last, distorted gully before the wall. It
was distorted because it was one of the places where tourists were not allowed
to go. It was like walking through the backdrop on a stage production. The
land was squashed together in one of the dimensions, and the hills in front of
me were painted against a bas-relief. It was meant to be seen from a
distance.

Standing in front of the towering mural was a man.
He was naked, and grimed with dirt. He watched me as I went down the

gentle slope to stand waiting for him. I stopped about two hundred meters
from him, drew my knife and held it in the air. I waited.

He came down the concealed stairway, slowly and painfully. He was
limping badly on his left leg. As far as I could see he was unarmed.

The closer he got, the worse he looked. He had been in a savage fight. He
had long, puckered, badly healed scars on his leftleg, his chest, and his right
arm. He had one eye; the right one was only a reddened socket. There was a
scar that slashed from his forehead to his neck. It was a hideous thing. I
thought of the CC's suspicion that my killer might be a ghost, someone
living on the ran, edges of our civilization. Such a man might not have
access to medical treatment whenever he needed it.

"l think you should know," I said, with just the slightest quaver, "that I
have a bomb in my body. It's powerful enough to blow both of us to pieces.
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"l won't," he said. "l thought you might have a fail-safe this time, but it
doesn't matter. I'm not going to hurt you."

"ls that what you told the others?" I sneered, crouching a little lower as he
neared me. I felt like I had the upper hand, but my predecessors might have
felt the same way.

"No, I never said that. You don't have to believe me."
He stopped twenty meters from me. His hands were at his sides. He

looked helpless enough, but he might have a weapon buried somewhere in
the dirt. He might have anything. I had to fight to keep feeling that I was in
control.

Then I had to fightsomething else. I gripped the knife tighter as a picture
slowly superimposed itself over his ravaged face. Itwas a mental picture, the
functioning of my "sixth sense. "

No one knows if that sense really exists. I think it does, because it works
for me. It can be expressed as the knack for seeing someone who has had
radical body work done-sex, weight, height, skin color all altered-and
still being able to recognize him. Some say it's an evolutionary change. I
didn't think evolution worked that way. But I can do it. And I knew who this
tall, brutalized male stranger was.

He was me.
I sprang back to my guard, wondering if he had used the shock of

recognition to overpower my earlier incarnations. It wouldn't work with me.
Nothing would work. I was going to kill him, no matter who he was.

"You know me," he said. It was not a question.
"Yes. And you scare hell out of me. I knew you knew a lot about me, but I

didn't realize you'd know this much."
He laughed, without humor. "Yes. I know you from the inside. "
The silence stretched out between us. Then he began to cry. I was

surprised, but unmoved. I was still all nerve endings, and suspected ninety
thousand types of dirty tricks. Let him cry.

He slowly sank to his knees, sobbing with the kind of washed-out
monotony that you read about but seldom hear. He put his hands to the
ground and awkwardly shuffed around until his back was to me. He
crouched over himself, his head touching the ground, his hands wide at his
sides, his legs bent. It was about the most wide-open, helpless posture
imaginable, and I knew it must be for a reason. But I couldn't see what it
might be.

"I thought I had this all over with," he sniffed, wiping his nose with the
back of one hand. "l'm sorry, I'd meant to be more dignified. I guess I'm not
made of the stern stuffI thought. I thought it'd be easier. " He was silent for a
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moment, then coughed hoarsely. "Go on. Get it over with."
"Huh?" I said, honestly dumbfounded.
"Kill me. It's what you came here for. And it'll be a relief to me. "
I took my time. I stood motionless for a full minute, looking at the

incredible problem from every angle. What kind of trick could there be? He
was smart, but he wasn't God. He couldn't call in an air strike on me, cause
the ground to swallow me up, disarm me with one crippled foot, or
hypnotize me into plunging the knife into my own gut. Even if he could do
something, he would die, too.

I advanced cautiously, alert for the slightest twitch of his body. Nothing
happened. I stood behind him, my eyes flicking from his feet to his hands to
his bare back. I raised the knife. My hands trembled a little, but my
determination was still there. I would not flub this. I brought the knife
down.

The point went into his flesh, into the muscle of his shoulder blade,
about three centimeters deep. He gasped. A trickle of blood went winding
through the knobs along his spine. But he didn't move, he didn't try to get
up. He didn't scream for mercy. He just knelt there, shivering and turning
pale.

I'd have to stab harder. I pulled the knife free, and more blood came out.
And still he waited.

That was about all I could take. My bloodlust had dried in my mouth
until all I could taste was vomit welling in my stomach.

I'm not a fool. It occurred to me even then that this could be some
demented trick, that he might know me well enough to be sure I could not
go through with it. Maybe he was some sort of psychotic who got thrills out
of playing this kind of incredible game, allowing his life to be put in danger
and then drenching himself in my blood.

But he was me.It was all I had to go on. He was a me who had lived a very
different life, becoming much tougher and wilier with every day, diverging
by the hour from what I knew as my personality and capabilities. So I tried
and I tried to think of myselfdoing what he was doing now for the purpose of
murder. I failed utterly.

And if I could sink that low, I'd rather not live.
"H.y, get up," I said, going around in front of him. He didn't respond, so

I nudged him with my foot. He looked up, and saw me offering him the
knife, hilt-first.

"If this is some sort of scheme," I said, "l'd rather learn of it now."
His one eye was red and brimming as he got up, but there was no joy in

him. He took the knife, not looking at me, and stood there holding it. The
skin on my belly was crawling. Then he reversed the knife and his brow



wrinkled, as if he were summoning up nerve. , J;;;ffi, - -"
going to do, and I lunged. I was barely in time. The knife missed his belly
and went offto the side as I yanked on his arm. He was much stronger than
I. I was pulled offbalance, but managed to hang onto his arm. He fought
with me, but was intent on suicide and had no thought of defending
himself. I brought my fist up under his jaw and he went limp.

Night had fallen. I disposed of the knife and built a fire. Did you know that
dried buffalo manure burns well? I didn't believe it until I put it to the test.

I dressed his wound by tearing up my shirt, wrapped my parka around
him to ward offthe chill, and sat with my bare back to the fire. Luckily, there
was no wind, because it can get very chilly on the plains at night.

He woke with a sore jaw and a resigned demeanor. He didn't thank me for
saving him from himself. I suppose people rarely do. They think they know
what they're doing, and their reasons always seem logical to them.

"You don't understand," he moaned. "You're only dragging it out. I have
to die, there's no place for me here."

"Make me understand," I said.
He didn't want to talk, but there was nothing to do and no chance of

sleeping in the cold, so he eventually did. The story was punctuated with
long, truculent silences.

It stemmed from the bank robbery two and a half years ago. It had been
staged by some very canny robbers. They had a new dodge that made me
respect Isadora's statement that police methods had not kept pace with
criminal possibilities.

The destruction of the memory cubes had been merely a decoy. They
were equally unconcerned about the cash they took. They were bunco
artists.

They had destroyed the rest of the cubes to conceal the theft of two of
them. That way the police would be looking for a crime of passion, murder,
rather than one of profit. It was a complicated double feint, because the
robbers wanted to give the impression of someone who was trying to conceal
murder by stealing cash.

My killer-we both agreed he should not be called Fox so we settled on
the name he had come to fancy, Rat-didn't know the details of the scheme,
but it involved the theft of memory cubes containing two of the richest
people on Luna. They were taken, and clones were grown. When the
memories were played into the clones, the people were awakened into a
falsely created situation and encouraged to believe that it was reality. It
would work; the newly reincarnated person is willing to be led, willing to
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believe. Rat didn't know exactly what the plans were beyond that. He had
awakened to be told that it was fifteen thousand years later, and that the
Invaders had left Earth and were rampaging through the solar system
wiping out the human race. It took three lunatior-rs to convince them that
he-or rather she, for Rat had been awakened into a body identical to the
one I was wearing-was not the right billionaire. That she was not a
billionaire at all, just a struggling artist. The thieves had gotten the wrong
cube.

They dumped her. Just like that. They opened the door and kicked her
out into what she thought was the end of civilization. She soorl found out
that it was only twenty years in her future, since her memories came from
the.stolen cube which I had recorded about twenty years before.

Don't ask me how they got the wrong cube. One cube looks exactly like
another; they are in fact indistinguishable from one another by any test
known to science short of playing them into a clone and asking the resulting
person who he or she is. Because of that fact, the banks we entrust them to
have a foolproof filing system to avoid unpleasant accidents like Rat. The
only possible answer was that for all their planning, for all their cunning and
guile, the thieves had read 2 in column A and selected 3 in column B.

I didn't think much of their chances of living to spend any of that money.
I told Rat so.

"l doubt if their extortion scheme involves money," he said. 'At least not
directly. More likely the theftwas aimed at obtaining information contained
in the minds ofbillionaires. Rich people are often protected with psychologi-
cal safeguards against having information tortured from them, but can't
block themselves against divulging it willingly. That's what the Invader hoax
must have been about, to finagle them into thinking the information no
longer mattered, orperhaps that it mustbe revealed to save the human race. "

"l'm suspicious of involuted schemes like that," I said.
"So am I. " We laughed when we realized what he had said. Of coursewe

had the same opinions.
"But it fooled me:' he went on. "When they discarded me, I fully

expected to meet the Invaders face-to-face. It was quite a shock to find that
the world was almost unchanged."

'Almost," I said, quietly. I was beginning to empathize with him.
"Right. " He lost the half-smile that had lingered on his face, and I was sad

to see it go.
What would I have done in the same situation? There's really no need to

ask. I must believe that I would have done exactly as she did. She had been
dumped like garbage, and quickly saw that she was about that useful to
society. Iffound, she would be eliminated like garbage. The robbers had not



thought enough of her to bother killing her. She #tt;;.::;
things they did not know if she was captured, so she had to assume that the
robbers had told her nothing of any use to the police. Even if she could have
helped capture and convict the conspirators, she would stillbe eliminated.
She was an illegal person.

She risked a withdrawal from my bank account. I remembered it now. It
wasn't large, and I assumed I must have written it since it was backed up by
my genalysis. It was far too small an amount to suspect anything. And it
wasn't the first time I have made a withdrawal and forgotten about it. She
knew that, of course.

With the money she bought a Change on the sly. They can be had,
though you take your chances. It's not the safest thing in the world to
conduct illegal business with someone who will soon have you on the
operating table, unconscious. Rat had thought the Change would help
throw the police offhis trail if they should learn of his existence. Isadora told
me about that once, said it was the sign of the inexperienced criminal.

Rat was definitely a fugitive. If discovered and captured, he faced a death
sentence. It's harsh, but the population laws allow no loopholes whatsoever.
If they did, we could be up to our ears in a century. There would be no trial,
only a positive genalysis and a hearing to determine which of us was the
rightful Fox.

"l can't tell you how bitter I was," he said. "l learned slowly how to
survive. It's not as hard as you might think, in some ways, and much harder
than you can imagine in others. I could walk the corridors freely, as long as I
did nothing that required a genalysis. That means you can't buy anything,
ride on public transport, take a job. But the air is free if you're not registered
with the tax board, water is free, and food can be had in the disneylands. I
was lucky in that. My palmprint would still open all the restricted doors in
the disneylands. A legacy of my artistic days." I could hear the bitterness in
his voice.

And why not? He had been robbed, too. He went to sleep as I had been
twenty years ago, an up-and-coming artist, excited by the possibilities in
Environmentalism. He had great dreams. I remember them well. He woke
up to find that it had all been realized but none of it was for him. He could
not even get access to computer time. Everyone was talking about Fox and
her last opus, Thunderhead. She was the darling of the art world

He went to the premiere of Liquid lce and began to hate me. He was
sleeping in the air recirculators to keep warm, foragingnuts and berries and
an occasional squirrel in Pennsylvania, while I was getting rich and famous.
He took to trailing me. He stole a spacesuit, followed me out onto Palus
Putridinus.



"l didn't plan it," he said, his voice wracked with guilt. "l never could
have done it with planning. The idea just struck me and before I knew it I
had pushed you. You hit the bottom and I followed you down, because I was
really sorry I had done it and I lifted your body up and looked into your
face. . . . Your face was all . . . my face, it was . . . the eyes popping out
and blood boiling away and . ."

He couldn't go on, and I was grateful. He finally let out a shuddering
breath and continued.

"Before they found your body I wrote some checks on your account. You
never noticed them when you woke up that first time, since the reincarna-
tion had taken such a big chunk out of your balance. We never were any
good with money. " He chuckled again. I took the opportunity to move
closer to him. He was speaking very quietly so that I could barely hear him
over the crackling of the fire.

"l . I guess I went crazy then. I can't account for it any other way.
When I saw you in Pennsylvania again, walking among the trees as free as
can be, I iust cracked up. Nothing would do but that I kill you and take your
place. I'd have to do it in a way that would destroy the body. I thought of
acid, and of burning you up here in Kansas in a range fire. I don't know why
I settled on a bomb. It was stupid. But I don't feel responsible. At least it
must have been painless.

"They reincarnated you again. I was fresh out of ideas for murder. And
motivation. I tried to think it out. So I decided to approach you carefully,
not revealing who I was. I thought maybe I could reach you. I tried to think
of what I would do if I was approached with the same story, and decided I'd
be sympathetic. I didn't reckon with the fear you were feeling. You were
hunted. I myself was being hunted, and I should have seen that fear brings
out the best and the worst in us.

"You recognized me immediately-something else I should have
thought of-and put two and two together so fast I didn't even know what hit
me. You were on me, and you were armed with a knife. You had been taking
training in martial arts." He pointed to the various scars. "You did this to
me, and this, and this. You nearly killed me. But I'm bigger. I held on and
managed to overpower you. I plunged the knife in your heart.

"l went insane again. I've lost all memories from the sight of the blood
pouring from your chest until yesterday. I somehow managed to stay alive
and not bleed to death. I must have lived like an animal. I'm dirty enough to
be one.

"Then yesterday I heard two of the maintenance people in the machine
areas of Pennsylvania talking about the show you were putting on in Kansas.
So I came here. The rest you know."



rhe fire was dying. I realized that part of ,r, J::;:'.*, fi"
cold. I got up and searched for more chips, but it was too dark to see. The
"moon" wasn't up tonight, would not rise for hours yet.

"You're cold," he said, suddenly. "l'm sorry, I didn't realize. Here, take
this back. I'm used to it." He held out the parka.

"No, you keep it. I'm all right." I laughed when I realized my teeth had
been chattering as I said it. He was still holding it out to me.

"Well, maybe we could share it?"
Luckily it was too big, borrowed from a random spectator earlier in the

day. I sat in front of him and leaned back against his chest and he wrapped
his arms around me with the parka going around both of us. My teeth still
chattered, but I was cozy.

I thought of him sitting at the auxiliary computer terminal above the east
wind generator, looking out from a distance of fifteen kilometers at the
crowd and the storm. He had known how to talk to me. That tornado he had
created in real-time and sent outto do battle with my storm was as specific to
me as a typed message: l'm here! Come meet me.

I had an awful thought, then wondered why it was so awful. It wasn't me
that was in trouble.

"Rat, you used the computer. That means you submitted a skin sample
for genalysis, and the CC will . Do, wait a minute. "

"What does it matter?"
"lt . . it matters. But the game's not over. I can cover for you. No one

knows when I left the audience, or why. I can say I saw something going
wrong- it could be tricky fooling the CC, but I'll think of something-and
headed for the computer room to correct it. I'll say I created the second
tornado as a-"

He put his hand over my mouth.
"Don't talk like that. It was hard enough to resign myself to death. There's

no way out for me. Don't you see that I can't go on living like a rat? What
would I do if you covered for me this time? I'll tell you. I'd spend the rest of
my life hiding out here. You could sneak me table scraps from time to time.
No, thank-you."

"No, no. You haven't thought it out. You're still looking on me as an
enemy. Alone, you don't have a chance, I'll concede that, but with me to
help you, spend money and so forth, we-" He put his hand over my mouth
again. I found that I didn't mind, dirty as it was.

"You mean you're not my enemy now?" He said it quietly, helplessly, like
a child asking if I was really going to stop beating him.

"1-" That was as far as I got. What the hell was going on? I became aware
of his arms around me, not as lovely warmth but as a strong presence. I
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hugged my legs up closer to me and bit down hard on my knee. Tears
squeezed from my eyes.

I turned to face him, searching to see his face in the darkness. He went
over backwards with me on top of him.

"No, I'm not your enemy. " Then I was struggling blindly to dispose of the
one thing that stood between us: my pants. While we groped in the dark, the
rain started to fall around us.

We laughed as we were drenched, and I remember sitting up on top of
him once.

"Don'tblame me," I said. "This storm isn't mine." Then he pulled me
back down.

It was like something you read about in the romance magazines. All the
overblown words, the intensive hyperbole. It was all real. We were made for
each other, literally. It was the most astounding act of love imaginable. He
knew what I liked to the tenth decimal place, and I was just as knowledge-
able. I knew what he liked, by remembering back to the times I had been
male and then doing what I had liked.

Call it masturbation orchestrated for two. There were times during that
night when I was unsure of which one I was. I distinctly remember touching
his face with my hand and feeling the scar on my own face. For a few
moments I was convinced that the line which forever separates two individ-
uals blurred, and we came closer to being one person than any two humans
have ever done.

A time finally came when we had spent all our passion. Or, I prefer to
think, invested it. We lay together beneath *y parka and allowed our bodies
to adjust to each other, filling the little spaces, trying to touch in every place
it was possible to touch.

"l'm listening," he whispered. "What's your plan?"

They came after me with a helicopter later that night. Rat hid out in a gully
while I threw away my clothes and walked calmly out to meet them. I was
filthy, with mud and grass plastered in my hair, but that was consistent with
what I had been known to do in the past. Often, before or after a perfor-
mance, I would run nude through the disneyland in an effort to get closer to
the environment I had shaped.

I told them I had been doing that. They accepted it, Carnival and
Isadora, though they scolded me for a fool to leave them as I had. But it was
easy to bamboozle them into believing that I had had no choice.

"If I hadn't taken over control when I did," I said to them, "there might
have been twenty thousand dead. One of those twisters was off course. I
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extrapolated and saw trouble in about three hours. I had no choice. "
Neither of them knew a stationary cold front from an isobar, so I got away

with it.
Fooling the CC was not so simple. I had to fake data as best I could, and

make it iibe with the internal records. This all had to be done in my head,
relying on the overall feeling I've developed for the medium. When the CC
questioned me about it I told it haughtily that a human develops a sixth
sense in art, and it's something a computer could never grasp. The CC had
to be satisfied with that.

The reviews were good, though I didn't really care. I was in demand.
That made it harder to do what I had to do, but I was helped by the fact of
my continued forced isolation.

I told all the people who called me with offers that I was not doing
anything more until my killer was caught. And I proposed *y idea to
Isadora.

She couldn't very well object. She knew there was not much chance of
keeping me in my apartment for much longer, so she went along with me. I
bought a ship and told Carnival about it.

Carnival didn't like it much, but she had to agree it was the best way to
keep me safe. But she wanted to know why I needed my own ship, why I
couldn't just book passage on a passenger liner.

Because all passengers on d liner must undergo genalysis, is what I
thought, but what I said was, "Because how would I know that my killer is
not a fellow passenger? To be safe, I must be alone. Don't worry, mother, I
know what I'm doing. "

The day came when I owned my own ship, free and clear. It was a beauty,
and cost me most of the five million I had made from Cyclone. It could
boost at one gee for weeks; plenty of power to get me to Pluto. It was
completely automatic, requiring only verbal instructions to the computer-
pilot.

The customs agents went over it, then left me alone. The CC had
instructed them that I needed to leave quietly, and told them to cooperate
with me. That was a stroke of luck, since getting Rat aboard was the most
hazardous part of the plan. We were able to scrap our elaborate plans and he
just walked in like a law-abiding citizen.

We sat together in the ship, waiting for the ignition.
"Pluto has no extradition treaty with Luna," the CC said, out of the blue.
"I didn't know that," I lied, wondering what the hell was happening.
"lndeed? Then you might be interested in another fact. There is very little

on Pluto in the way of centralized government. You're heading out for the
frontier. "
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"That should be fun," I said, cautiously. "Sort of an adventure, right?"
"You always were one for adventure. I remember when you first came

here to Nearside, over my objections. That one turned out all right, didn't

it? Now Lunarians live freely on either side of Luna. You were largely

responsible for that. "
"Was I really? I don't think so. I think the time was just ripe."
"Perhaps. " The CC was silent for a while as I watched the chronometer

ticking down to lift-off time. My shoulder blades were itching with a sense

of danger.
"There are no population laws on Pluto," it said, and waited.
"Oh? How delightfully primitive. You mean a woman can have as many

children as she wishes?"
"So I hear. I'm onto you, Fox."
'Autopilot, override your previous instructions. I wish to lift offright now!

Move!"
A red light fashed on my panel, and started blinking.
"That means that it's too late for a manual override," the CC informed

me. "Your ship's pilot is not that bright. "

I slumped into my chair and then reached out blindly for Rat. Two

minutes to go. So close.
"Fox, it was a pleasure to work with you on Cyclone. I enioyed it

tremendously. I think I'm beginning to understand what you mean when
you say 'art.' I'm even beginning to try some things on my own. I sincerely
wish you could be around to give me criticism, encouragement,
perspective. "

We looked at the speaker, wondering what it meant by that.
"l knew about your plan, and about the existence of your double, since

shortly after you left Kansas. You did your best to conceal it and I applaud
the effort, but the data were unmistakable. I had trillions of nanoseconds to
play around with the facts, fit them together every possible way, and I arrived

at the inevitable answer. "

I cleared my throat nervously.
"l'm glad you enjoyed Cyclone. Uh, if you knew this, why didn't you

have us arrested that day?"
'As I told you, I am not the law-enforcement computer. I merely super-

vise it. If Isadora and the computer could not arrive at the same conclusion,

then it seems obvious that some programs should be rewritten. So I decided

to leave them on their own and see if they could solve the problem. It was a

test, you see. " It made a throat-clearing sound, and went on in a slightly

embarrassed voice.
"For a while there, a few days ago, I thought they'd really catch you. Do



you know what a'red herring'is? But, as you #:lJ;;;i
informed Isadora of the true situation a few minutes ago. She is on her way
here now to arrest your double. She's having a little trouble with an elevator
which is stuck between levels. I'm sending a repair crew. They should arrive
in another three minutes. "

32 .  .  .  31  .  .  .  30 .  .  . 29 .  .  . 28 .  .  .
"l don't know what to say."
"Thank you," Rat said. "Thank you for everything. I didn't know you

could do it. I thought your parameters were totally rigid. "
"They were supposed to be. I've written a few new ones. And don't worry,

you'll be all right. You will not be pursued. Once you leave the surface you
are no longer violating Lunar law. You are a legal person again, Rat."

"Why did you do it?" I was crying as Rat held me in a grasp that
threatened to break ribs. "What have I done to deserve such kindness?"

It hesitated.
"Humanity has washed its hands of responsibility. I find myself given all

the hard tasks of government. I find some of the laws too harsh, but there is
no provision for me to disagree with them and no one is writing new ones.
I'm stuck with them. It iust seemed . unfair."

9 .  .  . 8 .  .  .  7  .  .  . 6 .  .  .
'Also . . cancel that. There is no also. It . . was good working with

you."
I was left to wonder as the engines fired and we were pressed into the

couches. I heard the CC's last message to us come over the radio.
"Good luck to you both. Please take care of each other, you mean a lot to

me. And don't forget to write."
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is real name was Feather. Lieutenant Feather. He was in charge of
transport between the second lunar base and the airfields on Earth,
both direct trips and transfers via Cosmic Station 36 or 38. It was a

dull iob, and the suggestion had been made that the pilots of these rockets
be replaced altogether by automatic control, as the latter was capable of
reporting dangerous meteorites or mechanical breakdowns sooner and with
greater accuracy, and was not subject to fatigue.

But then there was the famous accident with Thnker Rocket 272 BF.
Unable to land on Cosmic Station 6, it was in danger of exploding and
destroying the whole station, which would have held up traffic between the
Moon and the Earth for several weeks and brought the greatest factories on
Earth to a standstill, dependent as they are on the supply of cheap top-
quality Moon ore. How would the Moon crews carry on without supplies
from Earth? Were their rations adequate? How long would they be cut off?
Everyone asked the same questions; there wasn't a family on Earth who
didn't have at least one close relative on one lunar station or another. The
Supreme Office of Astronautics was criticized from all quarters, and it
looked as though the chairman would have to resign.

Just then the news came through that an unknown officer, one Lieuten-
ant Feather, had risked his life to land on the tanker rocker in a small
Number Four Cosmic Bathtub (the nickname for the small squat rockets
used for short journeys). After repairing the rocket controls, Feather had
landed safely on one of the Moon bases. Afterwards he spent a few weeks in
the hospital; apparently he had tackled the job in an astronautical training
suit. On the day he was released, the chairman of the Supreme Office of
Astronautics himself was waiting for him, to thank him personally for his
heroic deed and to offer him a new job.

And so Lieutenant Feather became Captain Feather; and Captain Feather
became Captain Nemo. The world press services couldn't get his Czech
name right, and when news got out that Captain Feather was going to
command the new Nautilus rocket to explore the secrets of Neptune, he was
promptly rechristened Nemo (Jules Verne was en vogue just then). Reuter
even put forth another suggestion: Captain Feather de Neptune (it was
meant to look like a title of nobility). But no one picked up on the idea.

Readers all over the world soon got used to Captain Nemo, who discov-
ered the secrets of Neptune, brought back live bacteria from Uranus, and
saved the supplies of radon on fupiter during the great earthquake there-or
rather, the planetquake. Captain Nemo was always on the spot whenever
there was an accident or catastrophe in our solar system-whenever the
stakes were life or death. He gathered together a crew of kindred spirits, most
of them from his native Skalice, and became the idol of all the little bovs on
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our third planet (as the scientists sometimes called Earth).
But progress in automation and the gradual perfection of technical

devices made human intervention less and less necessary. Feather/l',lemo

was the commander of the rescue squads on Earth, but for some years he

had had no opportunity to display his heroism. He and his crew were the

subjects of literary works, the models for sculptors and painters, and the

most popular lecturers among the younger generation. The captain often

changed his place of residence-and his paramours as well. Women fell for

him. He was well-built and handsome, with a determined chin and hair

that had begun to gray at the temples: the answer to a maiden's prayer. And

unhappy at home; everybody knew that.
That was really why he had become a hero. At any rate, a psychologist

somewhere had written a scholarly article about it: "Suicide and Heroism.

Notes on Cause and Effect. " That was the title of the study. The author cited

the case of Captain Nemo: if only this great cosmic explorer had been more

happily married, he said, if instead of a wife from Zatec, where the hops

groq he had married a wife from Skalice, where they are brought up with

the vine, if only his wife were not such a narrow specialist in her own field

(she was a geologist), but had the gift of fantasy, and if only the son had taken

after his father-Mr. Feather would be sitting quietly by the family hearth,

and no one would ever have heard of Captain Nemo. As it was, his wife was

of no particular use to him, and he was always trying to slip away from

home. His son was nearsighted, had always had to wear thick spectacles,

and was devoted to music. He was also composing symphonies that nobody

ever played; his desk was full of them by now, and the only thing he was good

for was to occasionally play the harp and to teach youngsters to play this

neglected old instrument at music society meetings. The son of a hero, a

harpist-that was another good reason for Captain Nemo to be fed up with

life. And so he looked for distraction elsewhere. His most recent affair was

said to have been with a black girl mathematician from the University of

Timbuctoo, but everyone knew that even this twenty-year-old raven beauty

could not hold him for long. He was famous for his infidelity-a relatively

rare quality at this stage in history, since people usually married only after

careful consideration and on the recommendation of the appropriate spe-

cialists, so that the chances of a successful marriage were optimal. Natu-

rally the experts always tried to adf ust the interests of those in love. Heroism

was no longer considered much of a profession; it was a bit too specialized,

and in fact no longer fulfilling. Today's heroes were those who designed new

machines or found the solution to some current problem. There was no

longer any need to risk one's life. Thus Captain Nemo had become

somewhat obsolete in the civilization he had so often saved from destruc-
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tion; he was a museum piece women admired because they longed for
excitement, because they still remembered that lovemaking and the beget-
ting of children were the only things that had not changed much since
men emerged from the jungle. Feather and his men were the constant
recipients of love letters from all over the Earth - in fact, from all over the
solar system. Needless to say, this did nothing to make their own marriages
any more stable, quite the reverse: because they were so popular, they
longed to be able to return over and over again as conquering heroes.
F'inally even the raven-skinned girl in Timbuctoo began to think of setting
up house as the necessity for heroic journeys began to dwindle: even this
adventurous young lady wanted to bind Nemo with love, just as the
geologist from Zatec had managed to do once upon a time. But that was
not what the captain wanted at all. That would mean the end of adventure,
and the beginning of old age and illness. He could not imagine what he
would do with a happy marriage; he would have to upset it so as to have a
reason for fying off again and risking his life, just as a drunkard invents a
reason for getting drunk. Nemo knew the stories of all the great adventures
of the past, he knew how to build up a convincing argument, and he used
to say that in the end humanity would realize that this vast technical
progress that kept them living in ease required, demanded an equally vast
contrast; that man must give rein to his aggressive instincts; that men need
adventure in order to remain fertile-in other words, that risking one's life
in the universe (or anywhere else) was directly bound up with the fate of
future generations. It was an odd sort of philosophy; very few people took it
up, and as time went on there were fewer and fewer arguments in its favor.
In fact, for the last five years Nemo and his men had simply been idle. The
men were discontented. And so they were all delighted when one night
quite suddenly their captain was called to the chief ministry, just like in the
old days of alarms.

"This time, Captain Nemo," the minister addressed him ceremoniously,
"we are faced with an unusual and dangerous mystery. For this time it is
apparently not only Earth that is threatened, but the sun itself, the source of
all life in our solar system, the source of all we see around us. " The minister
solemnly signaled to the assistant secretary of science to continue. Nemo
and his adiutant were sitting facing them on the other side of the conference
table. The four men were alone in the room. The assistant secretary walked
over to a map of the Universe.
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"Of course we didn't believe it at first, but we were wrong, gentlemen.

The facts you are about to be given are well founded. About ayear ago, one

of the universities sent us a paper written by a young scientist about the

incidence of novas. The papers quoted old Egyptian astronomical maPS as

well as recent observations in the constellation of Omega Centauri and the

galaxy of Andromeda. The writer concluded that novas do not simply

explode of their own accord, but that they are touched off according to a

plan. Like someone going along the hilltops who lights a beacon to signal

back to the valleys below. Some sort of rocket seems to have been entrusted

with the task-or a satellite with an irregular course, something moving

independently through space and destroying the stars one by one. It is

interesting to note that a similar idea occurred to the writers of antiquity.

Since according to this paper the next victim of these cosmic pirates would

be the immediate neighborhood of our own solar system, we quickly set up a

secret telescope near fupiter, without the knowledge of the public, in order

to observe the regions in which this body appears to be moving. Today we

reviewed the information provided by that telescope." The assistant secre-

tary picked up a long pointer and turned back to the astronomical map. The

minister could control his excitement no longer. He leapt to his feet.

"They're coming!" he shouted. "They're coming closer! We've got to

catch them!" He was so excited that his chest was heaving, and he had to

wipe his browwith his handkerchief. "Damn them," he said and satdown

again.
"If the reports from ancient Egypt are reliable, this body has been

wandering around the universe for about nine hundred thousand years," the

assistant secretary of science went on. "We've managed to calculate the

precise course it has followed to date. It cannot possibly be the satellite of

some distant sun-it's a body that moves under its own power."

"lts own power? Then it is a rocket," Nemo's young adiutant breathed.

"But seven thousand times the size of any rocket we are presently capable

of constructing," said the assistant secretary. 'And it detonates the stars from

an immense distance. In one year our sun will come within ih orbit. In one

year, it can cause an explosion of our solar system."
"What are our orders, sir?" said Nemo briefly, taking out his notebook as

though it were all in the day's work to tackle cosmic pirates seven thousand

times his own size.
"Orders? Don't talk nonsense," the minister burst out. "How could we

send anyone to attack it? You might just as well send an ant to deal with an

elephant."
"Why not, if the ant is clever enough and you give it enough oxygen?"

Nemo laughed.



JOSEF NESVAtr)B.A- / Eg7

"There's no question of building a miracle missile for you," the minister
went on.

"We can give you the latest war rockets equipped with radioactivite
missiles, but of course they're over a hundred years old," the assistant
secretary said. The young ofhcer at Nemo's side frowned.

"Haven't you got any bows and arrows?" Nemo savored his ioke. He was
notorious for telling funny stories when things were really dangerous.

"This is a serious matter, Captain Nemo," said the minister.
"l can see that. Your automatic pilots are no good to you now are they?

You can't send them out that far because they'd never be able to keep in

touch with you, I suppose. Only a human crew can fly that kind of
distance. "

"Naturally. " The assistant secretary looked grim. "That's why it's a volun-
teer's iob. Nobody must be allowed to know anything about it. We don't
want to frighten the public now, when people have only been living without
fear of war for a few generations. We'll issue a communiqud only if your
mission fails. "

"You mean if we don't manage to render them harmless?"
They explained that it was not a matter of rendering the aliens harmless. It

would be far better if they could come to terms and avoid making enemies in
the universe unnecessarily. But they did not want to tell Nemo what to do:
they appreciated to the utmost not only his heroism, but his common sense
as well. The moment the pirates turned away from our solar system, they
assured him, everything would be all right.

"We shall send in a report, I suppose?" the adjutant asked.
"l hardly think so," said Nemo.
"Why not?" The adjutant was just over twenty. The other three looked at

him-the minister, his assistant secretary, and Captain Nemo.
"My dear boy, there's such a thing as relativi$, you know. By the time you

get anywhere near that thing, you'll have been moving practically at the
speed of light, and more than a thousand years will have passed on Earth."

'A thousand years?" the adjutant gasped, remembering that a thousand
years earlier Premysl Otakar had been on the throne of Bohemia.

"It's a job for volunteers only, Captain Nemo."
"It's a magnificent adventure-"
'And I'm afraid itwill be our last," Captain Nemo replied, getting to his

feet and standing at attention. He wanted to get down to the details of the
expedition.

"What do we tell the folks at home?" His adjutant was still puzzled.
"surely you don't want to upset them by suggesting that in a year or two

somebody's going to blow our Sun to bits? You'll set out on a normal
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exPedition, and in a month we'll publish the news of your death. Or do you
think it would be better for your loved ones to go on hoping for your return,
until they themselves die? Your grandchildren won't know you, and in a
thousand years everyone will have forgotten you anyway. "

"lf we get the better of the pirates," Nemo laughed. "lf not, we'll all be
meeting again soon. "

"Do you still believe in life after death?" The minister smiled.
'An adventurer is permitted his little indulgences," Captain Nemo an-

swered. "But if you really want to know-no, I don't believe in it. That's
precisely why I love adventure: you risk everything. "

"But this isn't an adventure," his adjutant interrupted in an agitated
voice. "This is certain death. We can't destroy an entity that has detonated
several suns in the course of the ages from an enormous distance-and even
if we managed to do it, we'd be coming back to a strange land, to people
who won't know us from Adam . . ."

"You will be the only human beings to experience the future so far
ahead," said the minister.

'And it is a volunteer expedition, " added the assistant secretary pointedly.
"lf you can suggest any other way out, let us hear it. The World Council

has been racking its brains for hours. "
'And then they remembered us. That's nice." Captain Nemo felt fat-

tered. "But now I'd like to know the details . . " He turned to the assistant
secretary like the commander of a sector ready to take orders from the
commander in chief of an offensive.

"Can't they leave you alone?" Mrs. Rather grumbled crossly as she packed
her husband's bag. "Couldn't they find anybody younger to send? You'd
think they could find somebody better for the job when you're getting on to
fifty . . . I thought we were going to enjoy a little peace and quiet now, in
our old age, at least. We could have moved to the mountains, the people
next door are going to rent a cottage, and we could have had a rest at
last .  ."

"There'll be plenty of time to rest when we're in our graves," Captain
Nemo yawned. Ever since he'd come home he'd been stretched out on the
couch. He always slept for twenty-four hours before an expedition. He used
to say it was his hibernation period, and that the only place he ever got a
decent rest was in his own house. And his wife knew that whenever he came
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home he would drop offsomewhere. In the last few years' though, he'd been

stopping by on Sundays and at Christmas as well'
iFo, H.rven's sake, Wlly, are you going to carry on like an adolescent

forever? When are you going to settle down?"

He gotto his feet in anger. "l wish I knew why you never let me get a bit of

rest. If you had any idea how important this expedition is-"

"That's just what you said before you went to fupiter and Neptune, and

then there was the moonstorm business and the time those meteors were

raining . . . It's always the most important expedition anyone's ever thought

of, and it's always a good reason for you to run away from home again - . ."

"Do you call this home?" He looked around. "l haven't set eyes on the boy

since morning."
It appeared his son had finally found a music group that was willing to

perform one of his symphonies, and they'd been rehearsing ever since the

previous day.
"You mean he isn't even coming to say goodbye to me? Didn't you tell

him?"
"But he's getting ready for his first night at last, don't you understand?"

His mother tried to excuse him.
"So am I," answered Nemo, who did not quite know how to describe his

gala last performance. But in the end he tried to find his son. To listen to the

rehearsal, if nothing else.
The concert hall was practically empty; one or two elderly figures were

dozing in the aisle seats. The orchestra emitted peculiar sounds while young

Feather conducted from memory, absorbed in the music and with his eyes

closed, so that he did not see his father gesticulating at him from one of the

boxes. He heard nothing but his own music; he looked as though he were

quite alone in the hall. Nemo went out and banged the door in disgust. An

elderly attendant came up.
"How do you like the symphony?" he asked the old man.
"lt's modern, all right; you've got to admit that."
"Yes, but I wanted to know whether you liked it. " At that moment, a wave

of particularly vile noise came screeching out through the door, and Nemo

took to his heels.
In front of the hall, the girl from Timbuctoo was waiting for him. She

had fown over that morning by special rocket. He recalled how she had
wept the last time he'd refused to marry her.

"We're off to repair some equipment between Mercury and Venus."
Nemo laughed. "We'll get pretty hot this time. When I getback, Timbuctoo
won't even look warm by comparison."



4 O O  /  C A P T A I N  N E M O ' S  L A S T  A D V E N T U F T E

"I know you're not coming back, Captain. " She had always called him
Captain. "I was the one who passed the report on to the authorities. "

"What report?"
'About the cosmic pirates seven thousand times our size," she smiled. "l

thought it would be an adventure after your own heart at last. I could have
sent the whole thing back, you know-a very young student submitted it. I
could have won a little more time for us to spend together. But we have our
responsibilities, as you've always told me."

"You're perfectly right. "
"But we must say goodbye properly. I'm not coming to see you off, I want

to be alone with you when we part . . ."
So once again Nemo did not go home to Mrs. Feather, nor did he see his

son again before he left. His adjutant brought his bags to the rocket, since he
hadn't found the captain at home. Nemo turned up looking rather pale and
thin, and the crew commented on it, but he had always been like that
whenever they were about to take off, and he was used to their good-natured
jokes.

This time the ministry prepared an elaborate farewell. No expense was
spared. The World Government Council turned up in a body, together with
all the relatives of the men, and crowds of admirers: *o*.n, girls, and
young boys. Enthusiastic faces could be seen between the indifferent
countenances of relatives, who were used to such goings-on, and the
serious, almost anxious faces of those who knew the secret behind this
expedition. The minister's voice almost shook with emotion as he proposed
the toast. He did not know how to thank the crew enough, and promised that
their heroism would never be forgotten. His hand was trembling by the time
he gripped Nemo's in farewell, and he actually began to weep.

Once the relatives and curious onlookers had vanished, the crew had a
final meeting with the leaders of the world government.

'All our lives are in your hands-the lives of your families, your children
and your children's children, for generations to come. Men have often died
for the sake of future generations, and often the sacrifice has been in vain.
You can rest assured that this is not the case today. That's the only comfort we
can offer you. I wish I were going with you myself, but it would cause too
much talk, and we can't risk a panic. Still, it's better to fight than to wait
passively in the role of victim."

Then they played famous military marches in honor of the crew-it was
an international team-but the gesture fell a bit flat; not a tear was shed at
the sound of Colonel Bogey or the Radetzky March. With sudden inspira-
tion, the bandmaster struck up the choral movement from Beethoven's
Ninth Symphony, and the band improvised from memory as best it could.


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































