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Cemetery World
Clifford D Simak

Chapter 1

The Cemetery stretched away in the morning light, athing of breethless beauty. The rows of gleaming
monuments swept across the valley and covered dl the dopes and hills. The grass, mowed and clipped
with precise devotion, was an emerad blanket that gave no hint of the rawness of the soil into which it
thrust itsroots. The stately pines, planted in the aides that ran between the rows of graves, made soft and
maoaning music.

"It getsyou," said the captain of the funera ship.

He thumped his chest to show me exactly whereit got him. Hewas an odf, this captain.

"Y ou remember Mother Earth,” hetold me, "al the daysyou're gone, dl the yearsin space and on
the other planets. Y ou cal up in your mind exactly what it's like. Then you land and open up the port and
walk out on its surface and it hits you, suddenly, that you've remembered only half of it, Mother Earthis
too big and beautiful to holdital in mind.”

Behind us, onits pad, the funerd ship still szzled with the heet it had picked up in making planetfall.
But the crew was not waiting for the heat to dissipate. Far up its black sides ports were swinging open
and cranes were cranking out, with the clank and clatter of the running chains, for the unloading of the
cargo. From along, low building which | took to be a staging shed, vehicles were scuttling across the
field to receive the caskets.

The captain paid no attention to what was going on. He stood staring at the Cemetery. He seemed
fascinated with it. He made an dl-inclusve gesture ét it.

"Milesand milesof it," he said. "Not only herein North America, but in other places. Thisisjust a
corner of it."

He wasn't telling me anything that | didn't know. | had read dl there wasto read of Earth. | had
viewed and listened to every scrap of tape bearing on the planet that | could lay my hands upon. | had
dreamed of Earth for years and studied it for years and finally was here and this great clown of acaptain
was making asilly sideshow of it. Asif he, persondly, might own it. Although that, perhaps, was
understandable, for he was Cemetery.

Hewas right, of course, about this being but one smal corner of it. The monuments and the velvet
carpeting of grass and that stately marching of the pines swept on for milesand miles. Herein ancient
North Americaand in the olden ide of Britain and the continent of Europe, in northern Africaand China.

"And every foot of it," the captain said, "as well-kept and tended, as beautiful and peaceful, and as
solemn asthissmdl corner of it."

"And what about the rest of it?" | asked.

The captain swung angrily toward me. "Therest of it?' he asked.

"Therest of Earth. It'snot dl Cemetery.”

"It s;emsto me," the captain said, somewhat sharply, "that you've asked that before. Y ou seem
obsessed with it. The thing to understand is that the Cemetery isthe only part of it that counts.”

And that wasit, of course. In al the recent literature of Earth-recent being the last thousand years or
so-there was seldom any mention, anywhere, of therest of Earth. The Earth was Cemetery, if one
excepted those few places of historic or cultura interest that were so highly advertised and promoted by



the Pilgrim Tours, and even in the case of the Filgrim attractions one gained the impression that they were
set aside and preserved for future generations by Cemetery generosity. Aside from that, there was no
mention, or only fleeting mention, of any other Earth-asif dl the rest of Earth were no more than ground
waiting to become a part of Cemetery, asif it were no more than londly, empty terrain so long untenanted
that even the memories of ancient times had long since been erased.

The captain continued to be severe with me. "We shadl unload your freight,” hetold me, "and storeiit
in the shed. Where you can reach it easily. I'll ask the men to be sure not to mix it with the caskets.”

"That iskind of you," | said. | was disenchanted with this captain. | had seen too much of him-on the
third day out I'd seen too much of him. | had done my best to keep away from him, but that is hard to do
when you're aboard afunera ship and are technicaly the captain's guest-dthough | had paid rather
handsomely to become his guest.

"l hope," he said, till speaking in adightly outraged tone, "that your freight does not contain anything
of seditious neture.”

"l was not aware," | told him, "that the status of Mother Earth, Inc., was such asto alow sedition.”

"l did not ask you," he said, "'l did not inquiretoo closely. | had taken you to be aman of honor."

"Honor did not enter into our arrangement,” | said. "It was of apurely monetary nature.”

Perhaps, | told mysdlf, I should not have made any mention of the rest of Earth. We had talked of it
before, of course, and | could see, even from thefirgt, that it was avery touchy subject. | could have
suspected that much from dl that | had read and | should have kept my mouth shut. But it was athing
that was very close to me, the conviction that Old Earth, even in ten thousand years, could not have
become an entirely faceless planet. One who went to look, | was convinced, still would find old scars,
old triumphs, ancient memorieswritten in the dust and stone.

The captain had turned to walk away, but | asked another question. "Thisman,” | said. "The
manager. Theonel amto see”

"Hisname," said the captain, fiffly, "isMaxwell Peter Bell. Y oull find him over there, inthe
adminigration building."

He pointed toward the gleaming massiveness of agreat white building at the far end of thefield. A
road ran out to reach it. It would be afairly long hike, but | would enjoy waking, | told myself. There
was no means of trangportation in sight. All the carsthat had come out from the staging shed werelined
up waiting for the caskets from the ship.

"That other building over there," the captain said, pointing once again, "isthe hotel operated by the
Rilgrim Tours. Y ou probably will be able to find accommodations there.”

Then, having done his duty for me, the captain went stalking off.

The hotdl, aground-hugging structure not more than three stories high, was a great ded farther off
than the administration building. Other than the two buildings and the ship standing on the pad, the entire
place was empty. There were no other ships upon the field and, other than the cars waiting by the ships,
no traffic.

| started for the building. It would be pleasant, | thought, to stretch my legs, good to fedl solid ground
underneath my feet, good to breathe pure air again after monthsin space. And good to be on Earth.
There had been many times | had despaired of ever getting there.

Elmer, more than likely, would have hisnose dl out of joint at my failing to uncrate him as soon aswe
made planetfal. It would have made good sense to do o, for if he were uncrated he could be setting up
the Bronco while | was seeing Bell. But | would have had to wait around until the crates had been
unloaded and taken to the shed and | was anxious to be doing something, anxiousto get started.

| wondered, as| waked dong, just why | should be calling on this Maxwell Peter Bell. A courtesy
cal, the captain had told me, but that didn't quite hold water. There had been damn little courtesy
connected with thistrip; there had, rather, been hard cash, thelast of ElImer'slifelong savings. It was, |
thought, asif Cemetery were some sort of government, entitled to diplomatic courtesy from everyone
who might come visiting. But it wasno such thing at al. It was asmple business, coldly cynica in nature.
For along, long time, in my study of Old Earth, my regard for Mother Earth, Inc., had been very, very
low.



Chapter 2

Maxwell Peter Bell, manager of Mother Earth, Inc., North American division, was a pudgy man who
wanted to beliked. He sat in hisworn, stodgy, well-upholstered chair behind the heavy, shining desk in
the penthouse office atop the administration building. He rubbed his hands together and smiled dmost
tenderly at me, and | would not have been surprised if the round, soft brownness of his eyes had begun
to melt and run down his cheeks, leaving chocolate stains.

"Y ou had apleasant trip?" he asked. "Captain Anderson made you comfortable?’

| nodded. "As comfortable as possible. | am grateful, of course. | did not have the money to buy
passageon aRilgrim ship.”

"Y ou must not think of gratitude," heinssted gently. "It iswewho should be glad. There arefew
persons of the artswho evince an interest in this Mother Earth of ours.”

Inhisnice, dick way hewaslaying it on just atrifle thick, for over the years there had been many, as
he caled them, persons of the artswho had paid attention to the Earth, and in every case under the very
polished and maternd auspices of Mother Earth itsdf. Even if one had not known of the patronage, it
could have been suspected. Most of their work read, looked, or sounded like something ahighly paid
press relations outfit would have fabricated to advertise the Cemetery.

"It ispleasant here," | said, more to be making conversation than for any other reason.

| didn't know that | was asking for it, but | was. He settled down comfortably in hischair, likea
brooding hen ruffling out her feathers over aclutch of eggs.

"Y ou heard the pines, of course," he said. "There's asong to them. Even from up here, when a
window happensto be open, you can hear them singing. Even after thirty years of hearing them, | listen
by the hour. It isthe song of an eternd peace that can be achieved in itstotaity nowhere el se but Earth.
At timesit ssemsto methat it is not the song of pines and wind aone, nor yet done the sound of Earth.
Rather, it isthe song of scattered Man gathered home at last.”

"I hadn't heard dll that," | said. "Perhgpsintimel may. After | havelisened alittlelonger. That is
what I'm herefor.”

| might just aswell have kept quiet. He wasn't even listening. He didn't want to listen. He had his
piece to speak, his snow-job to be done, and he was intent on that and nothing else.

"For more than thirty years," he said, "I have bent every thinking moment to the greet ideals of the
Last Homecoming. It isnot ajob that can be accepted lightly. There have been many men before me,
many other managers Sitting in thischair, very many of them, and every one of them aman of honor and
of sengtivity. It has been my job to carry on their work, but not their work aone. | must, aswell, uphold
the great traditions that have been fostered through the entire history of this Mother Earth.”

He dumped back in his chair and his brown eyes became softer, if possible, and dightly watery.

"Attimes" hetold me, "it isno easy matter. There are SO many circumstances againgt which aman
must need contend. There are the insinuations and the whispered rumors and the charges that are hinted,
but never brought out in the open so that one might cope with them. | suppose that you have heard
them.”

"Someof them," | said.

"And believed them?'

"Some of them," | said.

"Let's not beat about the bush," he said alittle gruffly. "Leave uslay it out. Let us say immediately that
Mother Earth, Incorporated, is a cemetery association and Earth acemetery. But itisnot a
money-making fraud nor a piousimposition nor ahigh-pressure sales promotion schemeto retall at
tremendous profit large pieces of worthlessreal estate. Naturaly, we operate along accepted business
lines. It isthe only way to do. It isthe only way we can offer our servicesto the human galaxy. All this
calsfor an organization that is vaster than one can easly imagine. Because it isso vad,, it is necessarily
loose. Thereisno such thing as maintaining tight control over the entire operation. There dways exissthe



chancethat we, herein adminigtration, are unaware of alot of actionswe would not willingly condone.

"We employ alarge corps of public relations specidists to promote our enterprise. We necessarily
must advertise to the far corners of the areas peopled by humanity. We cheerfully concede that we have
sales representatives on al planets occupied by humans. But al of this can be consdered asno more
than norma business practice. And you must consider this-that in pushing our business so forcefully we
are conferring agreat benefit upon the human race on at least two levels.”

"Two levels" | said, astonished-astonished by the man rather than by hisflow of words. "I had
thought. .."

"The persond level," he said. "That was the one you thought of. And it, of course, isthe prime
condderation. Believe me, thereisaworld of comfort in knowing that one'sloved ones have been
committed, once lifeis done, to the sacred keeping of the soil of Mother Earth. Thereisadeep
satisfaction in knowing that one's sdlf, when the time shdl finaly come, also will belaid to rest amid the
hills of thislovey planet where mankind first arose.”

| stirred uneasily in my chair. | was ashamed for him. He made me uncomfortable and | resented him
aswdl. Hemugt, | thought, consider me an utter fool if he thought that this flow of flowery, syrupy words
would lay at rest any doubts | might have of Mother Earth, Inc., and convert me to Cemetery.

"Addefromthis' hesad, "thereisasecond level, perhaps of even greater service. Wein Mother
Earth, | earnestly believe, serve asa sort of glue that holds the concept of the race intact. Without the
concept of Mother Earth, Man would have become afootless wanderer. Hed have lost hisracia roots.
There would have been nothing to tie him to this comparatively tiny speck of matter revolving about a
very common star. No matter how dim the cord may be, it seemsto me essentid that there be something
to bind Man together, some consideration that gives al men acertain thing in common. To serveinthis
wise, what could be better than a sense of personal association with the planet of their racid origin.”

He hesitated for amoment and sat there staring at me. He may have expected some response after
his fluent exposition of such noble thoughts. If so, | disappointed him.

"So Earthisavast galactic cemetery,” he went on after it became gpparent | was not going to
respond. "One must understand, however, it is something more than acommon buria ground. Itis, as
well, amemorid and amemory and atie that makes al mankind one, no matter where theindividual man
may be. Without our work, Earth long ago would have died from the memory of Man. It isnot
inconceivable that under other circumstances the star where Man arose might have become by now a
matter of great academic concern and pointless argument, with expeditions blindly groping for some
shadowy evidence that would help pin down that solar system where mankind got its start.”

Hetipped forward in his chair and put his elbows on his desk.

"l boreyou, Mr. Carson?"

"Not at dl,” | told him. And it was the truth. He was not boring me. He fascinated me. It seemed
impossiblethat he could, in conscience, believe thisflowery rubbish.

"Mr. Carson," he said. "But the first name? The first name now escapes me.”

"Hetcher," | said.

"Oh, yes, Fletcher Carson. And you, of course, have heard the stories. About how we overcharge,
how we fool the people and high-pressure them, and how . . ."

"Some of the Sories," | admitted, "have cometo my attention.”

"And you thought they might be true.”

"Mr. Bel," | said, "I do not see the point-"

He cut me off. "There have been certain excesses on the part of some of our representatives,” he
sad. "It may bethat at timesthe enthusiasm of our copywriters may have given rise to advertisements
that were somewhat more flamboyant than would be dictated by good taste. But by and large we have
made an honest effort to maintain an essentia dignity in keeping with the respongibility that has been
placed upon our shoulders.

"Every Rilgrim who has visted Mother Earth will testify thet thereis nothing more beatiful than the
developed portions of our project. The grounds are landscaped, in the most tasteful manner, with
evergreen and yew, the grassistended with aloving care and theflora beds are the most exquisite ...



but, Mr. Carson, you have seen dl this."

"A glimpseofit,” | sad.

"Toillugtrate the .kind of trouble we must face" hetold me in what seemed a sudden rush of
confidence, asif somehow | had betrayed some sympathy, "a salesman of oursin afar sector of the
gdaxy caused to circulate, severd years ago, arumor that Mother Earth was running out of room and
would soon be full and that those familieswho wished to have their dead interred here would be well
advised to immediatdy reserve those few remaining lotsthat were il available.”

"And that, of course" | said, "could not possibly betrue. Or could it, Mr. Bell?'

| knew, of course, that it couldn't be. | was just needling him, but he didn't seem to notice.

He dghed. "Certanly it isn't true. Even those persons who heard it should have known it wasn't. They
should have known it was amost malicious rumor and have shrugged it off. But alot of them went
running to complain about it and there was amost messy investigation of the whole affair, causng usno
end of trouble, both mental and financial. Theworst part of it isthat the rumor ill isreverberating
throughout the galaxy. Even now, on some planets out there, it fill isbeing whispered. Wetry to samp it
out. Whenever it comesto our attention we try to ded with it. Weve been emphatic in our denids, but it
seems to do no good.”

"It fill may sell plotsfor you," | pointed out. "If | wereyou, | would not try too hard to samp it out.”

He puffed out his cheeks. "Y ou do not understand,” he said. "Fairness and utmost honesty have
always been our guides. And in view of that we do not fed that we should be held to strict accountability
for the actions of that one salesperson. Because of the distances involved and the resultant difficultiesin
communication, our organization tableis, of necessity, arather loose affair.”

"Which brings up the question,” | said, "of the rest of Earth, the part of it that is not Cemetery. What
might it belike? | am very anxious. . ."

He waved a chubby hand, dismissing not the question only, but the rest of Earth.

"Thereisnothing there," he said. "Just awilderness. An utter wilderness. All that issignificant on the
planet isthe Cemetery. For al practica purposes, the Earth is Cemetery.”

"Nevertheless" | said, "I would like-" But he cut me off again and went on with hislecture on the
trids of operating Cemetery.

"Thereisaways," he declared, "the question of our charges, dwayswith theimplication that they are
excessve. But let us, for amoment, consder the costs that are involved. The mere cost of maintaining an
organization such as ours staggers the imagination. Add to thisthe cost of operating our fleets of funera
ships, which make their constant rounds to the many planets, gathering in the bodies of the |ate departed
and returning them to Earth. Now add to this the cost of our operations here on Mother Earth and youll
arivea atotd which fully judtifies our charges.

"Few family members, you must understand, care to experience the inconvenience necessary to
accompany their loved ones on the funerd ship. Even if they did, we could not offer many of them such
accommodations. Y ou have had some months of it and you know that traveling on afunerd shipisno
luxury cruise. The cost of chartered ships runstoo high for al but the very wedthy and the arrival of the
Pilgrim ships, which are not chegp to travel on, does not, asarule, coincide with the arriva of the funerd
ships. Since the family members most often are not able to attend the service of commitment to the
sacred soil, we must teke care of dl thetraditional considerations. It is unthinkable, of course, that one be
given to Mother Earth without an appropriate expression of sorrow and of human loss. For that reason
we must maintain alarge corps of pallbearers and of mourners. There dso are the florists and the
grave-diggers, the monument makers and the gardeners, not to forget the pastors. The pastors are a case
in point. There are, as you must realize, quite alot of pastors. In the process of spreading to the stars,
mankind's religions have splintered again and yet again, until now there are thousands of sects and
creeds. But despitethis, it isthe proud boast of Mother Earth that no body is placed within the grave
without the precise officiation of the loved one's exact and peculiar sect. To accomplish this, we must
maintain agreat number of pagtors, each quaified in his particular faith, and there are many cases where
some of those affiliated with the more obscure sects are called upon no more than acouple of timesa
year. Still, so that they may be available when the need arises, we must pay their sdlaries dl the year



around.

"It istrue, of course, that we could effect certain economies. We could redize asubstantia savingsif
we used mechanica excavatorsfor the digging of the graves. But here we stand foursquareand solidina
great tradition and in consegquence our human grave-diggers number in the thousands. Therewould bea
saving, too, if we were content to use metal markersfor the graves, but here, too, we subscribe to
tradition. Each marker in the entire cemetery is carved by hand from the very rocks of Mother Earth.

"Thereisyet another thing which many are prone to pass over without understanding. There will
come aday-far distant, but it will come-when Mother Earth isfilled, when every foot of ground has been
consecrated with the beloved dead. Then our income will cease, but there will till remain the duty and
the cost of perpetud care. So to this end each year we must add to the fund for perpetua care, insuring
that a no time, solong as Earth shdl stand, will ruin or neglect obliterate the monumentsto the everlasting
memory which has been established here."

"Thisisdl very well," | told him, "and | am glad you told me. But would you mind, | wonder, saying
why you told me?’

"Why," he said in some astonishment that | should ask, "just to clear the air. To set the record
graight. So that you might realize the problemsthat we face.”

"And so that | might know your deep sense of duty and your firm devotion.”

"Yes, that aswdll," he said, quite unabashed and without any shameat dl. "We want to show you all
thereisto see. The pleasant little villages where our workerslive, the beauty of our many woodland
chapels, the workshops where the monuments are carved.”

"Mr. Bdl," | said, "l am not here to take aguided tour. | am not aFilgrim.”

"But surely you'll accept the small ass stances and the little courtesiesit would be our pleasure to
extend."

| shook my head, | hope not too mulishly. "I must go on my own. It'sthe only way that it will work. |
and Elmer and the Bronco."

"Y ou and Elmer and thewhat?"

"The Bronco."

"The Bronco. | do not understand.”

"Mr. Bdl," | said, "you'd have to know the history of the Earth, some of its olden legends, to redly
understand.”

"But the Bronco?"

"Bronco isan old Earth term for horse. A specid kind of horse.”

"ThisBronco isahorse?'

"No, it'snot,” | said.

"Mr. Carson, | am not entirely sure | understand who you are or what you mean to do."

"I'm acompositor operator, Mr. Bdll. | intend to make a composition of the planet Earth.”

He nodded sagely, al doubt cleared from his mind. "Oh yes, acompostion. | should have known at
once. Y ou have the look of a sensitive. And you could have chosen no better subject or no better place.
Here on Mother Earth you'll find the ingpiration thet is nowhere dse. Thereisacertain flegting quality to
this planet that has so far escaped the telling. Thereismusic in the very warp and weave of it..."

"Not music,” | told him. "Not entirdly music.”

"Y ou mean acompostion isnt musc?'

"Notinthissense. A compostion isagrest ded morethan music. Itisatotal art form. It includes
music, but it includes as well the written and the spoken word, sculpture, painting, song.”

"Y oumean you do al this?'

| shook my heed. "Actudly | do little of it. Bronco isthe one that redlly doesit."

Heflapped hishands. "l am afraid,” he said, "that | have become confused.”

"Bronco isacompositor,” | told him. "It absorbs the mood, the visual impact, the underlying nuances,
the sounds, the shape, the form. It takes dl these and turns out a product. Not an entirely finished
product, but the tapes and patterns for the product. | work with it; the two of uswork together. For a
time, | suppose you could say, | become apart of it. It picks up the basic materialsand | furnish



interpretation, athough not al the interpretation. That aso is shared between us. It becomes, | fear, abit
difficult to explan.”

He shook hisheed. "1 have never heard of anything likethis. Itisnew to me."

"Itisafairly new concept,” | told him. "It was devel oped on the planet Alden only a couple of
centuries ago and has been in the process of refinement every since. No two of theinstruments ever are
alike. Thereisaways something that can be done to make the next one better. It is an open-ended
project when you settle down to design acompositor, which is an avkward namefor it, but no one has
thought of a better one."

"But you cal this one Bronco. There must be something inthe name. . ."

"It'slikethis," | said. "The compogtor israther large and heavy. It isacomplex mechanism and there
are many rather delicate components that require heavy shielding. It is not something that one could drag
around; it hasto be sdaf-propelling. So while we were about it, we built asaddle on it so aman could
ride”

"By ‘we' | suppose you mean yourself and Elmer. How does it happen Elmer is not with you now?"

"Elmer," | told him, "isarobot and heisin acrate. He traveled on board the ship asfreight.”

Bdll moved uneasily, protesting. "But, Mr. Carson, you must know. Surely you must know. Robots
are not allowed on Mother Earth. | am afradwemust . . ."

"Inthis case, you have no choice," | said. "Y ou cannot refuse him entry to the planet. Heisanative of
the Earth and thisis something neither you nor | can clam.”

"A naive! It'simpossible. Y ou must bejesting, Mr. Carson.”

"Not in the least. He was fabricated here. In the days of the Find War. He helped build the last of the
great war machines. Since then he has become afree robot and, according to gdactic law, holds al the
rights ahuman has, with avery few exceptions.”

Bdll shook hishead. "l am not sure” hesaid. "l annot sureat dl . ."

"You need not besure,” | said. "I am. | checked into the law, most thoroughly. Not only isElmer a
native, but in the meaning of the law heis native-born. Not fabricated. Born. Back on Alden thereisa
very lega document that atteststo al of thisand | have acopy with me." He did not ask to see the copy.
"For dl intents" | said, "Elmer isahuman being.”

"But surdly the cagptain would have questioned . . ."

"The captain didn't care,”" | said. "Not after the bribe | paid him. And in case the law is not enough, |
might point out that EImer isal of eight feet tall and very, very tough. What ismore, heis sentient. He
wouldn't et me turn him off when | nailled him in the crate. I'd hate to think of what might happen if
someone other than myself opened up that crate.”

Bell eyed me amost deepily, but there was awariness behind the deepiness. "Why, Mr. Carson,” he
asked, "do you think so badly of us? We appreciate your coming, your having thought of us. Any aid that
Mother Earth can giveisyoursif you only mentionit. If there should be financia problems. . ."

"Therearefinancia problems, certainly. But we seek no ad.”

He perssted. "There have been occas ons when we extended monetary grants to other persons of
the arts. To writers, painters..."

"l havetried asplainly as| can,” | said, "to indicate that! we want no tiesto Mother Earth or to the
Cemetery. But you deliberately persst in your misunderstanding. Must | put it bluntly?*

"No," hesaid, "I would think thereisno need. Y ou are laboring under aromantic misapprehension
thereis moreto Earth than the Cemetery and | tdll Y ou. Sir thereisnothing e se. Earth isworthless. It
was destroyed and abandoned ten thousand years ago and it would have been forgotten long ago if it had
not been for us. Will you not reconsider? There would be much mutua benefit to both of us, | am
intrigued by this new art form that you have described.”

"Look," | said, "you might aswell understand this. | don't propose to turn out a Cemetery work. I'm
not up for hire as a press agent for Mother Earth. And | owe you nothing. | paid your precious captain
five thousand creditsto haul ushereand . . ."

"Whichwasless" Bl sad angrily, "than you would have paid on aRilgrim ship. And aPFilgrim ship
would not have taken dl your freight.”



"| thought,” | said, "that it was sufficient payment.”

| didn't say good-bye. | turned about and |eft. Waking down the steps of the administration building,
| saw aground car was parked in front of the steps, in thetraffic circle. It wasthe only car in sight. The
woman who sat in it waslooking straight at me, asif she might have known that | wasin the building and
had been waiting for me.

The car was a screaming pink and that color, pink, made my thoughts go back to Alden, whereit all
had started.

Chapter 3

It had been early evening and I'd been in the garden watching the purple cloud that hung above the
pink horizon (for Alden was a pink world), listening to the evensong of the temple birds that had geathered
inthelittle grove of trees at the garden'sfoot. | waslistening with some pleasure, when trampling down
the dusty path that led across the pink and sandy plain camethis great e ght-foot monstrosity, lurching
along with his awkward stride like a drunken behemoth. Watching him, | hoped that he would pass by
and leave me with the evening and the birds, for | wasin no mood for strangers. | was considerably
depressed and there was nothing | wanted quite so much asto be left alone so I'd have achance to hed.
For this had been the day when I'd finally come face-to-face with hard redlity and had known that the
dream of Earth was dead unless| could get more money. | knew how little chance | had of getting
money. | had scraped up al | could and borrowed al | could and would have stolen if there'd been any
chance of steding. I'd had ahard look at it al and knew" wasn't going to be able to build the kind of
compositor wanted and the sooner | got reconciled to all of this, better it would be.

| sat in the garden and watched this great mongtrosity lurching down the path and | tried to tell myself
that he was headed e sewhere and would not stop. But that was purely wishful thinking, for my garden
was the only place he could be heading for.

Helooked like aworker robot, perhaps aheavy construction robot, athough what aheavy
construction robot would be doing on a planet such as Alden | could not imagine. Heavy congtructionis
just one of the many thingsthat are not done on Alden.

He came lurching up and stopped beside the gate. "With your permission, sir,” he said.

"Welcometo my home," | told him, through my teeth.

He unlatched the gate and came through, stopping to make sure it was latched again before coming
on. He came over to me and hunkered down as gently as he could and hissed alittle at me as amatter of
politeness. Have you ever heard athree-ton robot hiss?| tell you, it's uncanny.

"Thebirdsare doing nicely," said this hunk of metal, squatting there beside me.

"They do very well," | sad.

"Allow me" said therobot, "to introduce mysdf.”

"If youwould please,” | said.

"My nameis Elmer," said therobot. "I am afree machine. | was given freedom papers many
centuries ago. | have been my own man ever since."

"Well," | sad, "congratulations. How are you making out?"

"Very wel," said Elmer. "1 just sort of wander, going here and there.”

| nodded, believing him. Y ou saw them now and then, these free and wandering robots who had
ganed, technicaly, the status of a human after many years of servitude.

"l have heard,” said Elmer, "that you're going back to Earth.”

Not to the Earth, but back to Earth-that was the way of it. After more than ten millennia, one ill
went back to Earth. Asif the human race had left it only yesterday.

"Y ou have been misinformed,” | said.

"But you have acompositor . . ."

"A basicingtrument,” | told him, "that needs amillion thingsto do the kind of job that should be done.
It would be pitiful to go to Earth with such apile of junk.”



"Too bad," said Elmer. "Thereisaglorious compaosition waiting on the Earth. Thereisonly onething,
ar..."

He stuttered to a halt, embarrassed for some reason | could not detect. | waited, not wishing to
further embarrass him by saying anything.

"What | meant to say, Sir-and it may not bein my province to say anything at dl-isthat you must not
alow yoursdlf to be trapped by the Cemetery. The Cemetery isno part of the Earth. It is something that
has been grafted on the Earth. Grafted, if | may say so, with acolossa cynicism.”

| pricked up my earsat that. Here, | told myself with more surprise than | would admit, was someone
who wasin agreement with me. | took acloser look at him in the gathering dusk. He wasn't much to look
a. Hisbody was old-fashioned, at least by Alden standards, a clumsy thing, al brawn, an unsoftened
lusty body, and his head piece was one upon which no effort, had been expended to make it
sympathetic. But rough and tough as he might seem, his speech was not the kind of language one would
expect from a hulking, outdated |abor robot.

"l am somewhat surprised,” | told him, "and at the sametime gratified, to find arobot who hasan
interest in the arts, especidly in an art so complicated.”

"l havetried,” said Elmer, "to make mysalf awhole man. Not being aman, | suppose, might explain
why | tried so hard. Once | got my freedom papers and was given in the process the status of ahuman, |
fet it incumbent on mysdlf to try to be ahuman. It's not possible, of course. Thereisagreat dedl of
mechinedill leftinme. . "

"But composition work," | said, "and myself-how did you know | was a work on an instrument?”*

"I am amechanic, see," said Elmer. "I've been amechanic dl my life, by nature. | look at athing and |
know inginctively how it works or what iswrong with it. Tell mewhat kind of machine you want built
and the chances arethat | can build it for you. And when you comeright down | to it, acompositor is
about as complicated a piece of mechanism as one can happen on and, more than that, it isfar from
finished yet. It istill in the process of development and thereis no end to the waysthat one can go. | see
you looking at these hands and wondering how | can do the kind of work acompositor requires. The
answer isthat | have other hands, very specia kinds of hands. | screw off my everyday hands and screw
on whatever other kind is needed. Y ou have heard of this, of course?"

| nodded. "Y es. And specidized eyes, | suppose you have those aswell."

"Oh, yes, indeed,” said Elmer.

"Y ou find acompositor achallenge to your mechanica ability?"

"Not achdlenge" said Elmer. "That'safoolish word to use. | find satisfaction in working with
complicated mechanisms. It makes me more aive. It makes me fed worthwhile. And you asked how |
heard about you. Wdll, just apassing remark, | guessthat you were building a compositor and planned to
go back to Earth. So | inquired around. | found out you had studied at the university, so | went there and
talked to people. There was one professor who told me he had great faith in you. He said you had the
soul for greatness, he said you had the touch. His name, | think, was Adams.”

"Dr. Adams" | said, "isold now and forgetful and avery kindly man.”

| chuckled, thinking of it -of this greet, bumbling, earnest EiImer clumping acrossthe fairy campus and
stumbling down the venerated, dmost sacred hdls, hunting out professors from their academic lairsto
ask them insgtent, silly questions about along-gone student that many of them, no doubt, had troublein
recdling.

"There was yet another professor,” said Elmer, "who impressed me greetly and | had along talk with
him. Hewas not in the arts, but in archaeology. He said he knew you well.”

"That would be Thorndyke. Heisan old and trusted friend.”

"That'sthename” said Elmer.

| was abit amused, but somewhat resentful, too. What business did this blundering robot have to be
checking up on me?

"And you are now convinced,” | asked, "that | am fully capable of building acompositor?”
"Oh, most assuredly,” hesaid.
"If you have come with the hope of being hired, you have wasted your time," | said. "Not that | don't



need the help. Not that | wouldn't like to have you. But I've run out of money."

"It wasn't that entirdly, Sir. | would, of course, be delighted to work on it with you. But my red
reason was | want to go back to Earth. | was born there, you see; | was fabricated there."

"Youwerewhat?' | yelled.

"l wasforged on Earth," said Elmer. "I'm anative of the Earth. | would like to see the planet once
again. And | thought that if you weregoing. . ."

"Onceagain,” | said, "and dow. Do you really mean that you were forged on Earth? In the olden
days?"
"| saw thelast of Earth," said EImer. "1 worked on the last of the war machines. | was aproject

"But you would have worn out,” | said. ™Y ou would be worn out by now. A robot can belong-lived,
of course, but . . ."

"l wasvery vauable," Elmer pointed out. " Ship room was found for me when men began going to the
gars. | was not just arobot. | was amechanic, an engineer. Humans needed robots such as | to help
establish their new homes far in space. They took good care of me. Worn parts were replaced, | was
kept in good repair. And since | gained my freedom | have taken good care of mysdlf. | have never
bothered with the external body. | have never changed it. | have kept it free of rust and plated, but that is
al. The body does not count, only the interna working parts. Although now it isimpossibleto get shelf
replacements. They are no longer in stock, but must be placed on specid order.”

What he said had the ring of truth to it. In that long-gone moving day when, in acentury or o, men
had fled the Earth, awrecked and ruined planet, because there was nothing |eft to keep them there, they
would have needed robots such as Elmer. But it was not only this. Elmer had the sound of truthin him.
Thiswasnotal tae, | am sure, to impressthe listener.

And here he sat beside me, after dl the years, and if | would only ask him, he could tell me of the
Earth. For it al would still bewith him-all that he had ever seen or heard or known would be with him
gtill, for robots do not forget as biologic creatures do. The memories of the ancient Earth would be
waiting within his memory core, waiting to be tapped, asfresh asif they had been implanted only
yesterday.

| found that | was shaking-not shaking outwardly, physically, but within mysdlf. | had tried to sudy
Earth for years and there was 0 little eft to study. The records and the writings had been lost and
scattered, and in those cases where they till existed it was often in only fragmentary form. In that ancient
day when men had | ft the Earth, fleeing for the stars, they had gone out too fast to give much thought to
the preservation of the heritage of the planet. On thousands of different planets some of that heritage
might still remain, preserved because it had been forgotten, hidden in old trunks or packing boxes tucked
beneath the eaves. But it would take many lifetimesfor oneto hunt it out and even could one find it, more
than likely agood part of it would be disgppointing-mere trivia that would have no actual bearing on the
questions that bob-bled in one's mind.

But here sat arobot that had known the Earth and could tell of Earth-although perhaps not as much
asone might hope, for those must have been desperate, busy days for him and with much of Earth
aready gone.

| tried to frame a question and there was nothing | could think of that it seemed that he could answer.
One &fter another the questions came to mind and each one was rgjected becauseit did not fit into the
frame of reference of arobot engaged in building war machines.

And whilel tried to form a proper question he said something that knocked the questions completely
frommy mind.

"For years," he said, "I have been wandering around from one job to another and the pay was dways
good. There's nothing, you understand, that arobot really needs, that held fedl caled to spend his money
on. Soit hasjust piled up. And herefindly is something I'd like to spend it on. If you would not be
offended, sr .. ."

"Offended about what?' | asked, not entirely catching the drift of al histalk.

"Why," hesad, "I'd like to put my money into your compositor. | think I might have enough that we



couldfinishit."

| suppose | should have got al happy, | should have legped to my feet and shouted out my joy. | just
sat cold and Htiff, afraid to move, afraid that if | moved | might scareit al away.

| said, till stiff and cold, "It's not agood investment. | would not recommend it.”

He amost pleaded with me. "L ook, it isnot just the money. | can offer more than that. I'm agood
mechanic. Together, the two of us could put together an instrument that would be the best one ever
mede."

Chapter 4

As| came down the steps, the woman Sitting at the whedl of the pink car spoke to me.

"Y ou are Hetcher Carson, are you not?"

"Yes" | sad, completely puzzled, "but how did you know that | was here? Thereisno way you
could have known."

"I've been waiting for you," she said. "I knew you'd be on the funeral ship, but it took so long to get
here. My nameis CynthiaLansing and | mugt talk with you."

"l haven't too muchtime," | said. "Perhapsalittle later.”

Shewas not exactly beautiful, but there was, even at first Sght, something engaging and extremely
likeable about her. She had aface that fell just short of being heart-shaped, her eyeswere quiet and
cam, her black hair fell down to her shoulders; she wasn't smiling with the lips, but her entire face was
ready to break into asmile.

"Y ou're going out to the shed," she said, "to uncrate Elmer and Bronco. | could drive you out there."

"Isthere anything,” | asked, "that you don't know about me?*

Shedid smilethen. "'l knew that as soon as you got in you'd have to pay acourtesy cal on Maxwell
Peter Bell. How did you make out?'

"In Maxwell Peter's book | achieved the rating of ahed."

"Then he didn't take you over?'

| shook my head. | didn't quite trust mysalf to speak.

How the hell, I wondered, could she know all she seemed to know? There was only one place she
could have learned any of it a al-on Alden at the university. Those old friends of mine, | told mysdif,
might have hearts of gold, but they were blabbermouths.

"Comeon, get in," she said. "We can talk on the way out to the shed. And | want to seethis
wondrous robot, Elmer.

| got into the car. There was an envelope lying in her Iap and she handed it to me.

"For you," shesad.

It had my name scrawled across the face of it and there was no mistaking that misshapen scrawl.
Thorney, | told mysdlf. Whet the hdll did Thorney have to do with Cynthia Lansing ambushing me as
soon as| got to Earth?

She started up the car and headed down the driveway. | ripped the | etter open. It was a sheet of
officid University of Alden ationery and in the upper left-hand corner was negtly printed: William J.
Thorndyke, Ph.D., Department of Archaeology.

The letter itself wasin the same scrawl as the name upon the envelope. It read:

Dear Hetch:

The bearer of thisletter isMiss Cynthia Lansing and | would impress upon you that whatever she
may tell you isthetruth; | have examined the evidence and | would pledge my reputation that it is
authentic. She will be wanting to accompany you on your trip and | would take it asthe greatest favor
you could do meif you should bear with her and supply her with al co-operation and assstancethat is
possible. Shewill be taking a Pilgrim ship to Earth and should be there and waiting for you when you
arrive. | have placed some departmenta funds at her disposal and you are to make use of themif thereis



any need. All that | need tell you is-that her presence on the Earth has to do with what we talked about
that last time, when you came to see me just before you | eft.

| sat with the letter in my hand and | could see him as he had been on that last time | had seen him, in
thefire-lit littered room that he called his study, with books shelved to the ceiling, with the shabby
furniture, the dog curled upon the hearth rug, the cat upon its cushion. He had sat on ahassock and rolled
the brandy glass between his palms, and he had said, "Fletch, | am certain | am right, that my theory's
right. The Anachronians were not galactic traders, as so many of my colleaguesthink. They were
observers, they were cultural spies. It makes adeal of sensewhen you look at it. Let us say that agreat
civilization had the capacity to roam among the stars. L et us say that in some manner they could spot a
planet where an intellectua culture wasrising or about to rise. So they plant an observer on that planet
and keep him there, dert to developmentsthat might be of vaue. Aswe know, culturesvary greetly. This
can be observed even among the human colonies that were planted from the Earth. Even afew centuries
are enough to provide some variations. The variations are much greater, of course, among those planets
that till have or at onetime had dien cultures-alien as opposed to human. No two groups of intelligences
ever go a anything in paralel manner. They may arrive, eventudly, at the sameresult, or at an
gpproximation of the same result, but they go about it differently, and in the process each devel ops some
capability or some concept which the other does not have. Even agreat gdactic culture would have
developed in thisfashion, and because it did develop in this fashion there would be many approaches,
many concepts, many abilities which it bypassed or missed aong the way. It would seem, thisbeing true,
that it would have been worth the while of even our great galactic culture to learn about and have at hand
for sudy those cultural developmentsit had missed, perhaps had never even thought of. Probably not
more than one in ten of these missed developments would be applicable to their culture, but that onein
ten might be most important. It might give anew dimension, might make them amore well-rounded and
more solid culture. Let us say, which isnot true, of course, that Earth had been the only culture that
dreamed up the whedl. Even the great galactic culture had missed the whedl, had gone on to its greatness
on some other principle that left the lack of the whed unnoticed. Still, would it not seem likely that
knowledge of the whed, even at amuch later date, might be of value? The whed is such ahandy thing to
have"

| came back to the present. | gtill clutched the letter in my hand. The car was nearing the shed. The
funera ship stood on its pad, but there was no sign of the vehiclesthat had been unloading the cargo. The
work must al be done,

"Thorney saysthat you are expecting to gowith us," | said to CynthiaLansing. "1 don't know if that'll
be possible. WEell be roughing it. Camping out in al kinds of weether."

"l canroughiit. | can camp.”

| shook my head.

"Look," she protested, "I gambled everything | had on this, to be here when you landed. | scratched
up every credit that | had to pay the outrageousfare on aPilgrim ship.. . ."

"Thorney said something about some funds. A grant.”

"| didn't have quite enough for thefare," she said. "1 used part of it for that. And I've been waiting for
you to arrive, staying at the Pilgrim Inn, which isn't chegp. Thereisvery littleleft. Redly, nothing left . . "

"That'stoo bad,” | said. "But you knew it was agamble. Y ou had no reason to believe. . ."

"But | did," shesaid. "You areasbrokeas! amn."

"Meaning what?"

"Meaning you haven't got the money to get back to Aiden once you have your composition.”

"I know that," | said, "but if | have the composition ..."

"No money," she said, "and Mother Earth not about to makeit easy for you."

"Thereisthat,” | said, "but | can't see how takingyou dong. ."

"That iswhat | have been trying to tell you. Thismay sound slly toyou . . ."

Her wordsran out and she sat there looking at me. Her face no longer looked asiif it were about to
amile



"Damnyou,” she said, "why don't you say something?Why don't you help mejust alittle? Why don't
you ask mewhat | have?'

"All right. What isit that you have?"

"l know wherethetreasureis.”

"For the love of Christ, what treasure?’

"The Anachron treasure.”

"Thorney isconvinced,” | told her, "that the Anachronians had been on Earth. He wanted meto
watch for any possible cluesto their being here. It was afool's errand, of course, ashe spelled it out to
me. The archaeologists aren't even sure there was such arace. Their planet never has been found. Al
that had been found are fragments of inscriptions on haf adozen planets, fragmentary inscriptions found
among the inscriptions and the shreds of the native culture. Some evidence, athough it s;emsto me
shaky evidence, that at one time members of this supposedly mysterious race lived on other
planets-perhaps as traders, which iswhat most archaeologists believe, or as observers, which iswhat
Thorney believes, or for some other reason, neither astraders or observers. Hetold me al of this, but he
never mentioned treasure.”

"But therewas atreasure,”" she said. "It was brought from olden Greece to olden Americain the Final
War. | found an account of it and Professor Thorndyke..."

"Start making some sort of sense” | said. "If Thorney isright, they weren't herefor treasure. They
were herefor data, to observe. ."

"For data, sure," she said, "but what about the observer? He would have been aprofessiond,
wouldn't he? A historian, perhaps far more than ahistorian. He would have recognized the cultura value
of certain artifacts -the ceremonia hand axe of aprehigtoric tribe, a Grecian urn, Egyptian jewery . . ."

| crammed the letter into my jacket pocket, jumped out of the car. "We can talk about thislater,” |
said. "Right now | haveto turn Elmer loose so we can start setting up the Bronco.”

"Am | going with you?"

"Well see" | sad.

How the hell, | wondered, could | keep her from going?

She had Thorney's blessing; she maybe did have something about the Anachronians, perhaps even
about atreasure. And | couldn't leave her here, flat broke-for if she wasn't quite broke yet, she would be
if she stayed on at theinn and there was no place else for her to stay. God knows, | didn't want her. She
would be anuisance. | was not on atreasure hunt. | had come to Earth to put together a composition. |
hoped to capture some of thefed of Earth-Earth minus Cemetery. | couldn't go off chasing treasure or
Anachronians. All that 1'd ever told Thorney was that 1'd keep my eyes open for clues and that didn't
mean going out to hunt for them.

| headed for the open door of the shed, with Cynthiatrailing at my heels. Insde the shed was dark
and | paused for amoment to let my eyes become accustomed to the darkness. Something moved and |
made out three men-three workmen from the looks of them.

"I have some boxes here," | said. Therewere alot of boxes, the piled cargo off the funeral ship.

"Right over there, Mr. Carson,” said one of them. He gestured to one side and | saw them-the big
crate enclosing Elmer and the four cratesin which we had boxed the Bronco.

"Thanks," | said. "'l appreciate your keeping them separate from the rest. I'd asked the captain, but. .

"Theresjust onelittle matter,” said the man. "Handling and storage.”

"l don't get it. Handling and storage?”"

"Sure, the charges. My men don't work for free."

"Y ou're the foreman here?"

"Y egh. Rellly isthe name.”

"How much isthis storage?’

Reilly reached into hisback pocket and hauled forth a paper. He studied it fixedly, asif making sure
he had the figuresright.

"Well," hesaid, "it runsto four hundred and twenty-seven credits, but let us say four hundred.”



"Y ou must bewrong,” | told him, trying to keep my temper. "All you did was unship the crates and
haul them in here and, asfor storage, they've been here only an hour or so."

Reilly shook hisheed, sadly. "I can't help that. Them'sthe charges. Y ou either pay them or we hold
the cargo. Them'stherules.”

The other two men had moved up slently, oneto either sde of him.

"It'sdl ridiculous,” | protested. "Thismust be ajoke.”

"Miger," said theforeman, "itisn't any joke." | didn't have four hundred credits, and | wouldn't have
paiditif | had, but neither was | going to tackle the foreman and the husky stevedores standing with him.

"I'll look into this," | said, trying to save face, having no ideawhat | could do next. They had me cold,
| knew. Although it wasn't them; it was Maxwel | Peter Bell. He was the one who had me cold.

"Y ou do that, mister,” said Rellly. "You just go aheed and do it."

| could go storming back to Bell and that was exactly what he wanted. He expected that | would and
it would be all right, of course, and al would be forgiven, if | accepted a Cemetery grant and did
Cemetery work. But | wasn't going to do that, either.

Cynthiasaid, behind me, "Fetcher, they're ganging up on us."

| turned my head and there were more men, coming in the door. "Not ganging up on you," said
Reilly. "Just making sure that you understand. There can't be no outlander comein here and tell uswhat
todo."

From behind Reilly came afaint, thin, screeching sound and the instant that | heard it, | pegged it for
what it was, anail being forced out of thewood that held it.

Reilly and his henchmen swung around and | let out aydl. "All right, Elmer! Out and & them!"

At my yell the big crate seemed to explode, the planks nailed acrossits top wrenched and torn away,
and out of the crate rose Elmer, dl eight feet of him.

He stepped out of the crate, most fastidioudly.

"What's the matter, Fletch?"

"Go easy onthem, Elmer," | said. "Don't kill them. Just cripplethem alittle.”

Hetook a step forward and Reilly and the two men backed away.

"I won't hurt them none," said Elmer. "I'll just brush them off. Whao's that you got there with you,
Hetch?'

"ThisisCynthia" | said. "Shell be going with us."

"Will 17" Cynthiaasked.

"Look here, Carson," Rellly roared, "don't you try no rough stuff . . ."

"Get going,” Elmer said. He took arapid step toward them and swung hisarm. They broke and ran,
piling out the door.

"No, you don't!" yelled Elmer. He went past usrapidly. They were closing the door and just before it
closed, hethrust a hand into the crack, clutched the door, and wrenched it open, then butted it with his
shoulder. It crumpled and hung.

"That will hold them," Elmer said. "Now the door won't close. They were about to lock usin, can
you imagine that. Now if youll tell me, Hetch, what isgoing on.”

"Maxwell Peter Bell," | said, "doesn't like us. Let's get going on the Bronco. The quicker we are out
of here. ."

"I haveto get the car," said Cynthia. "I've got dl the suppliesand my clothesin there."

"Supplies?’ | asked.

"Sure. Food and the other stuff welll need. | don't suppose you brought anything aong. That's one
reason I'm so broke. | spent the last of my money . . ."

"You go and get the car,” said Elmer. "I'll keep watch. There won't no one lay ahand on you.”

"Y ou thought of everything,” | said. "Y ou were pretty sure. . ."

But she was running out the door. There was no sign of Rellly or hismen. She got into the car and
drove it through the door into the shed.

Elmer went over to the other crates and rapped on the smaler one. "That you, Bronco?' he asked.
"Youingdeof there?'



"Itsme," said amuffled voice. "Elmer, isthat you? Have we reached the Earth?"

"I didn't know," said Cynthia, "that Bronco was a sentient thing or that he could talk. Professor
Thorndyke didn't tel methat."

"Heissentient,” said Elmer, "but of low intellect. Heisno menta giant.”

He said to Bronco, "Y ou come through dl right?*

"l anfing" said Bronco.

"Well haveto get apinch bar to open up those crates,” | said.

"Thereisno need,” said Elmer. He balled afist and smashed it down on one corner of the crate. The
wood crumpled and splintered and he reached hisfingersinto the resultant hole and tore loose a board.

"Thisiseasy," he grunted. "l wasn't sure| could bust out of my crate. There wasn't too much room
and little leverage. But when | heard what wasgoingon. . ."

"Is Fletch here?' asked Bronco.

"Fletch takes care of himsdlf red good,” said Elmer. "Heis here and he's picked up himsdlf agirl.”

He went on ripping boards off the crate.

"Let'sget towork," he said.

We got to work, the two of us. Bronco was a complicated thing and not easy to assemble. There
werealot of partsand al of them had to be phased together with little tolerance. But the two of us had
worked with Bronco for amost two years and we knew him ingde out. At First we'd used amanual, but
now there was no need of one. We'd thrown away the manua when it had become so tattered it was of
little use, and when Bronco, himself, refined and redesigned and tinkered here and there, had become a
contraption that bore but smal resemblance to the modd of the manua. The two of us, working together,
knew every piece by heart. We could have field-stripped Bronco and put him back together in the dark.
There was no waste motion and no need of conference or direction. EImer and | worked together like
two machines. Insde of an hour we had Bronco put together.

Assembled, hewas acrazy thing to look at. He had eight jointed legs that had an insect ook about
them. Each of them could be positioned at almost any angle. There were claws he could unsheathe to get
abetter grip. He could go anywhere, on any kind of ground. He could damn near climb awall. His
barrdl-like body, equipped with asaddle, ; afforded good protection to the ddlicate insrumentsthat it ;
contained. It carried a series of ringsthat alowed the strapping of loads upon his back. He had a
retractabletail that was made up of a hundred different sensors and his head | was crowned with another
weird sensor assembly.

"| fed good," hesaid. "Areweleaving now?"

Cynthia had unloaded the suppliesfrom the car.

"Camping stuff,” she said. "Concentrated food, blankets, rain gear, stuff like that. Nothing fancy. |
didn't have the money to buy fancy stuff.”

Elmer began heaving the boxes and crates on Bronco's back, cinching them in place.

"Y ou think you canride him?" | asked Cynthia

"Sure| can. But what about yourself?!

"Hesridingme" said Elmer.

"No, I'mnot," | said.

"Besenshle" said Elmer. "We may haveto run for it to get out of here. They may belaying for us.”

Cynthiawent to the door and looked out. "Therésno onein sght,” she said.

"How do we get out of here?' asked EImer. "The quickest way out of the Cemetery.”

"Y ou take the road west," shetold him. "Past the administration building. Twenty-five miles or so and
the Cemetery ends."

Elmer finished packing the supplies on Bronco. He took afind look around. "I guessthat'sdl,” he
said. "Now, miss, up on Bronco."

He helped her up. "Hang ontight," he cautioned her. "Bronco's not the smoothest thing to ride on.”

"I'll hang on,” she said. She looked scared.

"Now you," Elmer said to me. | started to protest, but didn't because | knew it would do no good.
And, besides, riding Elmer made alot of sense. If we should have to run for it, he could go ten times



faster than | could. Thoselong metd legs of his could redly eat up ground.

Helifted me and put me on his shoulders, straddle of his neck. ™Y ou hang onto my head to balance
yourself," hesaid. "I'll hold onto your legs. I'll seeyou dontt fall off."

| nodded, not too happy. It was damned undignified.

Wedidn't haveto run for it. There was no one around except one plodding figure far to the north
walking down an aide between the stones. There must have been people watching us; | could amost fed
their eyes. We must have made a strange sight-Cynthiariding that grasshopper of a Bronco, with baes
and boxestied dl over him, and mysalf up there, jiggling and swaying atop the eight-foot Elmer.

Wedidn't run or even hurry, but we made good time. Bronco and Elmer were good travelers. Even
at their norma walking pace, aman would have had to run to keep up with them.

We went clattering and lurching up the road, past the administration building and out into the main
part of the Cemetery. The road was empty and the land was peaceful. Occasiondly, far off, | would sight
alittle village, nestled in a cove-adender finger of asteegple pointing at the sky and ablur of color that
was the rooftops of the houses. | imagined those little villages were the homes of workers employed by
the Cemetery.

As| rode aong, bouncing and swaying to Elmer's swinging strides, | saw that the Cemetery, for dl its
vaunted beauty, wasin redlity adismal, brooding place. There was a samenessto it and an endless order
that was monotonous, and over dl of it hung asense of death and great Findlity.

| hadn't had time to worry before, but now | began to worry. What worried me the mogt, strangely
enough, wasthat Cemetery, after afairly feeble effort, had made no real attempt to stop us. Although, |
told mysdlf, if Elmer had not been ableto burst out of his crate, Reilly and his men would have stopped
me cold. But asit was, it dmost seemed that Bell figured he could let us go, knowing that any time he
wished he could reach out and grab us. | didn't try to fool mysdlf about Maxwell Peter Bell.

| wondered, too, if any further attempts would be made upon us. Perhaps there didn't have to be;
more than likely Bell and Cemetery might be no longer too much concerned with us. We could go
wherever we wished and it would make no difference. For no matter where we went or what we did,
there was no chance of leaving Earth without Cemetery's help.

| had made amess of it, | told mysdlf. | had gone in and played smart-aleck to Bell's pompousness
and had thrown away any chance | had of any sort of working relationship with Bell or Cemetery.
Although, | redlized, it might have made no difference no matter what 1'd done. | should have redlized that
on Earth you played aong with Cemetery or you did not play at al. The whole damn venture had been
doomed from the very start.

It hadn't seemed so long to me, dthough it may have been quite awhile-| had been so sunk inworry
I'd lost Al track of time-but finaly the road climbed up a hill and there cameto an end, and the end of the
Cemetery aswdll.

| stared at the valley below us and the hillsthat climbed in seried ranks aboveit, sucking in my breath
in astonishment at the Sight of it. It was a strangely wooded land dressed in flaming color that shone like
glowing firesin the sun of afternoon.

"Autumn" Elmer said. "'l had forgotten that Earth had autumn. Back there you couldn't tell. All the
treeswere green.”

"Autumn?’ | asked.

"A season,” Elmer told me. "A certain time of year when dl the trees are colored. | had forgotteniit *

Hetwisted his head around so he could look up at meIf he could have wept, he would have.

"One forgets so many things," he said.

Chapter 5

It was aworld of beauty, but of lusty, two-fisted, brooding beauty unlike the ddlicate, dmost fragile
beauty of my world of Alden. It was solemn and impressive and there was adash of wonder and a
stresk of fear intertwined into the structure and the color of it.



| sat on amoss-grown boulder beside a brawling, dark-brown stream that carried on its surface the
fairy boats of red and gold and yellow that were the falen leaves. If onelistened sharply he could pick
out, at the edge of the throaty gurgle of the dark-brown water, the faint, far-off pattering of other leaves
faling to the earth. And for al the color and the beauty, there was an ancient sadness there. | sat and
listened to the liquid diding of the water and the faint patter of the leaves, and looking at the trees, | saw
that they were massive growths, exuding asense of age, and that there was something secure and
homelike and comfortable about them. There was color here and mood and sound, quaity and structure,
and atexture that could be felt with the fingers of the mind.

The sun was setting, throwing afog-like dusk across the stream and trees, and there was a coolness
intheair. It wastime, | knew, to be getting back to camp. But | did not want to move. For | had the
fedling that thiswas a place, once seen, that could not be seen again. If | left and then came back it would
not be the same; no matter how many - times| might return to this particular spot the place and fedling
would never be the same, something would be lost or something would be added, and there never would
exist again, through dl eternity, al the integrated factors that made it what it wasin this magic moment.

A stonerattled behind me and | turned to see that it was Elmer, moving through the dusk. | said
nothing to him and he did not speak to me, but came and squatted down beside me and there was
nothing to be said, nothing that needed to be said. | sat there, remembering al the other timeslike
this-when there had been no need of words between Elmer and mysdlf. We sat asthe twilight deepened
and from far away came the sound of something hooting and alittle later the faint sound of something that
was baying. The water went on talking as the darkness deepened.

"I built afire," said Elmer, Findly. "Well need it for cooking, but even if we had no need of it, | till
would have built fire. The Earth calsfor afire. The two of them go together. Man came up from
savagery with fire. Indl of man'slong history he never et thefire go out."

"Isit," | asked, "the way you remember it?"

He shook his head. "Not theway | remember it, but somehow it isthe way that | knew it would be.
There weren't treeslike these, or astream like this. But you see one tree flaming in the autumn sun and
you can imagine what it might be like with aforest of such trees. Y ou see a stream run red and choked
with filth and you know how it might beif the land were clean.”

The baying sound came again and walked with chilly feet dong my spine.

"Dogs," said Elmer, "trailing something. Either dogs or wolves™

"Youwerehere" | sad, "inthe Find War. It was different then.”

"Different,” said Elmer. "Most everything was dead or dying. But there were places here and there
where the old Earth till remained. Little pockets where the poison and the radiation had not settled in,
places that had been struck no more than aglancing blow. Enough to let you know what it had been like
at onetime. The people were living mostly underground. | worked on the surface, on one of the war
machines - perhaps the last such machine that was ever built. Barring the purpose of it, it was a
wondrous mechanism and well it might have been, for it was not machine done. It had the body of a
machine, but the brain of it was something else-ameding of machine and man, aroboatic brain linked with
the brains of men. | don't know who they were. Someone must have known, but | never did. | have often
wondered. It wasthe only way, you see, that awar could still be fought. No human could go to fight that
kind of war. So man's servants and companions, the machines, carried on thewar. | don't know why
they kept on fighting. | have often asked mysdlf. They'd destroyed dl thered ever been to fight for and
there was no use of keeping on."

He quit talking and rose to hisfeet. "Let'sgo back," he said. ™Y ou must be hungry and so must the
young lady. Fletch, | fear | am abit confused asto why sheisaong.”

"Something about atreasure.”

"What kind of treasure?’

"I don't redly know. There was no timefor her to explainit to me."

From where we stood we could see the flare of the fire and we walked toward it.

Cynthiawas on her knees before abed of coals she had raked off to one side, holding a pot over the
codsand stirring with aspoon.



"l hopeit's decent,” she said. "It'ssomekind of stew.”

"Thereisno need for you to be doing that," said Elmer, somewhat miffed. "I am, when called upon, a
quite efficient cook."

"Soam|," sad Cynthia

"Tomorrow," ElImer said, "I'll get some mest for you. | saw anumber of squirrelsand arabbit or
two."

"We have no hunting equipment,” | said. "We brought dong no guns.”

"We can make abow," said Cynthia

"No need of gunsor bows," said Elmer. " Stones are good enough. I'll pick up some pebbles. . ."

"No one can hunt with pebbles," Cynthiasaid. "Y ou can't throw straight enough.”

"l can,” Elmer told her. "I am amachine. | do not rely on muscles or ahuman eye, which, marvelous
asitmay be. . ."

"Where's Bronco?' | asked.

Elmer motioned with histhumb. "He'sin atrance,” he said.

| moved around thefire so | could get a better look at him. What Elmer had said wasright. Bronco
was standing to one side with &l his sensor apparatus out, soaking up the place.

"The best compositor there ever was," said EImer, proudly. "Hetook to it like ashot. HEs a
sengtive”

Cynthia picked up acouple of bowls and dished up the stew. She handed one of them to me.

"Watch out; it'shot," shesad.

| sat down beside her and cautioudy began to eat. The stew was not too bad, but it was hot. | had to
blow upon each spoonful of it to coodl it off before | put it in my mouth.

The baying came again, and it was close now, just ahill or two away.

"Those are dogs,” said Elmer. "They are chasing something. Maybe there are people here."

"Maybejust awild pack,” | said.

Cynthiashook her head. "No. | asked around a bit when | was staying at theinn. There are people
out here in the wilds-or what Cemetery callsthe wilds. No one seems to know too much about them, or
at least wouldn't talk too much about them. Asif they were beneath any human notice. The normal
Cemetery-Pilgrim reaction, what you would expect. Y ou got ataste of that reaction, Fletcher, when you
went in to see Maxwell Peter Bell. Y ou never told me how it al turned out.”

"Hetried to take me over. | turned him down, not too diplomaticaly. | know | should have been
more polite, but he put my back up.”

"It wouldn't have made any difference,” she said. "Cemetery is not accustomed to refusa-even to
politerefusd.”

"Why did you bother with him at al?" asked Elmer.

"It'sexpected,” | said. "The captain briefed meonit. A courtesy call. Asif hewereaking or prime
minister or potentate or something. | couldn't have ducked it very well."

"What | don't understand,” EImer said to Cynthia, "ishow you fit into it. Not that you arent
welcome." Cynthialooked a me. "Didn't Fletcher tell you?"

"He said something about treasure . . ."

"l suppose,” shesaid, "I'd better tell it dl. Because you have aright to know. And | wouldn't want
you to think | was asimple adventuress. Thereis something rather shoddy about an adventuress. Do you
want to ligen?"

"Wemight aswdl," said Elmer.

Shewas slent for amoment and you could sense her sort of settling down, getting agood grip on
hersdlf, asif shefaced adifficult task and was determined that she would do it well.

"l am an Alden native," she began. "My ancestors were among the first to settle there. The family
history-perhaps a better way to say it isthe family legend, for it's not documented-runs back to their first
ariva. But you won' find the Lansing name listed among the First Families-the First Famiilies, capitalized.
The Firgt Families are those that prospered. My family didn't prosper. Bad management, pure laziness,
lack of ambition bad luck-1 don't know what it was, but they stayed poor as church mice. Thereisalittle



place, way back in the outland country, thet is called Lansing Corners, but that's al thereis, that isthe
only mark my family made on Alden or on Alden history. They were farmers, small tradesmen, labourers,
they had no political aspirations; no genius blossomed in them. They were content to do agood day's
work and at the end of it to Sit on the doorstep of their cottage and drink their beer, chatting with their
neighbours, or done, watching the fabulous Alden sunsets. They were smple people. Some of them, |
guessalot of them, went off-planet with the years, seeking fortunesthat | imagine they never found. If
they had, the Alden Lansingswould have heard of it and the family legends make no mention of it. |
imagine those who were | eft stayed on smply because they hated to leave; there wasn't much there for
them, but Aldenisalovely planet.”

"Itisthat,” | sad. "I camethereto attend univeraty. Until now | never quite worked up the nerveto
leave”

"Where did you come from, Fletcher?'

"Rattlesnake,”" | told her. "Y ou have heard of it?' She shook her head. "Y ou're lucky, then," | said.
"Don't ask. And please go on."

"Mysdf, | suppose,” shesaid. "A little background on mysdlf. | set out to make something of myself.
| would imagine that through the years many of the Lansings did the same, but it cameto nothing. As|
may cometo nothing. It isalittle late in the day to do much for the Lansing image. My father died when |
was young. He owned afairly prosperous farm-not an outstanding farm, but one that made aliving and a
little more. My mother managed it after his death and there was enough to send meto the university. My
interest was history. | dreamed that in time | might hold achair in history and do learned research and
write penetrating papers. | did well in my studies. | should have. | spent al my time at them. | missed
many of the other thingsthat college life can give you. | recognize that now, but | didn't mind. Therewas
nothing in the world that fascinated melike history. | smply wallowed init-far places and far people and
far times. At night when | wasin bed, in the dark, I'd imagine atime machine and travel through far time
to those distant places to observe those ancient people. I'd lie there in the dark and imagine that | was
lying in my time machine, in those far lands and times and that just beyond thewall of darkened time
moved and lived and breathed those people | had come to spy upon and that all about me those great
events were happening that form the tide of history. When the time came to specidize, to follow one
gpecific line of study, | found mysdlf drawn irresstibly to the study of the ancient Earth. My adviser
warned me againg it. He pointed out that the field was narrow and the resource material very limited. |
knew that he wasright and | tried to reason with mysdlf, but it did no good. | was obsessed with Earth.

"My obsession with the Earth,” she said, "I am quite certain, wasin part arapport with the past, a
deep concern for the old beginnings. My father'sfarm was only afew milesfrom the locaity where the
first Lansings had settled on Al-den, or so the legend ran. Nestled in alittle rocky canyon, at apoint
whereit opened on what at one time must have been awide, rich valley suitable for farming, wasan old
stone house, or what a one time had been a stone house. Large parts of it had crumbled, the very stones
wesethering away with time, disturbed by the smal shiftings of the ground that would become significant
only after many centuries. There were no stories about it. It was not a haunted house. It was too old to
be a haunted house. It smply stood there. Time had made it apart of the landscape. It was not noticed.
It was too old and sdlf-effacing to attract human notice, athough many littlewild creatures, | found when
| went to vigit it, had madeit their home. Theland on which it sood and the land around it was so poor
and worthlessthat it interfered with nothing, so it had escaped the tearing down and razing thet is so
common afate of many ancient things. The area, in fact, is o worn out for any economic use, ruined by
centuries of forgotten farming, that it is seldom visited. Legend said-I must admit, avery shaky
legend-that it had been, a onetime, the resdence of avery early Lansing.

"l vigted it, | suppose, because of itsvery oldness. Not because it may have been Lansing, but
smply because it was s0 old-old beyond the memory of man, astructure from the deeper past. |
expected nothing from it. Thevist, you must understand, was just aholiday, thefilling of an empty day. |
had known of it, of course, for along time, and like dl the rest, had ignored it. There were many others
who knew of its existence and accepted that existence as they would the existence of atree or boulder.
There was nothing to recommend it, nothing at al. Perhaps | would never have thought of it except in



passing, or would never have visited it if it had not been for agradua sharpening of my concern for olden
things. Can you understand what I'm saying?'

"I think," I said, "1 understand it far better than you may suspect. | recognize the symptoms. | have
suffered mogt acutely from them.”

"I went there," she said, "and | ran my hands aong the old, roughly hewn stones and | thought of how
human hands, long gone in dust, had shaped them and piled them atop another as arefuge against the
night and storm, as ahome on a newfound planet. Looking through the ancient eyes of the builders, | was
ableto understand the attraction of the place of building, knowing why they might have chosen this
particular place for the building of ahouse. Protection of the canyon walls from the sweeping winds, the
quiet and drametic beauty of the place, the water from the spring that till ran in atrickle from undernesth
ahillsde rock, the wide and fertile valley (no longer fertile now) spreading just beyond the doorstep. |
stood therein their stead and felt asthey would have fdt. | was, for amoment, them. And it didn't redly
matter whether they were Lansings or not; they were people, they were the human race.

"1 would have been richly repaid for my timein going thereif | had walked away right then. The
touching of the stone, the evidence of the past would have been quite enough, but | went into the house .

She stopped and waited amoment, asif gathering hersdlf for the telling of the rest of it.

"I went into the house," she said, "and it was afoolhardy thing to do, for at any moment apart of it
might have come crashing down upon me. Some of the stones were balanced most precarioudy and the
entire thing was unstable. | don't remember that at the time, however, | gave any thought to this. | walked
softly, not because of any danger, but because of the sanctity of time that hovered in that space. It was
drange, the feding that | had-or, rather, the conflicting fedings. When | first wentinto it | felt that | was
an invader, an outsider who had no right of being there. | wasintruding on old memories, on old lives, on
old emotionsthat should have been left lonein peace, that had been there so long that they had earned
theright to beleft done. | went insde, into what had been arather large room, perhaps what you might
cal aliving room. Therewas thick dust upon the floor and the dust was marked by the tracks of wild and
gmadl things and there was the odour of wild things having lived there through millennia. Insects had spun
webs of silk in the corners and some of the older webs were as dusty asthe floor. But as| stood there,
just insde the doorway, a strange thing happened-afedling that | had the right to be there, that | belonged
there, that | was coming back after along, long time on afamily visit and was awelcome visitor. For
blood of my blood had lived there, bone of my bone, and the right of blood and bone is not erased by
time. There was afireplace in one corner. The chimney was gone, falen long before, but the fireplace's
remained. | walked over to it and, knegling down, touched the hearthstone with my fingers, feding the
texture of its surface through the dust. | could see thefireplace's, blackened throat, blackened by the
old homefires; the soot-4till there, resisting time and wesether, and there was amoment when it seemed |
could see the piled logs and the flame. And | said-I don't know if | said it loud or only in my mind-I said
itisdl right, | have come back to tell you; the Lansings still persist. Never for amoment confused asto
whom | might be saying it. | waited for no answer. | did not expect an answer. There was no onethereto
answer. It was enough that | should say it. It was adebt | owed them.”

Shelooked at mewith frightened eyes. "'l don't know why | tell al this"" shesaid. "I did not intend to
tell it. Thereisno reason | should tell you; no reason you should hear it. The factsthefacts| could tell in
just afew sentences, but it seemed that they must betold in context.."."

| reached and touched her arm. " There are some facts that can't be stated smply,” | told her. "You
aredoing fine"

"Y ou are certain you don't mind?"

"Not at dl," said Elmer, speaking for me. "'l am fascinated.”

"There's not much more,” she said. "There was adoorway, il intact, leading out of the room into the
interior of the house and when | went into this room beyond, | saw that it once must have been akitchen,
athough only part of it wasthere. There was a second story to the house, a part of it still standing,
athough dl the roof was gone, having long since caved in on the rest of the structure. But above the
kitchen there was no second story. Apparently the eaves of the house had extended over the kitchen and



there was a pile of weathered debris lying along what had been the kitchen's outside wall, the debrisfrom
the caving eaves. | don't know how | happened to noticeit-it was not easily detectable-but extending for
ashort distance out of one section of the debriswas a squareness. It looked wrong; it didn't have the
look of debris. It was dust-covered, aswas everything in the house. There was no way to know that it
was metd. It had no gleam. | guessit must have been the squareness of it. Debrisisn't square. So | went
over and tugged it out. It was abox, corroded, but till intact-the meta at no point had been broken or
worn through. | squatted there on the floor besideit and | tried to reconstruct what had happened to it
and it seemed to methat at sometimeit had been tucked away undernegth the eaves, up in the attic, and
then somehow was forgotten and that it had fallen when the eaves had fallen, perhaps crashing through
the kitchen roof, or perhaps, by that time the kitchen had no roof."

"Sothat'sthe story,” | said. "A box with atreasureclue. . ."

"l suppose s0," she said, "but not quite the way you think. | couldn't get the box open, so | carried it
back to my apartment and got some tools and opened it. There wasn't much init. An old deed to asmall
parcel of land, a promissory note marked paid, a couple of old envelopes with no lettersin them, a
cancelled check or two, and a document acknowledging the loan of some old family papersto the
manuscript department of the university. Not a permanent gift; they were just on loan. The next day |
went to Manuscripts and made inquiry. Y ou know how manuscript departmentsare . . ."

"Indeed | do," | said.

"It took awhile, but my status as a graduate student in Earth history and the fact that the papers, after
al, weremy family's papersfindly did thetrick. They expected | smply wanted to study them, but by the
time they were produced-1 think that they had probably been misplaced and may have been difficult to
locate- was so fed up that | filed notice that | was revoking the loan and walked out with them. Which
was no way for adevoted history student to behave, of course, but by that timeI'd had it. The
department threatened me with court action and if they had started action it would have been alovely
mess for someone to untangle, but they never did. Probably they considered the papers worthless,
athough how they would have known | had no idea. They were asmdll batch of papers, pretty small
potatoesin aplace like that. They had been placed in a single envelope and sedled. Therewas no
evidence they had ever been examined; they were al haphazard and mixed up. If they had been
examined, they would have been sorted and labdlled, but it wasfairly evident the origind sed never had
been broken. The whole bunch of papers had been smply filed awvay and forgotten.”

She stopped talking and looked hard a me. | said nothing. In her own time, shed get around to it.
Maybe she had areason for tdlling it like this. Maybe shehad to liveit al over again, to re-examineit al
again, to be certain (once again? How many times again?) that she had not erred in judgement, that what
she had donewasright. | was not about to hurry her, athough, God knows, | was a bit impatient.

"Therewasnt much,” shesaid. "A seriesof |ettersthat shed alittle light on the first human colonization
of Al-den-nothing startling, nothing new, but they gave one the feding of thetimes. A smal sheef of rather
amateurish poemswritten by agirl in her teens or early twenties. Invoices from asmdl businessfirm that
might have been of some dight interest to an economic historian, and amemorandum written in rather
ponderous language by an old man setting down a story that he had been told by his grandfather, who
had been one of the original settlersfrom Earth.”

"And the memorandum?’

"It told astrange story," she said. "l took it to Professor Thorndyke and told him what I've just told
you and asked him to read the memo and after he had read it he sat there for atime, not looking at me or
the memo or anything at al and then said aword I'd never heard before-Anachron.”

"What is Anachron?' asked Elmer.

"Itsamythica planet,” | said, "asort of never-never land. Something the archaeol ogists dreamed up,
aplacethey theorize. . ."

"A coined word," said Cynthia. "I didn't ask Dr. Thorndyke, but | suspect it comesfrom
anachronism-something out of place in time, very much out of place. Y ou seg, for yearsthe
archaeol ogists have been finding evidence of an unknown race that left their inscriptions on anumber of
other planets, perhaps on many more other planets than they know, for their fragmentary inscriptions



have been found only in association with the native artifacts.. . "

"Asif they werevistors" | said, "who had left behind atrinket or two. They could have visited many
planets and their trinkets would be found only on afew of them, by sheer chance.”

"You said therewasamemo?' Elmer asked. "I haveit here," said Cynthia. She reached into the
insde pocket of her jacket and brought out along billfold. From it she took a sheaf of folded paper. "Not
theorigind,” shesad. "A copy. Theorigind wasold and fragile. It would not take much handling.”

She handed the papersto Elmer and he unfolded them, took aquick look at them, and handed them
tome. "I'll poke up thefire," he said, "so therewill belight. You read it doud so we dl can hear it."

The memo was written in a crabbed hand, the hand, most likely, of an old and feeble man. In places
thewriting was alittle blurred, but wasfairly. legible. There was anumber at thetop of thefirst
page-2305.

Cynthiawaswatching me. "The year date," she said. "That iswhat | took it for and Professor
Thorndyke thought the same. 1t would be about right if the man who wroteit iswho | think he was."

Elmer had poked up the fire, pushing the wood and coals together, and the light was good. Elmer
sad, "All right, Fletch. Why don't you begin?' So | began:

Chapter 6

2305

... Tomy grandson, Howard Lansing:

My grandfather, when | was ayoung man, told me of an event which he experienced when he was
ayoung man of about my age and now that | am as old as he was when hetold me of it, or older, | pass
it on to you, but because you are till ayoungster, | am writing it down so that when you have grown
older you may read it and understand it and the implications of it the better.

At the time he related the happening to me he was of sound mind, with no mental and only those
physicd infirmitieswhich steal upon aman asthe years go by. And strange asthe tale may be, thereis
about it, or so it has always seemed to me, a certain logical honesty that marksit asthe truth.

My grandfather, as you must realize, was born on Earth and came to our planet of Aldenin his
middle age. He was born into the early days of the Finad War when two great blocs of nations|oosed
upon the Earth ahorror and destruction that can scarcely be imagined. During the days of hisyouth he
took part in thiswar-as much a part as aman could take, for in truth it was not awar in which men
fought one another so much asawar in which machines and instruments fought one another with a
mindlessfury that was an extension of their makers fury. In theend with dl hisfamily and most of his
friends either dead or lost (I don't know which and I'm not sure that he did, either), he finally was among
that contingent of human beings, asmdll fraction of the hordes that once had peopled Earth, that went out
in the great starshipsto people other planets.

But the story he told me had nothing to do with either the war or the going out in space, but with an
incident that he did not place at al in time and only approximately in space. | have theimpresson that it
happened when he was till acomparatively young man, although | cannot remember now if he actualy
told methisor if | have conjectured it from some now forgotten details of the tdeitsaf. | fredy admit that
there are many parts of it that | have forgotten through the years, dthough the mgjor facts of it are ill
sharp within my mind.

Through some circumstance which | have now forgotten (if, in fact, he ever told me), my grandfather
found himsdlf in what he called a safe zone, alittle area, apocket of geography in which through some
happenstance of |ocation with regard to topography or meteorology, the land was | ess poisoned, or
perhaps not poisoned at al by the agents of the war, and where aman might live in comparative safety
without the massive protection that was required in other lessfortunate aress. | have said he was not
specific asto where this place actualy had been, but he did tell methat it was at a point where asmall
river coming from the north flowed into alarger river, the Ohio.

| gained the impression (although he did not tell me, nor did | question him on the point) that my



grandfather at the time was not engaged in any actud task or mission, but that once he found the ares,
quite by accident, he smply stayed on there, taking advantage of the comparative security that it offered.
Which, in view of the stuation, would have made uncommonly good sense. How long he stayed there
atogether, | have no idea nor how long he had been there when the event took place. Nor why, findly,
heleft. All of which, of course, is extraneousto what actudly happened. But, one day, hetold me, he
saw the ship arrive. Therewere, at that time, very few air-traveling shipsin existence, most of them
having been destroyed, and even if there had been, they would have counted, should they be used as
such, as very feeble weaponsin the war then being waged. And it was, besides, a ship such as he had
never seen before. | remember that he told me the manner in which it differed from shipsthat he had
seen, but the details have grown alittle fuzzy in my mind and if | tried to set them down, | know I'd get
them wrong.

Being a cautious man, asal men must be in those days, my grandfather hid himsdlf aswell ashe
could manage and kept as close awatch as possible upon what was happening.

The ship had landed on the point of one of the hillsthat stood above the river and once it had settled
five robots came out from it and another person that was not a robot-appearing, indeed, to be aman, but
my grandfather, from hishiding place, had the feding that it was not aman, but something with only the
outward gppearance of aman. When | asked my grandfather why he might have thought this, he was
hard put to put afinger onit. It was not the way he waked nor the way he stood nor, later, the way he
talked, but there was a strangeness, perhaps a psychic scent, a subconscious triggering of the brain, that
told him that this creature that was not arobot wasnot yet  aman.

Two of the robots walked a short distance from the ship and seemed to stand as sentindls, not facing
inthe samedirection dl the time, but turning occasonaly asif they were sudying or sensing theterrain on
every sde. Therest of them began unloading alarge pile of boxes and what appeared to be equipment.

My grandfather thought that he was well hidden. He was crouching in athicket close besde the
stream and was hunkered low againgt the ground so that his silhouette would have been broken by the
branches of the thicket and, besides, it was summertime and the shrubs had |eaves. Butinavery
short time, even before the ship had been completely unloaded, one of the robots working at the
unloading lft the hilltop and came down the hillside, walking straight toward where my grandfather was
hiding in the thicket. He thought at first that it was only a coincidence that the robot should be walking
toward him and he stayed very dill, even breathing as shallowly as he could.

It was not coincidence, however. The robot must have known exactly where he was. My grandfather
always thought that one of the sentinels had somehow spotted him, perhaps by athermd reading, and,
staying on post itsdalf, had passed the information that there was awatcher.

Arriving at the thicket, the robot reached down, grabbed my grandfather by the arm and jerked him
out of there, then marched him up the hill.

My grandfather admitted to me that from this point onward his memory was not consecutive. While
the time eement of what he did remember seemed to be consecutive, not jumbled chronologicaly, there
were gaps for which he could not account. He was convinced that before he was let go or managed to
escape (athough both of these, too, are conjectured, for at no time, so far as he could recal, did he have
the feeling that he was being held captive) an attempt was made to erase the memories of what had
happened from his mind. He believed that for atime the memory erasure was effective; it was only after
he arrived on Alden that he began, in bits and pieces, to remember what had happened-asif the events
had been submerged, pushed deep into his brain, and came pushing back again only after anumber of
years.

He did remember talking with the man that seemed to him not to be entiredly aman, and the
impression that he carried with him was that this cresture was soft-voiced and not at al unkind, athough
he could not remember a single thing that was said between them, with one exception. The man (if it were
aman) told him, herecalled, that he had come from Greece (there was at that time no country that was
known as Greece, but at one time there had been) where he had lived for long-my grandfather
remembered clearly that phrase, "for long," and thought it rather strange that it should be expressed that
way. The man aso told my grandfather that he had sought out a place where life would not be threatened



and thought, from certain measurements or from certain other facts my grandfather did not comprehend,
that he had found it therein that place he had landed.

My grandfather also recalled that some of the equipment that had been taken from the ship was
employed by the robots to drive adeep shaft into the solid rock which lay beneath the hill and, once the
shaft was driven, to hollow out great chambers underground. And once this had been done asmall hut,
rude on the outside, constructed of timbers and made to look asif it were old and about to tumble down,
but itsinterior well finished to make for comfortable living, was built above the tunnel, which had steps
going down to the rock-hewn chambers and a clever trapdoor fixed at the mouth of the tunndl so thét,
once closed, no one would suspect that it wasthere.

The boxes which had been unloaded from the ship were carried down into the chambers, except for
afew that held furniture and furnishings for the hut atop the tunndl.

When one of the boxes was being carried down the stepsinto the chambersit dipped out of a
robot's grasp and my grandfather, who, for some reason he does not recal, was in the chamber below,
saw it come tumbling down the stairs and hurriedly got out of itsway. It was a heavy box, but even so, as
it tumbled down the gtairs, it began to come apart, to be battered apart by striking on the stones, and by
the time it reached the bottom of the stepsit had come apart entirely so that dl that it contained was
either scattered on the steps or spilled out on the chamber's floor.

Therewas agresat treasurein that box, my grandfather told me-jewe -encrusted pendants and
bracdetsand rings, dl set with shining stones; small wheels of gold with strange markings on them (my
grandfather ingsted they were gold, athough how he could tell athing was gold by smply looking &t it, |
do not understand); figurines of animals and birds made of precious metals and set with precious stones;
ahdf adozen crowns (the kind kings or queens would wear); bagsthat split open to loose aflood of
coins, and many other things, including some vases, dl of which were smashed.

The robots came rushing down the stairs to pick up all the treasure that was scattered and behind
them came their master and when he reached the bottom of the stairs he paid no attention to dl the other
things, but stooped and picked up some of the pieces of a shattered vase and tried to fit them back
together, but he could not fit them back together, for they had been broken into too many pieces. But
from the few piecesthat he did fit together, trying to hold al those broken piecesin their proper places,
my grandfather saw that the vase had had painted pictures onit, fired into the glaze-pictures of strange
men hunting even stranger beasts, or maybe they only seemed stranger because they were so badly done,
with no thought of perspective and without the anatomical knowledge that isbasic with an artist.

Theman (if it were aman) stood there with the broken piecesin his hands and his head was bent
above them and his face was sad and atear rolled down his cheek. My grandfather thought it strange that
aman should weep at the sight of abroken vase.

All thistime the robots were picking up the stuff and putting it in a pile and one of them went and got
abasket and put it al into the basket and carried it off to be stored with al the other boxesin one of the
rock-hewn chambers.

But they didn't get it all, for my grandfather, with no one seeing him, picked up acoin and secreted it
about his person and | now will wrap this coin, which he passed on to me, and put it in thisenvelope....

Chapter 7

| stopped reading and looked across the fire at CynthiaLansing.

"Thecoin?' | asked.

She nodded. "It wasin the envel ope, wrapped in apiece of fail, akind of foil that has not been used
for centuries. | gaveit to Professor Thorndyke and asked him if hed keepiit . . ."

"But did he know whét it was?'

"He wasn't sure. He took it to another man. An expert on old Earth coins and such. It was an
uncirculated Athenian owl, probably minted afew years after a battle fought at a place called Marathon.”

"Uncirculated?' Elmer asked.



"It had not been used. Therewas no wear on it. When acoin iscirculated it becomes smooth and
dull from much handling. But aside from some deterioration due to time, this one was exactly asit had
been the day that it was struck.”

"And there can't be any doubt?' | asked.

"Professor Thorndyke said there could be none at dl.”

The baying of the dogs <till could be heard beyond the ridge that rose above our camp. It wasa
lonely and a savage sound and | shivered as| listened to it and moved closer to the fire.

"They are after something,” Elmer said. "Maybe coon or possum. The hunters are back there
somewhere, ligening to the dogs.”

"But what are they hunting for?' asked Cynthia. "The men, | mean, the men who sent out the dogs.”

"For sport and meat,” said Elmer.

| saw her wince.

"Thisisno Alden planet,” Elmer told her. "No planet soft and full of pinkness. The people who live
back here in the woods are probably one-haf savage.”

We szt listening and the baying of the dogs seemed to move away.

"Onthistreasure business," Elmer said, "leave ustry to figure out what we have. Somewherein this
country to the west of us someone came fleeing out of Greece and hid out a bunch of boxes, some of
which probably contained treasure. We know one of them did and some of the others may have. But the
location might be alittle hard to come by. It'sindefinite. A river flowing from the north into the old Ohio.
There might be quitealot of streams coming from thenorth. . ."

"Therewasahut,” said Cynthia.

"That was ten thousand years ago. The hut must be long gone. Wed be looking for ahole, atunnd,
and that might be covered over."

"What | want to know," | said, "iswhy Thorney should have thought this strange character out of
Greece might be Anachronian.”

"I asked him that," said Cynthia, "and he said that Greece or somewherein that area of the planet
would most likely be the place an aien observer would have set up his observation post. Thefirst settled
communities of the human race were established in what once was known as Turkey. An observer would
not have set up a post too close to what he wished to study. He'd want to be in a position to do some
observation and then get out of there. Greece would be logical, Professor Thorndyke said. Such an
observer would have had some means of rather rapid transportation and the distance between the first
Settlements and Greece would have been no problem!" "1t doesn't sound logical to me," said Elmer,
bluntly.

"Why Greece? Why not the Sinai? Or the Caspian? Or a dozen other places?’

"Thorney goes on hunches as much as evidence or logic,” | told them. "He has awel|-devel oped
hunch sense. Heisvery oftenright. If he says Greece I'd go along with him. Although it would seem this
hypothetical observer of ours could have moved location time and time again.”

"Not if hewere picking up loot dl thetime,” said Elmer. "He'd get weighed down with it. It would be
quite ajob to move. He probably brought along severa tons of it when he moved to the Ohio."

"But it wasn't loot," cried Cynthia. "Y ou have to understand that it wasn't loot. Not loot in terms of
money, or in terms of whatever vaue the Anachronians might employ. Whatever he picked up were
culturd artifacts”

"Culturd artifacts" said Elmer, "running very heavily to gold and precious stones.”

"Let'sbefair about it," | said to EImer. "It might just have happened that the broken box wasfilled
with that kind of stuff. Some of the other boxes might have been filled with arrowheads or spear points,
early woven stuffs, mortars and pestles.”

"Dr. Thorndyke thought," said Cynthia, "that the boxes my old ancestor saw contained only asmall
fraction of what the observer had collected. Probably only afew of the more significant items. Back
somewhere in Greece, perhapsin other caverns carved into the rock, there may be ahundred times as
much aswasin the boxes."

"Whatever it may beit spellsout treasure,” Elmer said. "Artifacts of any sort, command apriceand |



suppose they'd be worth even moreif they were artifacts from Earth. But Earth or not, thereis abooming
tradein them. A lot of wedthy men, and they have to be wedthy to pay the prices asked, have
collections of them. But aside from that, | understand it's chic to have an artifact or two on the

mantel piece or in adisplay cabinet.”

| nodded, remembering Thorney, pacing up and down the room, striking his clenched fist into an
open pam and fulminating. "It's getting s0," he'd ydl, "that an honest archaeologist hasn't got a chance.
Do you know how many looted siteswe've found in the last hundred years or so-dug up and looted
before we ever got to them? The various archaeologica societies and some of the governments have
made investigations and there is no evidence of who isdoing it or where the artifacts are taken to be
hidden out. Weve found no trace of them or whoever might be responsible. They arelooted and
warehoused somewhere and then they trickle back into collectors hands. It'sbig business and it must be
organized. Weve pushed for lawsto forbid private ownership of any artifact, but we get nowhere. There
are too many men in government, too many men who have specid interests, who are themsdlves
collectors. And undoubtedly there are funds available, from someone, to fight such legidation. We are
smply getting nowhere. And because of this vanddism we are losing the only chance we haveto gain an
understanding of the development of galactic cultures.”

The baying of the dogs had changed to excited yapping.

"Treed," said Elmer. "Whatever they were running hastakento atree.”

| reached out to thelittle pile of wood Elmer had brought in, laid new sticks on thefire, used another
to push the spreading coals together. Little tongues of blue-tipped flame ran up from the codsto lick
againgt the new wood. Dry bark ignited and threw out sparks. The fresh fuel caught and the fire leaped
into new life.

"A fireisapleasant thing," said Cynthia.

"Could it be," asked Elmer, "that even such as| should be warmed by such afeeble flame? | swear
that | fed warmer sitting here besideit.”

"Couldbe" | said. "You've had alot of timeto grow-into aman.”

"l amaman,” said Elmer. "Legdly, that is. And if legdly, why not otherwise?"

"How is Bronco getting on?" | asked. "He should be here with us."

"Heisgtting out there soaking it dl up,” said Elmer. "Heisweaving awoodland fantasy out of the
dark shapes of the trees, the sound of nighttime wind in leaves, the chuckle of the water, the glitter of the
gars, and three black shapes huddled at a campfire. A campfire canvas, anocturne, a poem, perhapsa
delicate piece of sculpture-he's putting it al together.”

"Heworksal thetime, poor thing," said Cynthia. "It isnot work for him," said Elmer. "It ishisvery
life. Broncoisan atist.”

Somewhere off in the dark something made aflat cracking sound, and an instant |ater it was followed
by another. The dogs, which had fallen silent, resumed excited barking. " The hunter shot whatever it was
that the dogs had treed,” said Elmer.

After he had spoken, no one said aword. We sat there imagining-or at least | was imagining-that
scene off therein the darkened woods, with the dogs jumping about the tree, excited, the leveled gun and
the burst of muzzle flame, the dark shape fdling from the tree to be worried by the dogs.

And as| sat therelistening and imagining, there was another sound, faint, far off-arustling and a
crackling. A breath of breeze came down the hollow and swept the sound away, but when the breeze
died down, the sound was there again, louder now and more insistent.

Elmer had legped to hisfeet. Theflicker of thefire sent ghostly metalic highlights chasing up and
down his body.

"What isit?' Cynthiaasked and Elmer did not answer. The sound was closer now. Whatever it might
be, it was heading toward us and was coming fast.

"Bronco!" Elmer called. "Over here, quick. By thefirewith us.

Bronco came spidering rapidly.

"MissCynthia" Elmer said, "get up.”

"Get up?'



"Get up on Bronco and hang on tight. If he hasto run, stay low so atree branch won't knock you

"What isgoing on?" asked Bronco. "What isall the racket?'

"l don't know," said Elmer.

"The hell you don't," | said, but he didn't hear me; if he did, he didn't answer.

The noise was much closer now. It was no kind of noise | had ever heard before. It sounded asiif
something was tearing the very woods apart. There were popping sounds and the shriek of tortured
wood. The ground seemed to be vibrating asif something very heavy was striking it repested hammer
blows.

| looked around. Cynthiawas up on Bronco and Bronco was dancing away from the fire out into the
dark, not running yet, but staying limber and ready to run at a second's notice.

The noise was amost upon us, shrieking and deafening and the very ground was howling. | legped to
one side and crouched to run and would have run, | suppose, except | did not know whereto run, and in
that instant | saw the great bulk of whatever it was up on the ridge above us, a huge dark mass that
blotted out the stars. The trees were shaking wildly and crashing down to earth, overridden and smashed
by the black mass that charged aong the ridgetop, amost brushing the camp, and then going away,
missing us, with the noise rapidly receding down the hollow. On the ridge above, the smashed-down
trees still were groaning softly asthey settled into rest.

| stood and listened as the noise moved away from usand in alittletime it was entirely gone, but |
still stood where | was, haf-hypnotized by what had happened, not knowing what had happened,
wondering what had happened. EImer, | saw, was standing, as hypnotized as|.

| sat down limply by the fire, and Elmer turned around and walked back to the fire. Cynthiadid off
Bronco.

"Elmer," | sad.

He shook hismassive head. "It can't be," he mumbled, talking to himself rather than to me. "It would
not still be there. It could not have lasted . . "

"A war machine?' | asked.

Helifted hishead and stared acrossthe fire a me. "It's crazy, Fletch,” he said.

| picked up wood and fed thefire. | put on alot of wood. | felt an urgent need of fire. The flames
crawled up the wood, catching fast.

Cynthiacame over to thefire and sat down beside me. "The war machines," said Elmer, till speaking
to himsdlf, "were built to fight. Against men, againgt cities, against enemy war machines. They'd fight to
the very deeth, until the last effective ounce of energy was gone. They were not meant to last. They were
not fashioned to survive. They knew that and we who built them knew it. Their only missonwas
destruction. We fashioned them for degth, we sent them out to death . . ."

A voice speaking from the past of ten thousand years before, speaking of the old ethics and
ambitions, of ancient blood striving, of primordid hate.

"The ones who were in them had no wish to live. They were dready dead. They had aright to die
and they postponed their dying . . ."

"Elmer, please" said Cynthia. "The oneswho werein them?Who wasin them?| had never heard
that anyone went in them. They had no crews. They were. . ."

"Miss" said Elmer, "they were not dl machine. Or at least ours were not dl machine. Therewasa
robot brain, but human brains aswell. More than one human brain in the one | worked on. | never knew
how many. Nor who they were, dthough we knew they were the ill competent brains of competent
men, perhaps the most competent of military men who were willing to continue living for alittle longer to
grike onefina blow. Robot brain and human brain forming an dliance. . ."

"Unhoaly dliance" Cynthiasaid.

Elmer shot aquick glance a her, then looked back at thefire. "I suppose you could say so, miss.

Y ou do not understand what happensin awar-asort of sublime madness, an unholy hatred -that is
twisted into an unreasoning sense of righteousness...."

"Letusquitdl this" | said. "It may have been no war machine. It may have been something ese



entirdy."

"What something ese?' asked Cynthia

"It's been ten thousand years," | said.

"l suppose s0," Cynthiasaid. "There could be alot of other things.”

Elmer said nothing. He sat quietly. Someone shouted on the ridge above us and we al cameto our
feet. A light was bobbing up there somewhere and we heard the sound of bodiesforcing their way
through the swath of falen trees.

Someone shouted again. "Ho, thefirel" he said.

"Ho, yoursdlf," said Elmer. The light kept on bobbing.

"Itsalantern,” ElImer said. "More than likdly the men who were out hunting with the dogs.”

We continued to watch the lantern. There was no more shouting at us. Findly the lantern ceased its
bobbing and moved down the hill toward us.

Therewere three of them, tall scarecrow men, grinning, their teeth shining in the flicker of our fire,
guns across their shoulders, one carrying something on his back. Dogs frisked about them.

They stopped at the edge of the campfire circle, stood in silence for amoment, looking us over,
taking usin. "Who be you?'-one of them finally asked. "Vistors" said Elmer. "Traveers, strangers.”

"What be you?Y ou are not human." He made it sound like "hooman.”

"l amarobot,” Elmer said. "l am anative of thisplace. | wasforged on Earth.”

"Big doings," said another one of them. "Night of big doings.”

"Y ou know what it was?"' asked Elmer.

"The Ravener," said the first who had spoken. "Old storiestold of it. Great-grandpappy, his father
told himof it."

"If it passyou by," said thethird one, "'no need of fearing it. No man seesit twicein onelifetime. It
comes again only after many years."

"And you don't know what it is?'

"It'sthe Ravener," asif that were dl the explanation that was needed, asif no one should ask for
more.

"We seen your fire," said the first one. "We dropped by to say hello.”

"Comeonin," sad Elmer.

They came on in and squatted by the fire, their gun butts rested on the ground, the barrels propped
againg their shoulders. The one who had been carrying something on his back threw his burden to the
ground in front of him. "A coon," said Elmer. "Y ou had good hunting." The dogs camein and flopped
down on the ground panting. Their tails beat occasiond polite tattoos.

Thethree sat in arow, grinning up a us. One of them said, "I am Luther and thisis Zeke and the
fellow a theend is Tom." '

"l am pleased to know you dl," Elmer said, speaking as politely as he could. "My nameis Elmer and
the young lady is Cynthiaand this gentleman is Fletcher."

They bobbed their heads at us. "And what kind of animal isthat you have?" asked Tom.

"HisnameisBronco," said Elmer. "Heisan insrument.”

"l amglad,” said Bronco, "to meet up with you." They stared at him.

"Y ou must not mind any of us," said Elmer. "We aredl off-worlders.”

"Wadl, heck," said Zeke, "it don't make no difference. We just saw your fire and decided to comein.”

Luther reached into his hip pocket and pulled out abottle. Heflourished it in invitation.

Elmer shook hishead. "I can't drink,” he said. | stepped over and reached for the bottle. It wastimel
did my part; up till now Elmer had done dl the talking.

"It'sright good stuff,” said Zeke. "Old Man Timothy, he was the one who madeit. Great onewith his
queezings.”

| pulled the cork and put the bottle to my lips. It damn near strangled me. | kept from coughing. The
booze bounced when it hit my scomach. My legsfelt rubbery.

They watched me closdly, the grinsheld tightly in.

"It'saman-sizedrink,” | told them. | took another dug and handed back the bottle.



"Thelady?" Zeke asked.

"Itisnot for her," | said.

They passed the bottle among themselves; | squatted down facing them. They passed the bottle back
to me. | had another one. My head was getting allittle-fuzzy from the three quick drinks, but it was, | told
myself, for the common good. There had to be one of uswho talked their kind of language.

"Another one?" asked Tom.

"Not right away," | said. "Later on, perhaps. | don't want to drink al your likker."

"| got another inreserve," said L uther, patting a pocket.

Zeke pulled aknife from his belt, reached out and pulled the coon toward him.

"Luther," he said, "you get some green saplings for roasting. We got fresh meat and we got some
booze and agood hot fire. Let'smake anight of it."

| glanced over my shoulder at Cynthia. Her face was pale and drawn, her eyeswatching in horror as
Zeke'sknife dit neatly down the coon's spread-out belly.

"Easy there," | said.

Sheflashed asick smilea me.

"Come morning,” said Tom, "well go home. Easier to get through the down treeswhen it'slight. Big
hoedown tomorrow night. Glad to have you with us. | take it you will come.”

"Of coursewewill," said Cynthia

| glanced toward Bronco. He was standing rigid, with al his sensors out.

Chapter 8

He had shown me the fields, with the shocked corn and the pumpkins golden in the sun; the garden,
with afew of the vegetables ill there, but most of them harvested; the hogs brought in from the woods,
fat on acorns and penned for butchering; the cattle and the sheep knee-deep in the meadow grass; the
smokehouse ready for the hams and the dabs of bacon; the iron house, in which was stored neatly sorted
stacks of different kinds of salvaged metals; the hen house, the tool house, the smithy, and the barns, and
now we sat, the two of us, perched on the top rail of awesthered fence.

"How long," | asked him, "have you been here-not you, of course, but the peoplein this hollow?

He turned hiswrinkled old patriarch face toward me, the mild blue eyes, the beard like so much
white silk hanging on his chest. "That's afoolish question to ask of one," he said. "We dways have been
here. Little clusters of usliving dl up and down the valley. A few living alone, but not many of them; we
mogtly live together; afew familiesthat have stuck together farther back than man can remember. Some
move away, of course; find a better place, or what they think isabetter place. There are not many of us,
there never have been many of us. Some women do not bear; many of the youngstersdo not live. It is
said that thereisan ancient scknessin us. | do not know. There are many things said, old talesfrom the
pagt, but one cannot tell if they aretrue or not.”

He planted his heels more firmly on the second rail, rested his arms across his knees. His hands were
twisted with age. The knuckles stood out like lumps, the fingers stiffly bent. The veins dong the backs of
his hands stood out in a blue prominence that was startling.

"Y ou get dong with the Cemetery people?' Tasked.

He considered for amoment before he answered; he was the kind of man, | thought, who aways
congdered well before he answered. "Mostly," hefindly said. "Over the years they have crept closer to
us, taking over land that, when | was aboy, waswild. Couple of times I've gone and talked to that there
felow ..." He groped for the name.

"Bdl," | said, "Maxwell Peter Bell."

"That'stheone," hesaid. "I go and talk with him, for al the good it does. Heis smooth asail. He
smiles but there is nothing behind the smile. Heis sure; heis big and powerful and we are small and
wesk. You are crowding usagain, | tel him, you are moving in on us and thereisno need, thereisalot
of other land that you can use, alot of empty land that no one eseisusing. And he says but you arent



using it and | tell him that we need it, we need it even if we put no plow or hoesto it, we need the land
for elbowroom, we've dways had alot of elbowroom, we fed crowded if it isn't there, we fedl
smothered. And then he says but you have noftitleto it and | ask him what isatitle and he triesto tell me
what titleisand it dl isfoolishness. | ask him does he havetitleto it and he never answers. Y ou come
from out there somewhere, mister, maybe you can tell me does he havetitletoit.”

"| doubt it very much,”" | said.

"We get dong dl right with them, | guess,”" he said. "Some of uswork for Cemetery every now and
then, digging graves, mowing grass, pruning trees and bushes, trimming around the headstones. Theresa
lot of work to keeping aburying ground looking trim and neat. They use usjust now and then, extra
hands when the work gets ahead of them. We could work awholelot more, | guess, if we wanted to,
but what's the use of working? We got al we want; there's not much they can offer for our work. Some
fancy cloth, at times, but we have al the cloth we need from sheep, enough to cover nakedness, enough
to keep uswarm. Some fancy likker, but we got dl the moonshine that we need and I'm not sureit isn't
better than Cemetery likker. Moonshine, if you know your business, has authority and it's got afunny
kind of taste aman gets partia to. Pots and pans, of course, but how many pots and pans does awoman
need?

"It isn't that we arelazy and no account,” he said. "We keep right busy. We farm and fish and hunt.
We go out to mine old metal. Thereare alot of places, most of them aright long piece from here, where
there are mounds that have metal in them. We useit to make our tools and shooting irons. Traders come
in from the west or south every now and then to trade their powder and lead for our meal and wool and
moonshine-other things, of course, but mostly lead and powder."

He stopped talking and we sat close together, on the top rail, in the mellow sunshine. The treeswere
flaming bonfires frozen into immobility; the fields were tawny, dotted with cornshocks, spotted by the
gold of scattered pumpkins. Down the hill from us, at the smithy, someone was hammering and acurl of
smoke trailed up from the forge. Smoke, too, streamed up from the chimneys of the closest houses. A
door dammed and | saw Cynthia had come out. She was wearing an apron and carried a pan. She went
out into the yard and emptied the contents of the pan into abarrel that was standing there. | waved at her
and shewaved at me, then went back into the house, the door damming behind her.

The old man saw melooking at the barrdl. "Swill barrel," he said. "We dump potato pedings and
sour milk and cabbage leavesinto it, al the stuff out of the kitchen we don't need. Wefeed it to the hogs.
Don't tell me you never saw aswill barrdl "

"I never knew until right now," | said, "therewas such athing.” »"l mishelieve," the old man said, "that
| rightly caught the place you came from and what you might be doing there.”

| told him about Alden and tried to explain what our purpose was. I'm not sure he understood.

He waved toward the barnyard where Bronco had been planted agood part of the day. "Y ou mean
that there contraption worksfor you.”

"Very hard,” | said, "and most intelligently. It isasengtive. It issoaking in theideaof the barn and
haystack, of the pigeons on the roof, the calves running in their pens, the horses stlanding in the sun. It will
give uswhat we need to mekemusicand . . ."

"Music?Y ou mean likefiddle musc?'

"Yes" | sad. "It could befiddlemusic.”

He shook hishead, half in confusion, haf in dishdlief.

"Thereisonething | have been wanting to ask you," | said. "About thisthing the hunters call the
Ravener."

"l don't rightly know," he said, "if | can tell you much of it. It got to be called the Ravener and I've
often wondered why that was. It never ravens any that 1've heard of . Only--danger would be if you were
right spang in its path. It doesn't show up often. Mogtly far away and no one knowing of it until after itis
gone. Last night wasthefirst timeit ever came within shouting distance of us. No one | ever heard of
ever went to look for it or to track it down. There are some things better |eft done.”

He hadn't told me all he could, | knew, and | had a hunch that he was not about to, but | tried him,
anyhow.



"But there must be stories. Perhaps stories from the olden time. Have you ever heard it might be a
war machine?'

Helooked at me, startled and afraid. "What machine?' he asked. "What war?'

"Y ou mean that you don't know," | asked, "about the war that destroyed Earth? About how the
people went avay?'

Hedidn't answer directly, but from what he said | knew he didn't know-the history of the planet had
been ot in the mists of centuries.

"There are many stories," he said, "and many of them true and perhaps others of them fase. And no
man in hisright mind will hunt too closdly into them. Thereisthe census-taker, the one who countsthe
ghosts, and | thought that he was only another story until the day | met him. And there's the story of the
immortal man and him I've never met, dthough there are folkswho claim they have. Thereismagic and
thereis sorcery, but in this place we have neither one of them and we have no wish to. Welive agood
lifeand wewant it to stay that way and we pay little attention to al the stories that we hear."

"But there must be books,” | said.

"Once there might have been," hetold me. "I have heard of them, but I've never seen one. | don't
know anyone who has. We have none here; | think we never had. Exactly, can you tell me, what are
books?'

| tried to tel him and dthough | am sure he did not entirely understand, he seemed somewhat
wonder-struck. And to mask hislack of understanding, he carefully changed the subject.

"Y our machine down there," he said, "will be at the hoe-down? It will watch and listen?"

"Indeed it will," | said. "It iskind of you to have us."

"Therell bealot of people, from al up and down the hollow. They'll begin showing up as soon asthe
aunisset. Therell be music and dancing and big tables will be set with many thingsto eat. Do you, on
your Alden, have gatherings such asthis?'

"If not exactly hoedowns" | said, "other eventsthat are very smilar.”

Wewent on sitting and | got to thinking that it had been agood day. We had tramped the, fidlds and
had husked some ears out of one of the cornshocks so the old man could show me what fine corn they
raised; we had leaned our arms on the pigpen fence and watched the grunting porkers, nosing through the
rubble on the feeding floor for amorsel they had missed; we had stood around and watched a man work
the forge until aplow blade was glowing red, then take it out with tongs and place it on an anvil, with the
sparks flying when he hammered it; we had. strolled through the coolness of the barn and listened to the
pigeons cooing in theloft above; we had talked lazily, as unhurried men will talk, and it had al been very
good.

The door of the house opened and awoman stuck her head out. "Henry," she cdlled. "Henry, where
areyou?'

The old man climbed dowly off thefence. "That ismethey want,” he grumbled. "Notdlingwhat it is.
It might be anything. These women get the strangest notions about chores that they want done. Y ou just
takeit easy whilel go seewhat itis."

| watched him amble down the dope and go into the house. The sun waswarm on my back and |
knew that | should get down off the fence and move around abit or find something | could do. | must
look slly, I thought, perched upon the fence, and | felt asense of guilt at not having anything to do nor
wanting anything to do. But | felt astrange disinclination to do anything at dl. It wasthefirg timein my
lifel'd not had things piled up and waiting to be done. And | found, with some disgust, that | enjoyed it.

Bronco il was planted in the barnyard, with dl his sensors out, and theréd been no sign of Cynthia
snce sheldd gone out to the swill barrdl. | wondered where Elmer might be; 1'd not seen him al day long.
And even as| wondered, | saw him come around the barn. Apparently he saw me aimost at once, for he
angled up the dope toward me. He came up close before he spoke and he kept hisvoice low and |
sensed that he was troubled.

"I've been out looking at thetracks," he said, "and there is no doubt about it. Thething last night was
awar machine. | found some tread marks and there's nothing here that leaves tread markslike that
except awar machine. | followed the swath it made and | saw that it turned west. There arealot of



places back in the mountains where awar machine could hide."

"Why would it want to hide?'

"l cantimagine" Elmer said. "Thereisno way of tdling how awar machine would think. Human
brain and machine brain and they've had ten thousand yearsto evolve into something else. Fletch, given
that much time, what could abrain like that become?’

"Maybe nothing," | said. "Maybe something very sirange. If awar machine survived destruction, what
would it become? What motive would it haveto stay dive? How would it view an environment so
different from the one for which it had been made? One strange thing, though. The people here seem to
have no fear of it. It'sjust something they don't understand and the world seemsto be filled with things
they don't understand.”

"They'readrangelot,” Elmer said. "I don't like looks of them. | don't like thefed of any part of it. It
grikesme as unlikely those three young coon-hunting bucks would have come strolling in on uslast night
without some sort of reason. They had to cut across the track made by the war machineto doit.”

"Curiogty,” | said. "Not much happens here. When something does, like us showing up, they haveto
find out about it."

"Sure, | know," said Elmer, "but that'snot all of it."

"Anything specific?’

"No, nothing like that. Nothing that | can pin down. Just afedling in the guts. Fletch, let's get out of
here

"I want to stay for the hoedown. So Bronco can get it on the tapes. Soon asit is over, we will leave.”

Chapter 9

The people had started coming, asthe old man had said they would, shortly after sunset. They had
come alone and in twos and threes and sometimes a dozen of them all together, and now the yard was
full of them, crowding around the tables where the food was set. There were othersin the house and
some men werein the barn passing bottles back and forth.

The tables had been set up late in the afternoon when some of the men had gotten sawhorses out of
the lumber shed, setting them up in the yard and putting planks acrossthem. A platform for the musicians
had been made in the same manner and now the musicians were seated on it, tuning up their instruments,
sawing at their fiddles and plunking their guitars.

The moon hadn't risen yet, but it was lighting the sky in the east and beyond the clearing the trees
stood up dark againgt the lighted sky. Someone kicked a dog and the dog went yelping out into the
darkness. A roar of sudden laughter came from a group of men standing to one side of atable, perhaps
a thetelling of ajoke. Someone had started a bonfire and piled alot of wood on it, and flames, eating up
through the wood, were swirling high into the air.

Bronco was standing to one side of the clearing, closeto the edge of the forest and thefirdight from
the bonfire seemed to make him flicker. EImer was with one of the groups near the table where the food
was laid and it seemed that he was engaged in aspirited discussion. | looked for Cynthia, but | didn't see
her.

| felt atouch upon my arm and when | looked around, the old man, Henry, had come up and was
standing by my side. Just then the music struck up and couples began forming for adance.

"Y ou're standing by yoursdlf," the old man said. Thelittle breeze that was blowing ruffled his
whiskers.

"I'vejust been standing off and looking," | told him. "I've never seen the like before.” And, indeed, |
never had. There was something wild and primitive and barbaric in the clearing; there was something here
that should by now have been bred out of the human race. Here there still existed some of the
earthbound mydticiam that extended back to the gnawed thigh bone and the axe of flint.

"You will stay with usawhile,” the old man said. "Y ou know that you'll be welcome. Y ou can stay
here with us and carry out the work you plan to do.”



| shook my head. "Well haveto think about it. Well have to make our plans. And thank you very

They were dancing now, a set and rather savage dance, but with a certain grace and fluidity, and
upon themusicians platform aman with leathern lungs was caling out achant.

The old man chuckled. "It is caled a square dance. Y ou've never heard of it?"

"I've never heard of it," | said.

"I'm going to dance mysdlf," said the old man, "as soon as | have another drink or two to get
lubricated. Cometo think of it .. ."

Hetook a bottle from his pocket and, pulling out the cork, handed it to me. The bottle felt cold to my
handsand | put it to my lipsand took adug of it. It was better whiskey than I'd had the night before. It
went down smooth and easy and it didn't bounce when it hit the ssomach.

| handed the bottle back to him, but he pushed my hand away. "Have another one," he said. "Y ou
areway behind." So | had another one. It lay warm inside of me and | began fedling good.

| handed back the bottle and the old man had adrink. "It's Cemetery whiskey," he said. "It's better
than what we can make ourselves. Some of the boys went up to Cemetery this morning and traded for a
cae”

Thefirst dance had ended and another was getting under way. Cynthiawas out with this new set of
dancers. She was beautiful with the firdiight on her and she danced with alithesome grace that took me
by surprise, dthough | did not know why | possibly could have thought she would not be graceful.

The moon had risen now and was riding in the sky, and | had never felt so good before.

"Have another one," the old man said, handing me the bottle.

The night was warm, the people warm, the woods were dark, the fire was bright, and Cynthiawas
out there dancing and | wanted to go out and dance with her.

The set ended and | started to move forward, intending to ask Cynthiaif she would dance with me.
But before | had gone more than a step or two, Elmer came striding to the space that had been cleared
for dancing. He came to the center of it and performed an impromptu jig, and as soon as he did that one
of the fiddlers on the platform stood up and began to play, if not ajig, at least asprightly piece of music
and the othersal joined in.

Elmer danced. He had adways seemed to me astolid, plodding robot, but now hisfeet patted rapidly
upon the ground and his body swayed. The people formed aring about him and yelled and hollered a
him, clapping their handsin encouragement and appreciation. Bronco moved out from his pogition at the
edge of the woods and ankled toward the circle. Someone, seeing him, cried out and the ring of people
parted to let him through. He came into the circle and stood in front of Elmer and began to shuffle and pat
the ground with dl eight feet.

The musicianswere playing wildly now and increased the tempo of themusic, and in the circle Elmer
and Bronco responded to it. Bronco's eight legs went up and down like pistons gone berserk and
between the pumping, dancing legs his body bobbed and swayed. The ground beneath their feet
thundered like adrum and it seemed to methat | could fedl the vibrations through my soles. The people
yelled and whooped. Some of them standing outside the circle had began to dance and the others now
joined in, dancing dong with Bronco and with Elmer.

| looked to one side of me and the old man was dancing, too, jigging wildly up and down, with his
white hair flying and hiswhite beard flapping and jerking with the violence of hismoation. "Dancel” he
yelled a me, his breath short and rasping in histhroat. "What's the matter, you ain't dancing?”

And as he said it he reached into his pocket and, hauling out the bottle, handed it to me. | reached
out and grabbed it and began to dance. | pulled the cork out of the bottle and put it to my mouth while
dancing and the glass of the bottle's neck rattled on my teeth and some of the liquor sprayed onto my
face and agood, solid dug of it went down my throat. It hit my gut and lay there warm and doshing, and
| danced, waving the bottle high, and | think | did some yelling, not that there was anything to yell! about,
but for the purejoy of the night.

Wewere, dl of us, pure and Smple crazy-crazy with the night and fire and music. We danced
without athought or purpose. Each of us danced because all the others danced, or because two deek



machines were out there dancing, their basic awkwardness transformed to matchless grace, or perhaps
we smply danced because we were aive and deep within us knew we would not dways be dive.

The moon floated in the sky and the wood smoke from thefiretrailed in adender column of
whiteness up into the sky. The screeching fiddles and the twanging guitars shrieked and sobbed and sang.

Suddenly, asif by command (dthough there was no command), the music stuttered to ahdt and the
dancing stopped. | saw the others stop and stopped mysdlf, with the bottle still held high.

| felt someone pawing at my lifted arm and a voice said, " The bottle, man. For pity's sake, the bottle.”

It was the old man. | gave him the bottle. He used it as apointer to indicate one side of the circle and
then he tucked its neck into hiswhiskers and tilted back his head. The bottle gurgled and his Adam's
gople jerked in concert with the gurgling.

Looking where held pointed, | saw aman standing quietly there. He wore a black robe of some sort
that came down to hisfeet and that had a cowl on it, covering hishead, so that al that showed of him
was the white smear of hisface.

The old man sputtered, half strangled, and took the bottle from hisface. He used it to point again.

"The census-taker," he said.

The people were drawing back and away from the census-taker, and on the platform the musicians
sat limp, mopping their faces with their shirt deeves.

The census-taker stood there for amoment, with dl the people gaping at him, then he floated-he
didnt walk, he floated-to the center of the dancing circle. The man with the reed instrument lifted it to his
lips and began a piping that at first was the sound of the wind moving through the grasses of a meadow,
then grew louder, trilling astring of notesthat one could dmost see hanging intheair. Theviolinscamein
softly as abackground to the piping and asif from some distant place the guitars twanged a hollow sound
and then the violins sobbed and the piping went insane and the guitars were humming like vibratory
drums.

Out in the circle, the census-taker was dancing, not with his feet-you couldn't see hisfeet because of
the robe he wore-but with his body swaying like adish cloth hanging on aline and whipping in thewind,
astrange, distorted, dangling dance such as a puppet would perform.

Hewas not done. There were others with him, many shadowy shapes that had come from nowhere
and were dancing with him, the firdight shining through the unsubstantia shimmer of their ghostly bodies.
They were smply shapes at firgt, but as| stared at them, astonished, they began to take on more definite
form and feature, dthough they did not gain in subgtantidity. They ill were nebulous and hazy, but now
they were people rather than just shapes, and | saw with horror that they wore the costumes of many
different races from far among the sars. There abewhiskered brigand in the kilt and cape of that distant
planet that was cdled, curioudy enough, End of Nothing; there the jolly merchant with his Sately toga
from the planet Cash, and between them, dancing with abandon in atattered gown, arope of gems about
her neck, agirl who could have been from nowhere el se but the pleasure planet Vegas.

Shedidn't touch me and | didn't hear her come, but with some sense | did not know | had, | became
aware that Cynthiawas beside me. | looked down at her and she was staring up a me, with mingled fear
and wonder on her face. Her lips moved, but | couldn't hear her because of the loudness of the music.

"What did you say?" | asked, but she had no time to answer, for in the instant that | spoke, a
concussion dapped me over and | went down on the ground so hard that the breath was knocked out of
me. | landed on my side and rolled over on my back and | saw, with some surprise, Bronco flying
through the air, with al eight legs spraddied out grotesquely, while dl around burning togs and brands
were flying and a puff of smoke floated up to dim the brilliance of the moon.

| tried to breathe and couldn't and a sudden panic hit me-that 1'd never breathe again, that | was
done with breathing. Then | did breathe, taking in great gulps of air, and each gulp was so agonizing that |
tried to stop, but couldn't.

All over the clearing, | saw, people had been thrown to the ground. Some of them were getting up
and othersweretrying to get up and there were many otherswho were just lying there.

| struggled to my knees and saw that Cynthia, beside me, was also trying to get up and | put out a
hand to help her. Bronco was sprawled out on the ground and as | watched, he finaly gained hisfest, but



two of hislegs, both on the same side, dangled, and he stood there unsteadily on the other six.

A thunder of feet went past me and Elmer was a Bronco's Side, holding him erect, propping him,
helping him to move. | got to my feet and pulled Cynthia up beside me. Elmer and Bronco were coming
toward us and Elmer yelled at us, "Get out of here! Up acrossthe hill!"

We turned and ran, coming to the fence on which the old man, Henry, and mysdf had squatted half
the afternoon. And coming to it, | knew that the crippled Bronco could never make hisway acrossit. |
grabbed a post with both my hands and tried to pull it loose and force it down. It wiggled back and forth,
but | could not toppleit.

"Let me," said Elmer, close beside me. Helifted afoot and kicked and the boards splintered and
came loose. Cynthiahad crawled through the fence and was running up the hill. | ran after her.

| took one quick look behind me as| ran and saw that one of the haystacks close beside the barn
was burning, set afire, most likely, by one of the flaming brands sent flying through the air by the
explosion that had crippled Bronco. People were running aimlesdy in the light of the burning stack.

Looking back, not watching where | wasgoing, | ran into acornstack and, toppling it, went down on
top of it.

By thetime | disentangled mysdlf and was on my feet again, ElImer and Bronco had gone on past me
and were disappearing over the brow of the moonlit hill. | sprinted after them. My face and hands
smarted and burned from their forcible contact with the sun-dried corn leaves and when | put my hand up
to my face it came away wet and sticky with blood oozing from the cuts the dry, sharp leaves had
inflicted on my skin.

| went plunging down the hill below the brow and far ahead of me saw the whiteness of Cynthias
jacket, amost a the woods that ran below the field. Not far behind her were Bronco and EImer. Bronco
had caught the hang of being helped dong by Elmer and they were moving rapidly.

The stubs of the cut corn and the autumn-dried weeds that had grown between the rows rasped
againg my trousersas| ran and behind me | heard the shouts and bellows from the clearing beyond the
fidd.

| reached the fence that ran between the field and woods and there was a gateway through it where
Elmer had kicked the boardsloose. | plunged through the opening and in among the trees, and here,
while there still was moonlight shining through the branches, | had to dow my pace for fear of crashing
headlong into one of the trees.

Someone hissed a me, off to one side, and | dowed and swung around. | saw that the three of them
were grouped beneath an oak with low-growing branches. Bronco was braced on his six legs and doing
fairly wel. Elmer was climbing down out of the tree, dragging bundles with him. "I brought them out here
and cached them," he sad, "shortly after dark. | had it in my mind something like this might happen.”

"Do you know what happened?’

"Someone threw abomb,” said Elmer.

"Cemetery bomb," | said. "They had that case of booze."

"Payment,” Elmer said.

"| suppose so. | had wondered. It was damn good whiskey."

"But what about the census-taker and the ghosts?' asked Cynthia. "If they were ghogs.”

"Diverson,” Elmer sad.

| shook my head. "It getstoo complicated. Everyone couldn't have beeninonit.”

"Y ou underestimate our friends," said Elmer. "What did you say to Bll?"

"Not agreat dedl. | ressted being taken over." Elmer grunted. "That'slese mgjeste,” he said.

"What do we do now?" asked Cynthia. EImer said to Bronco, " Can you manage for awhile without
me?"

"If I godow," said Bronco.

"Hetch will bewith you. He can't hold you up like | can, but if you should fal he can boost you up.
With him helping, you can manage. | have to get sometools.”

"Y ou haveyour kit of tools" | said. And that was right. He had al those replacement hands and alot
of other things. They were stored in acompartment in his chest.



"I may need a hammer and some heavier stuff. Those legs of Bronco's are knocked all out of shape.
It may take some hammering and refitting to get them back again.

"There'satool house back there. It'slocked, but that isn't any problem.”

"| thought the ideawas for usto get away. If you go back there. . ."

"They'real upset. That barn isabout to go and they'll befighting fire. | can dipinand out.”

"Youll hurry," Cynthiasaid.

Henodded. "I'll hurry. The three of you go down thishill until you reach avaley, thenturnto the
right, downstream. Y ou take this pack, Fletch, and Cynthia, you ; should be able to handle this smaller
one. Leavetherest of }, it for me; I'll bring it dong. Bronco can't carry anything, the shapethat heisin.”

"Just onething,” | said. "What isthat?"

"How do you know we should turn right, downstream?”

"Because | was out scouting while you were roogting on afence with your bewhiskered pal and
Cynthiawas pedling potatoes and performing other housewifely chores. From years of experience | have
learned it's lways a good idea to scout out your ground.”

"But where are we heading for?' asked Cynthia.

Hetold her, "Away from Cemetery. Asfar aswe can get."

Chapter 10

Bronco had said that he could manage, but it was dow going. The hillside was steep and rough and it
was along way down to the valley and Bronco fell three times before we reached the valey floor. Each
time | managed to heave him up, but it took alot of work and alot of time.

Behind us, for awhile, abrilliance waved and flickered in the sky and it must have been the barn, for
ahaystack would have burned out more quickly. But by the time we reached the valley the brilliance was
gone. The barn either had burned down or the fire had been put out.

Thetraveling was easer in the valley. The ground wasfairly leve, dthough there were rough
sretches here and there. There were fewer trees and the moon shed more light than it had on the heavily
wooded hillside. Off to our left somewhere a stream was flowing. We did not come acrossit, but every
now and then we could hear the chuckle of its water when gpparently it flowed acrossagravel bar.

We moved through an eerie world of slver magic and from the hillson ether Sde came, at intervals,
afar-off whickering and sometimes other sounds. Once agreet bird came floating down above us, with
not awhisper from itswings, veering to dide off above aclump of trees.

"If only," Bronco said, "I had got one leg damaged on ether Side, it would have caused no trouble,
but this business of two legs on one side and four legs on the other is most confusing and makes me
ridiculoudy lopsded.”

"Y ou are doing splendidly,” said Cynthia. "Doesit hurt?'

"I have no hurt," said Bronco. "I cannot have ahurt.”

"You think Cemetery did it,” Cynthiasaid to me. "And so does Elmer, and so, | would suppose, do
|. But surely we can't pose athrest . . ."

"Anyone," | said, "who does not bow down to Cemetery is automaticaly athreat. They have been
here so long, have held the Earth so long, that they cannot bear the dightest interference.”

"But we are no interference.”

"We could be. If we get back to Alden, if we get off Earth with what we came to get, we could
interfere with them. We could present a picture of the Earth that is not Cemetery. And it just might catch
on, it might gain some public and artistic recognition. The people might be pleased to think the Earth was
not entirdly Cemetery.”

"Even s0," she said, "it would hurt them in no way. They till could carry on their business. There
would be redly nothing changed.”

"It would hurt their pride,” | said.

"But prideis such alittle thing to hurt-purely persona thing. Whose pride? The pride of Maxwell



Peter Bell, the pride of other little autocrats the like of Maxwell Bell. Not the pride of Cemetery.
Cemetery isacorporation, amassve corporation. It thinksin terms of income, in the annua business
volume, in profitsand in costs. Thereisno placeinitsledgersfor such athing as pride. It must be
something else, Fletch. It can't be entirely pride.”

She could beright, | told mysdlf. It could be something more than pride, but what?

"They areused to ruling,” | said. "They can buy anything they want. They hired someoneto throw
that bomb at Bronco. Even when there was a chance that others would get hurt. Because they don't care,
you see. Just so they get what they want, they do not redlly care. And they get things cheap. Because of
who they are, no one can question what they offer. We know the price of that bomb and it was cheap
enough. A case of whiskey. Maybe, if they are to keep an upper hand, they must demondtrate, very
forcibly, what happens to those people who dip from beneath their thumb.”

"Y ou keep saying they," said Cynthia. "Thereisno they here, thereis no Cemetery. Thereisonly one
man here."

"That istrue," | said, "and that iswhy pride could be afactor. Not so much the pride of Cemetery as
the pride of Maxwell Bell."

The valley spread before us, abroad road of grasses, broken by little clumps of treesand rimmed in
by the dark and wooded hills. Off to the |eft was the stream, but it had been some time since we had
heard any sound of it. The ground waslevel and Bronco was able to proceed without too much trouble,
athough it was painful to witness his awkward, hobbling gait. But even so, hewas easily ableto keep up
with our human walking.

Therewasno sgn of Elmer. | held my wrist close to my face and my watch said that it was dmost
two o'clock. | had no ideawhen we had |ft the clearing, but thinking back on it, it seemed to me that it
could not have been much later than ten, which meant we'd been four hours on the road. | wondered if
something might have happened to Elmer. 1t would not have taken him much time to bresk into the tool
house and get whatever he might need. He would have had to pick up the packs wed left behind and
held be hauling quite aload, but even so, the weight should not dow him too much and held il travel
farly fadt.

If he didn't show up by daylight, | decided, we'd have to find some place where we could hole up
and keep awatch for him. Neither Cynthianor mysalf had had any deep to speak of since we'd reached
the Earth and | was beginning to fedl it and | supposed that she was, too. Bronco didn't need to deep.
He could keep awatch for Elmer while we did some deeping.

"Fletcher,” Cynthiasaid. She had stopped just ahead of me and | bumped into her. Bronco skidded
toahdt. "Smoke," shesaid. "l smell smoke. Wood smoke.” | smelled no smoke. Y oureimagining it,” |
sad. "Thereisno one here”

Thevaley didn't havethefed of people. It had thefed of moonlight and grass and trees and hills, of
light and shadow, night air and flying things. Back in the hills there was the whickering every now and
then and other night-time noises, but there were no people, no sense or fed of people.

Then | smdled the smoke, the faintest whiff of it, an acrid tang in the air, there one moment, gone the
next.

"You'reright," | sad. "Thereisafire somewhere."

"Fire means people,” Bronco said.

"I've had my belly full of people,” Cynthiasaid. "I don't want to see anyone for another day or two."

"Meédther," Bronco said.

We stood there, waiting for another whiff of smoke, but it did not Come.

"There might be no one around,” | said. "A tree struck by lightning days ago and still burning. Anold
camp fire that no one bothered to put out, till smoldering.”

"We should get under cover," Cynthiasaid, "not stay standing out here where anyone can see us.”

"Thereisagrove over to theleft,” said Bronco. "We could get there rather rapidly.”

Weturned toward the | eft, heading for the grove, moving dowly and cautioudy. And | thought how
slly it dl would seem when daylight came, for thefire that produced the smoke could be severd miles
away. Probably there was no reason to be fearful of it, even so. Provided they were there, whoever had



built that fire might be very decent people.

Almogt at the grove we stopped to listen and from the direction of the grove came the sound of
running water. That was good, | thought. | was getting thirsty. The trees more than likely grew adong the
stream that ran down through the valley.

We moved in among the trees, half-blinded by the denseness of the shadows underneath them after
the bright moonlight in the open and as we moved into the shadows some of them rose up and clubbed
me to the ground.

Chapter 11

| had fdlen into alake somehow and was sinking for the third and find time, strangling, with water on
my face and water up my nose and no way | could breathe. | gagged and gasped and opened up my
eyes and water streaming from my hair ran down across my face.

| saw that | was not in any lake, but rather on dry land, and in the light of afirethat burned alittle
waysaway | could see the dark figure of aman who held awooden bucket in both hands and | knew
that he had thrown a bucket full of water in my face.

| couldn't see hisface too well, with hisback turned to the firdight, but he flashed a set of white teeth
at me, yelling something in an angry voice| did not understand. There was aterrible ruckus going on off
to my right and when | turned my head in that direction | saw that it was Bronco, flat on hisback, with a
lot of yelling men around him, dodging in and out, trying to get a him. But they weren't getting a him too
well, for even with two busted legs, Bronco had six that weren't busted and al six of them were busily
lashing out at the men around him.

| looked around for Cynthiaand saw her by thefire. She was sitting rather awkwardly on the ground
and one arm was lifted strangely and | saw that a big man who stood beside her had the raised armin his
grasp and when shetried to get to her feet he twisted it and she sat down again, rather solidly.

| started to get up and as | did the man with the bucket rushed me, swinging the bucket asif he meant
to brain me.

| didn't get clear up, but did manage to get my feet in under me and wasin a crouch and when | saw
the bucket coming at me, shifted to one side and stretched out an arm. The bucket barely missed me and
then, ashe came charging in, | had him by thelegs. As hefell toward me, I hunched down one shoulder
and caught him at the knees and he went catapulting over meto land with acrash behind me. | didn't wait
to see what had happened to him or what he might be doing, but launched myself across the few feet that
separated us at the man who had Cynthia by thearm.

He saw me coming and let go of her arm and clawed at his belt for aknife, but he was dow in getting
itand | let him haveit squardly on the chin, bringing my fist up from somewhere near my boot tops. |
swear the blow lifted him afull foot off the ground and his body, stiff as any pole, went toppling
backward. He hit the ground and lay there and | reached down and grabbed Cynthiato help her to her
feet, dthough | suspect she had no need of aid.

Even as| helped her to her feet there was a bellowing behind me and as | swung around to faceit |
saw that the men who had been ganging up on Bronco had |eft him and were moving in on me.

From that moment when the bucket of water had struck mein the face and revived me from the blow
upon the head, | had been too busy to take in much of the detail of the Situation we werein, but now |
had the time to notice that the men who were advancing upon me were an unsavory lot. Some of them
were dressed in what | supposed were buckskins and some of them wore fur caps upon their heads and
eveninthefeeblefireight | could seethey were aragged and adirty ot and that they moved in douching
crouches, not upright and forthright as a man should walk. Some of them carried guns of some sort, and
here and there there were flashes of metal from drawn knivesand, al inal, | decided, | did not have
much chance to stand againgt them.

"Y ou better get out of here," | said to Cynthia "Try to find aplace to hide."

There was no answer from her and when | looked around to see why she had not answered, | saw



that she was stooping and groping on the ground. She rose from her stoop and in each hand she clutched
aclub, awkward lengths of tree limbsthat she had snatched off apile of fud that apparently had been
hauled in to feed the fire. Shethrust one out at me and, with atwo-handed grip upon the other, ranged
hersdlf besde me.

So we stood there, the two of us, with the clubs clutched in our hands, and it might have been a
brave gesture of asort, but I knew how ineffectud it would be.

The group of men had stopped at the sight of us suddenly armed with clubs, but any time they
wanted, they could closein and get us. Some few of them, perhaps, would take their lumps, but they'd
overwhelm us by sheer numbers.

A big brute, who stood dightly in the front, said, "What's the matter with you two? Why you got the
dubs?'

"Youjumped us" | sad.

"Y ou snesked up on us," said the man.

"We smeled the smoke," said Cynthia. "We were not sneaking up.”

Somewhere off to the | eft there were snorting noises and the sound of feet or hooves tramping on the
ground. There were animas somewherein the grove of trees beyond thefire.

"Y ou were snesking,” the man inssted. "Y ou and that great beast of yours.”

While he talked othersin the group were shifting off to either Sde. They were getting in position to
take usfrom the flanks.

"Let ustalk somesense” | said. "We aretravelers. We didn't know that you were hereand . . ."

There was a sudden rush of feet from either side of us and from somewhere in the woods rang out a
ululating cry that stopped the sudden rush-awild and savage war cry that froze the blood in one and
made the hair stand up. Out of the screen of woods broke atowering metal figure, moving very fast, and
at the sght of it the pack that had been about to swarm in on uswere running for their lives.

"Elmer!" Cynthiashrieked, but he paid no attention to us. One of the fleeing men had stumbled when
he had set out to run and Elmer snapped him up in the middle of his stride, lifted histwisting, frantic body
high into the air and threw him out into the darkness. A gun exploded and there was a hollow thud asthe
ball hit ElImer's meta body, but that was the only shot the fleeing men took the time to fire. They went
crashing into the woods beyond the fire, with EImer close upon their heds. They were yelling out in fright
and between the yells one could hear the splashing as they fought their way across the stream that lay
beyond the campsite.

Cynthiawas running toward the struggling Bronco, and | ran after her. Between the two of us, we got
him on hisfeet. "That was Elmer," Bronco said, once we got him up.

"Hewill givethem hdl.”

The cries and whoops were receding in the distance. "There be more of them," said Bronco,
"tethered in thewoods. They have noiill in them, however, for they are but Smple crestures.”

"Horses," said Cynthia. "There must be quite alot of them. | think these people must be traders.”

"Can you tell me exactly what went on?" | asked her. "We were just entering the woods and there
were some shadows. Then | came to with someone throwing water in my face."

"They hit you," Cynthiasaid, "and grabbed me and dragged usto thefire. They dragged you by the
hedsand you wereafunny sght.”

"l imagineyou died laughing.”

"No," shesaid, "I wasn't laughing, but you still were funny.”

"And Bronco?'

"I was galoping to your rescue," Bronco said, "when | tripped and fell. And there, upon my back, |
gave agood account of mysdlf, would you not say s0? Asthey clustered dl about me, | got in some lusty
lickswith my trusty hooves."

"Therewasno Sgn of them,” said Cynthia. "They lay in wait for us. They saw us coming and they laid
inwait for us. We couldn't seethefire, for it wasinafairly degpravine. . ."

"They had sentries out, of course," | said. "It wasjust our [UCK that wefdl foul of them."

We moved down to the fire and stood around it. It had fairly well died down, but we did not stir it



up. Somehow wefelt just alittle safer if there were not too much light. Boxes and bales were piled to one
side of it and on the other sde a pile of wood that had been dragged in asfud. Cooking and eating
utendls, guns and blankets lay scattered al abouit.

Something splashed very noisily across the stream and came crashing through the brush. | madea
diveto grab up agun, but Bronco said, "It'sonly Elmer coming back," and | dropped the gun. | don't
know why | picked it up; | had not the least idea of how it might have worked.

Elmer came crunching through the brush.

"They got away," hesaid. "l tried to catch one of them to hear what he might have to say, but they
weretoo nimblefor me.”

"They were scared," said Bronco.

"Iseveryonedl right?" asked Elmer. "How about you, miss?'

"Weredl right,” said Cynthia. "One of them hit Fletcher with aclub and knocked him out, but he
seemsto bedl right.”

"I havealump,” | said, "and my head, cometo think of it, seemsalittle sore. But there's nothing
wrong with me."

"Hetch," said Elmer, "why don't you build up the fire and get some food to cooking. Y ou and Miss
Cynthiamust feel some need of it. Some deep, too, perhaps. | dropped the Stuff | was carrying. I'll go
back and get it."

"Hadn't we ought to be getting out of here?' | asked.

"They won't be coming back," said Elmer. "Not right ..now. Not in broad daylight and dawn's about
to break. They'll come back tomorrow night, but welll be gone by then."

"They have some animalstied out in thewoods,” said Bronco. "Pack animals, no doubt, to carry
those bales and boxes. We could use some animas such asthat.”

"WEell take them dong," said Elmer. "WEell leave our friends afoot. And another thing-1'm most
anxiousto look into those bales. There must be something in them they didn't want to have anybody
poking into."

"Maybe not," said Bronco. "Maybe they were just spoiling for afight. Maybe they were just mean
and ornery.”

Chapter 12

But it wasn't just meanness.

They had reason to want no one knowing what was in the bales and boxes.

Thefirst bale, when we ripped it open, contained metal, cruddly cut into plates, apparently with
chisds.

Elmer picked up two of the plates and banged them together, "Stedl," he said, "plated with bronze. |
wonder wherethey'd get suff likethis."

But even before he got through saying it, he knew, and so did I. He looked at me and saw | knew, or
guessed, and said, "'It's casket metal, Fletch.”

We stood around and looked at it, with Bronco back of us, looking over our shoulders. Elmer
dropped the two . pieces he'd been holding.

"I'll go back and get thetools," he said, "and welll get to work on Bronco. We have to get out of here
sooner than | thought.”

We got to work, using the tools that Elmer had taken from the tool shack back at the settlement. One
leg we fixed up with little effort, straightening it and hammering it out and dipping it back into place so
that it worked as good as new. The second leg gave us some trouble.

"How long do you think this might have been going on?" | asked aswe worked. "Thisrobbing of the
Cemetery. Certainly Cemetery must know about it."

"Perhapsthey do," said Elmer, "but what can they do about it and why should they care? If someone
wants to do some gentedl grave-robbing, what difference does it make? Just so they do it whereit



doesn't show too much.”

"But they would surdly notice. They keep the Cemetery trimmedand. . ."

"Whereit can be seen,” said Elmer. "I'll lay you a bet there are places where thereisno care at
al-placesthat visitors never are dlowed to see.”

"But if someone comesto vist acertan grave?'

"They'd know about it ahead of time. They'd know the names on any Pilgrim passenger list-the
names and where the passengers were from. They'd have timeto put on a crash program, getting any
sector of the Cemetery cleaned up. Or maybe they wouldn't even have to. Maybe they'd smply switch a
few headstones or markers and who would know the difference?’

Cynthiahad been cooking at the fire. Now she came over to us. "Could | usethisfor aminute?' she
asked, picking up apinch bar.

"Sure, werethrough with it," said Elmer. "Weve dmost got old Bronco here as good as new. What
do you want with it?'

"| thought I'd open up one of the boxes.”

"No need to," Elmer said. "We know what they were carrying. It'll just be more metal.”

"l don't care," said Cynthia. "l would liketo see.”

It was growing light. The sun was brightening the eastern sky and would soon berising. Birds, which
had begun their twittering as soon as the darkness of . the night had started to fade, now were flying and
hopping in the trees. One bird, big and blue and with atopknot, moved nervoudy about, screeching a
us

"A bluejay," Elmer said. "Noisy kind of creatures. Remember them of old. Some of the others, too,
but not all their names. That oneisarobin. Over there ablackbird-a redwing blackbird, | would guess.
Cheeky littlerascd.”

"Hetcher," Cynthiasaid, not speaking very loudly, but her voice sharp and strained.

| had been squatting, watching Elmer put the last touches to straightening out and shaping one of
Bronco's hooves.

"Yes" | sad, "what isit?' not even looking around.

"Please come here,” shesad.

| rose and turned around. She had managed to lift one end of aboard off the top of abox and had
pushed it lip and l€eft it, canted a an angle. She wasn't looking toward me. She was looking at what the
lifting of the board had revealed inside the box, unmoving, asif she had been suddenly hypnotized, unable
to take her eyes away from what she saw inside the box.

The sght of her stlanding in thisfashion brought me suddenly aert and in three quick strides, | was
beside her.

Thefirst thing that | saw wasthe exquisitely decorated bottle-tiny, dainty, of what appeared to be
jade, but it could not have been jade, for there was painted on it small, delicate figuresin black and
ydlow and dark green, while the bottle itself was an gpple green-and nothing in its right mind would go
about painting jade. It lay againgt achinacup, or what appeared to be a china cup, emblazoned in red
and blue, and beside the cup a grotesgue piece of statuary, rudely carved out of cream-colored stone.
Lying half hidden by the statuary was aweirdly decorated jar.

Elmer had come up to us and now he reached out and took the pinch bar away from Cynthia. Intwo
quick mo-dons, heripped the rest of the boards avay. The box wasfilled with ajumble of jarsand
bottles, bits of statuary, pieces of china, cunningly shaped bits of metalwork, begemmed belts and
bracelets, necklaces of stone, brooches, symboalic pieces (they must have been symbolic pieces, for they
made no other sense), boxes of both wood and metal, and many other items.

| picked up one of the symbolic pieces, amany-sided block of some sort of polished stone, with
half-obscured etchings on every face of it. | turned it in my hand, looking closely at the engraved symbols
presented on each face. It was heavy, asif it might be of metal rather than of stone, athough it seemed to
have arocklike texture. | could amost remember, amost be sure, athough absolute certainty escaped
me. There had been agmilar piece, avery smilar piece, on the mantd in Thorney's study, and one night
while we had sat there he had taken it up and showed me how it had been used, rolled like adieto



decide a course of action to be taken, adivining stone of some sort and very, very ancient and extremely
vauable and sgnificant because it was one of the few artifacts that could unmistakably be attributed to a
most obscure people on afar-off, obscure planet-a people who had lived there and died or moved away
or evolved into something €l se long before the human race had found the planet vacant and had settled
downonit.

"Y ou know what it is, Fletch?" Elmer asked.

"I'm not sure," | said. "Thorney had one that was amost likeit. A very ancient piece. He named the
planet and the people, but | can't recall the names. He was always telling me the planet and the people.”

"Thefood ishot,” said Cynthia. "Why don't we eat it now? We can talk about it whilewe egt.”

| redlized, when she spoke of it, that | was ravenous. | had not tasted food since the noon before.

She led the way to the fire and dished up the food from the pan in which she'd heated it. It was a
thick, rich soup, dmost a stew, with vegetables and chunks of mesat iniit. In my haste, | burned my mouth
with thefirst spoonful.

Elmer squatted down beside us. He picked up astick and idly poked thefire.

"It ssemsto me" he said, "that we have here some of those missing itemsthat you told me Professor
Thorndyke often talked about. Stuff from archaeological sites|ooted by treasure hunterswho spirited all
their findings away so they could not be studied, probably to be sold at alater time, at tremendous profit,
to collectors.”

"I think you areright,” | said, "and now | think | know where a least some of them are hidden out.”

"Inthe Cemetery,” Cynthiasaid.

"Nothing would be smpler,” | said. "A casket would make an excellent hiding place. No onewould
think of digging it up-no one, that is, other than agang of outland metal seekerswho figured out where
they could get good metal at no more than the cost of alittle work."

"It would have been the metd &t first," said Cynthia, "and then one day they found a casket that held
no body, but was filled with treasure. Maybe there was away in which the gravesthat held the treasure
would be marked. Perhaps asmplelittle desgn you would never see unless you knew where to look on
the tombstone or the marker."

"They wouldn't have found that mark to gtart with," said Elmer. "It might have taken them quite a
whileto get it figured out."

"They probably had along timeto get it figured out,” said Cynthia. "These ghouls of ours may have
been at thismetad businessfor hundreds of years."

"There may have been no mark,” | said. "Why, there must have been,” said Cynthia. "How else
would they know whereto dig?’

"How about someone in the Cemetery working with them? Some insider who would know which
gravestodig?’

"Y ou are both forgetting something,” Elmer said. "Maybe our ghoulish friends aren't redlly interested
inthose trinketsin the boxes ..."

"But they took them,” Cynthiasaid. "Sure, they'd take them. They may be interesting and amusing.
They might even have sometrade value. But it ssemsto meit isthe metd they redly would be after.
Metd, after al these years, would be hard to come by. At first it could be picked up in the cities, but
after atime much of the cities-metal would be badly corroded and you'd have to minefor it. But in the
Cemetery thereismore recent metal, perhaps much better metal. The artifacts they find in some-of the
graves have vaue for us because we have been told by Professor Thorndyke they are significant, but |
doubt they have value for these robbers. Toysfor the children, geegaws for the women, perhaps minor
trading stock-but it'sthe metal they are after.”

"Thisbusinessexplainsonething,” | said. "It sheds some light on why Cemetery wantsto keep
control of vigitors. They wouldn't want to take a chance of someone finding out about the artifacts.”

"It'snotillegd,” Cynthiasaid.

"No, of courseit's not. The archaeologists have tried for yearsto get legidation hdting the tradein
artifacts, but they've been unableto.”

"It'ssneaky, though," said Elmer, "and unprincipled. It's an underhanded business. If it should leak



out, it might do much to tarnish Cemetery's shiny reputation.”

"But they let usgo," said Cynthia

"There wasn't much at the moment they could have done about it,” | said. "There was no way they
could stop us."

"They did something later," said Elmer. "They tried to blow up Bronco."

Cynthiasaid, "If they'd destroyed Bronco, they figured we would get discouraged . . ."

"| think that isright,” | said. "Although we can't be absolutely sure about the bomb.”

"We can befairly sure," said Elmer.

"Theresonething about it | don't like" | said. "Without haf trying, weve managed to make enemies
of everyoneweve met. There is Cemetery and now this band of ghouls, and | would suppose the people
back at the settlement do not think too kindly of us. Because of usthey lost some haystacks and abarn
and maybe some of them may have been hurt and ..."

"They brought it on themselves," said Elmer.

"That won't gop them blaming us.”

"| supposeit won't," said Elmer.

"| think we should get out of here" | said.

"Y ou and Miss Cynthianeed some deep.”

| looked acrossthefire at her. "We can stay awake for afew hours more," | said. She nodded
bleskly a me.

"WEell take dong the horses,” Elmer said. "That will dow them up. We can get their stuff loaded up . .

"Why bother withit," | said. "Leaveit here. It does us no good. What could we do with it?"

"Why, sure," said Elmer. "Why couldn't | have thought of that? When they come back they'll haveto
leave some men to guard it and that splits up their force.™

"They'll follow us," said Cynthia. "They haveto have those horses."

"Surethey will," said Elmer, "and when they findly find the horses, if they ever do, well be miles
away and out of reach.”

Bronco spoke, for the first time. "But the human two. They cannot go minus deep. They cannot go
for hours."

"Well figure something out,” said Elmer. "Let'sget going.”

"About the census-taker and the ghosts?* asked Cynthia, asking, so far as| could see, without any
reason.

"Let's not worry about the ghosts,” | said.

Sheld asked the same question once before. It wasjust like awoman. Get into some sort of trouble
and they'll come up with the slly questions.

Chapter 13

| woke and it was night, but immediately | remembered what had happened and where we were. |
raised up to asitting position and to one side of me saw the dark form that was Cynthia. She was ill
adeep. Just afew hours more, | thought, and Elmer and Bronco would be back and we could be on our
way. It had been dl damn foolishness, | told mysdlf. We could have kept on with them. | had been
deepy, certainly, and riding ahorse for thefirst timein my life had not been an easy chore, but | could
have managed. Cynthia had been played out, but we could have strapped her onto Bronco so that if she
fell adeegp shewould not have falen off, but Elmer had indsted on leaving us behind while he and Bronco
shagged the horses degp into the mountains that |oomed ahead of us.

"There can't nothing happen,” he had said. "This cave is comfortable and well hidden and by thetime
you've had some sack timewell be back again. Thereisnothing to it.”

| blamed mysdif. | should not havelet him talk usintoiit. | didn't likeit, | told myself. We should have
stayed together. No matter what had happened, we should have stayed together.



A shadow tirred near the mouth of the cave and a soft voice said, "Friend, please do not make an
outcry. Thereisnothing you must fear."

| came surging to my feet, the hair prickling a the nape of my neck. "Who the hdl areyou?"' |
shouted.

"Softly, softly, softly,” said the voice, softly. "There are those who must not hear.”

Cynthia screamed.

"Shut up!" | yelled at her.

"You must be quiet,” said the lurker in the shadows. ™Y ou do not recognize me, but | saw you at the
dance.

Cynthia, on the verge of another scream, caught her breath and gulped. "It's the census-taker,”" she
said. "What does he want here?"

"I come, fair one," said the census-taker, "to warn you of great danger.”

"You .would," | said, but | did not say it loudly, for al thisbusiness of his about talking softly and not
making any outcry had sunken into me.

"Thewolves" hesaid. "The metal wolves have been set upon your trail.”

"What can we do about it?"

"You Stay very quiet,” said the census-taker, "and hope that they pass by."

"Where ared| your pals?' | asked.

"They are around somewhere. They are often with me. They hide when they first meet people. They
arealittleshy. If they like you they'll come out.”

"They weren't shy at the dance the other night,” said Cynthia

"They were among old friends. They had been there before.”

"Y ou said something about wolves," | reminded him. "Meta wolves, | think."

"If you'll come most softly to the entrance, | think that you might see them. But please to be most
quiet.”

Cynthiawas close beside me and | put out my hand to her and she grabbed it and hung on tight.

"Metd wolves" shesaid.

"Robots, morethan likely." | don't know why | was so cam about it. Stupidity, | guess. Inthelast
two days we had encountered so many screwy things that metal wolves, at firgt, didn't seem too bad. Just
sort of commonplace.

Outside the cave mouth the moon lighted up the landscape. The trees stood out almost as plain asif it
had been day and in between them ran little grassy places dotted with boulders. It waswild, rough
country and, somehow, it sent a shiver through me.

We crouched just inside the entrance and there was not athing to see, just the trees and the-grassy
patches and the boul ders and beyond them the dark lift of hillsfearsomein their darkness.

"l don't . .." Cynthiabegan, but the census-taker clucked at her and she said no more.

We crouched, the two of us, hand in hand, and it seemed asilly business. There was nothing gtirring;
not even the trees, for there was no wind.

Then there was amovement in the shadow underneath atree and amoment later the thing that had
made the movement trotted out into the open. It glittered in the moonlight and it had about it a sense of
fiendish strength and ferocity. It wasthe size of acaf, perhaps, dthough because of the moonlight and the
distance, the 9ze was hard to judge. It waslithe and quick, with a nervousness about it, sepping high and
daintily, but therewasin its metdl body afed of power that could be perceived even from some
hundreds of feet away. It quartered nervoudly about, asif it might be seeking out a scent and for a
moment it switched about and stared directly at us-stared and seemed to strain toward us, asif someone
might have held it on aleash and it yearned to break away.

Then it turned and took up its running back and forth and al at once there were three instead of one
of them-dipping through the moonlight, running in the woods.

One of them, asit turned toward usin its running, opened its mouth, or what would have been its
mouth had it been abiologic creature, exposing aseried rank of meta teeth. When it shut its mouth, the
clash of the teeth coming back together came clear to us, crouching in the cave.



Cynthiawas pressing close againgt me and | disengaged my hand from hers, put my arm about her
and held her very close, not thinking of her, | am sure, asawoman in that moment, but as another human
being, another thing of flesh and blood that metal teeth could rend. Clutching one another, we waiched
the wolves, seeking, running-1 got the impression they were davering-and, somehow theidea crept into
my mind that they knew we were nearby and were seeking us.

Then they were gone. As quickly asthey had appeared, they disappeared, and we did not see them
go. But we il stayed crouching there, afraid to speak, afraid to move. How long we stayed, | do not
know.

Then fingers tapped against my shoulder. "They are gone," the census-taker said. | had, until he
tapped me, forgotten about the census-taker.

"They were confused,” he said. "Undoubtedly the horses milled around down there while you were
being ingtaled in the cave before your companions went away. It took them awhile to work out the trail "
Cynthiatried to speak and choked, the words dying in her throat. | knew exactly how it was, my

own mouth was so dry | wondered if | would ever spesk again.

Shetried again and madeit. "I thought they werelooking for us. | thought they knew we were
somewhere near.”

"It isover now," the census-taker said. "The present danger's past. Why don't we move back into the
cave and be comfortable?'

| rose, dragging Cynthiaup with me. My muscles were tense and knotted from staying still solongin
such an uncomfortable position. After staring so long out into the moonlight, the cave was dark as pitch,
but | groped along the wall, found our piles of sacks and baggage and, sitting down, leaned against them.
Cynthiasat down beside me.

The census-taker squatted down in front of us. We couldn't really see him because the robe he wore
was as black asthe insde of the cave. All one could see of him was the whiteness of hisface, a pasty
blob in the darkness, ablob without any features.

"l suppose,” | sad, "that we should thank you."

He made a shrugging motion. "One seldom comeson dlies" he said. "When one does he makesthe
most of it, does whatever is possible to do."

There were moving shadows in the cave, flickering shadows. Either they had just arrived or | had
failed to notice them before. Now they were everywhere.

"Have you caled in your people?' Cynthiaasked, and from the tightness of her voice | guessed what
it must have cost to keep it leve.

"They have been heredl thetime," said the census-taker. "It takes them alittle to show themsalves.
They come on dow and easy. They have no wish to frighten.”

"Itisdifficult,” said Cynthia, "not to be frightened by ghosts. Or do you call them something else?"

"A better term,” said the census-taker, "might be shades."

"Why shades?"' | asked.

"The reason,” said the census-taker, "is one of somewhat involved semanticsthat would require an
evening to explain. | am not sure | entirdly understand mysdlf. But it isthe term they do prefer.”

"And you?' | asked. "Exactly what are you?'

"l do not understand,” said the census-taker.

"Look, we are humans. These other folks are shades. The creatures we were watching were
robots-metal wolves. A matter of classification. How are you classified?’

"Oh, that," said the census-taker. "That redly isquite smple. | am acensus-taker."

"And thewolves" said Cynthia. "l supposethey are Cemetery.”

"Oh, yes, indeed," said the census-taker, "athough now only rarely used. In the early days there was
much work for them to do."

| was puzzled. "What kind of work?" | asked.

"Mongters,” said the census-taker and | could see that he did not want to talk about it.

The shades had stopped their incessant fluttering and were beginning to settle down so that one could
Seeor a least guess at the shape of them.



"They likeyou," said the census-taker. "They know youre on their sde.”

"We'renot on anyonessde” | told him. "We're just running like hell to keep from getting clipped.
Ever since we arrived there has been someone taking potshots at us." One of the shades had squatted
down beside the census-taker, shedding, asit did so, some of its nebulous, misty quality and becoming
not solid by any means, but alittle more solid. One still had a sense of being able to see through them, but
the swirly lines had stilled and the outlines were sharper, and this squatting thing looked something likea
rather arty drawing made upon a blackboard with a piece of chalk.

"If you do not mind," said the arty piece of drawing, "'l will introduce mysdlf. My name was one that
in the days long since struck terror on the planet Prairie, which isastrange namefor aplanet, but easily
explained, becauseit isavery great planet, somewhat larger than the Earth and with land masses that are
consderably larger than the areas of the oceansand dl that land isflat, with no mountain, and dl the land
isprairie. Thereisno winter since the winds blow wild and free and the heat from the planet'ssunis
equitably distributed over the entire planetary surface. We settlers of Prairielived in an eternd summer.
Wewere, of course, humans from the planet Earth, our forebearslanding on Prairiein their third
migration outward into the galaxy, hopping from one planet to another in an attempt to find better living
space, and on Prairie we found it-but perhaps not the way you think. We built no greet cities, for reasons
which | may explain later, but not now, sinceit would take too long to tell. Rather, we became roaming
nomads with our flocks and herds, which is, perhaps amore satisfactory way of life than any other man
has been able to devise. There dwelt upon this planet anative population of most dimy, most ferocious
and sneaky devilsthat refused to cooperate in any way with us and which did their best, in various
nefarious ways, to do away with us. | started out, | think, to introduce mysdlf, then forgot to tell my
name. It isagood Earth name, for my family and my clan were dways very careful to keep divethe
heritage of Earth and-"

"Hisname," said the census-taker, interrupting, "is Ramsay O'Gillicuddy, whichis, indl conscience, a
good Earth name. | tdll it to you because, if left to him, held never manageto get around to it.”

"And now," said the shade of Ramsay O'Gillicuddy, "snce | have beenintroduced, I'll tdll you the
dory of my life"

"No, you won't,” said the census-taker. "We haven't got the time. Thereis much we must discuss.”

"Then the story of my death.”

"All right," the census-taker sad, "if you keep it short.”

"They caught me," said Ramsay O'Gillicuddy's shade, "and made me a captive, these dimy, greasy
natives. | shdl not detall the Stuation which led to this shameful thing, for it would require the explanation
of certain circumstances which the census-taker infersthereis not thetimeto tell. But they caught me,
anyhow, and then they held along deliberate discussion, within my hearing, which | did not at dl enjoy,
about how best to dispose of me. None of the suggested procedures cal culated to bring about my
demise were pretty for the progpective victim to hold in contemplation. Nothing smple, you understand,
such as a blow upon the head or a cutting of the throat, but al rather long, drawn-out, and intricate
operations. Finaly, after hours of talking back and forth, during which they politely invited my persona
reactionsto each plan put forward, they decided upon skinning me dive, explaining that they would not
redlly bekilling me and that because of this| should bear them no ill-will and that if | could manageto
survive without my skin they would be glad to let me go. Once they had my skin, they informed me, they
intended tanning it to make a drum upon which they could beat out a message of mockery to my clan.”

"With all duerespect,” | said, "with alady present . . ." but he paid no attention to me. "After | was
dead," he said, "and my body had been found, my clan decided to do athing that had never been done
before. All our honored dead had been buried on the prairie, with the graves unmarked, in the thought
that aman could ask no more than to become one with the world that he had trod. Word had cometo us
some years ago of the Cemetery here on Earth, but we had paid dight attention to it because it was not
our way. But now the clan met in council and decided that | should be accorded the honor of degpingin
the soil of Mother Earth. So alarge barrel was made to house my poor remainswhich, pickled in
alcohol, were carted to the planet's one poor spaceport where the barrel was stored for many months,
awaiting the arrival of aship, on which it wasfindly taken to the nearest port where afunerd ship made



regular cdls”

"Y ou cannot comprehend,” said the census-taker, "what this decison cost his clan. They are poor
people on the planet Prairie and their only wedlth is counted in their flocks and herds. It took them many
yearsto build back the livestock that was required for Cemetery to perform its services. It was anoble
sacrificeand it'sapity that it came out so sadly. Ramsay, asyou may guess, was and still isthe only
inhabitant of Prairie ever to be buried in Cemetery-not that he wasredly buried there, not, at least, in
quite the manner that had been intended. The officids of Cemetery, not the present management, but one
of many years ago, happened at that time to need an extra casket to hide away certainitems. . ."

"Y ou mean artifacts,” | said. ™Y ou know of this?" asked the census-taker. "We suspected it,”" | said.

"Y our suspicions are quite right," said the census-taker, "and our poor friend here was one of the
victims of their treachery and greed. His casket was used for artifacts and what was left of him was
thrown into a deep gorge, anatura charne pit, at the Cemetery's edge, and ever since that day his shade
has wandered the Earth, as do so many others and for the self-same reason.”

"Youtdl itwdt," sad O'Gillicuddy, "and in very Smpletruth.”

"But let usnot, please,” said Cynthia, "have any more of this. Y ou have us quite convinced."

"We have not thetime for more," said the census-taker. "We now must deliberate upon what further
action the two of you should take. For once the wolves catch up with your two good friends, they will
redize immediately that you are not with them and since Cemetery cares nothing about the two robots,
but only for yoursalves. . ."

"They'll come back for us" said Cynthia, sounding scared.

| wasn't too brave about it, either. | did not like the thought of those great metal brutes snapping at
our hedls.

"How do they follow?" | asked.

"They have asense of smell,” said the census-taker. "Not the same kind you humans have, but the
ability to pick up and recognize the chemicas of odors. They have sharp sight. They might havetrouble if
you kept to high and stony ground, where you'd leave little trace and the scent of your passing would not
cling. | had feared they might catch the scent of you when they came by awhile ago, but you were higher
than they were and akindly up-draft of air must have carried the smell away from them.”

"They will befollowing thehorses,” | said. "Thetrail will be wide open. They'll travel fast. It may be
only afew hoursfrom now they'll Find we're not with the others.”

"Youll havealittletime," said the census-taker. "It'safew hoursyet till dawn and you can't sart until
it'slight. You'l haveto travel fast and you can carry little with you."

"Well takefood" said Cynthia, "And blankets. . ."

"Not too much food," said the census-taker. "Only what you must. Y oull find food dong the way.

Y ou have fish hooks, have you not?'

"Y es, we have afew fish hooks," said Cynthia. "'l bought abox of them, amost as an afterthought.
But we can't liveon fish."

"There areroots and berries.”

"But we don't know which roots and berries.”

"Y ou do not need to know," said the census-taker. "1 know dl of them.”

"Y oull be going with us?*

"WEell be going with you," said the census-taker.

"Of coursewewill," said O'Gillicuddy. "Every one. of us. It'slittle we can do, but well be of some
dight service. We can watch for followers. . ."

"But ghosts..." | said.

"Shades," said O'Gillicuddy.

"But shades are not abroad in daylight.”

"Thatisahuman falacy," said O'Gillicuddy. "We cannot, of course, be seenin daylight. But neither
canwebeat night if it isnot our wish.”

The other shades made mutters of agreement.

"WEell make up our packs" said Cynthia, "and leave dl the rest behind. Elmer and Bronco will come



looking for us here. WEll leave anote for them. Well pin it to one of the packs, wherethey'll be sureto
seeit”

"WEelIl haveto tell them where were heading,” | said. "Does anyone have any ideawhere well be
going?"

"Into the mountains," said the census-taker.

"Do you know ariver," Cynthiaasked, "thet is called the Ohio?"

"I know it very well," said the census-taker. "Do you want to go to the Ohio?"

"Now, look here" | said, "wecan't go chasing. . ."

"Why not?' asked Cynthia. "If were going somewhere we might aswell go wherewewishtogo. . ."

"But | thought that weagreed . . ."

"l know," said Cynthia. "Y ou madeit very plain. Y our compostion hasfirst claim and | supposeit
gill will haveto haveit. But you can make it anywhere, can't you?"

"Certainly. Within reason.”

"All right," said Cynthia. "WEell head toward the Ohio. If that isdl right with you," shesaidtothe
census-teker. "It'sdl right with me," he said. "WEell have to cross the mountainsto reach theriver. | hope
we can lose the wolves somewhere in the mountains. But if | may inquire. . ."

"It'salong story,” | told him curtly. "We can tell you later."

"Have you ever heard," asked Cynthia, "of animmortd man who livesahermit'slife?"

She never let go of anything once she got her clawsinit.

"I think | have," said the census-taker. "Very long ago. | suspect it was amyth. Earth had so many
myths”

"But not any longer," | said.

He shook his head, rather sadly. "No longer. All Earth's myths are dead.”

Chapter 14

The sky had clouded over and the wind had shifted to the north, growing cold and sharp. Despite the
chill, therewas astrange, wet smell inthe air. The pinetreesthat grew aong the dope threshed and
moaned.

My watch had stopped, not that it made much difference. It had been fairly useless ever since leaving
Alden. On board the funera ship, which operated on galactic time, it had been impossible. And Earth
time, it had turned out, was not the same as Alden time, athough with alittle mathematica caculation one
could get dong. | had inquired about the time at the settlement where we'd waited for the hoedown, but
no one seemed to know or care. So far as| could learn, there was only one clock in the settlement, a
rather crude, homemade affair, made mostly out of carved wood, that more than half the time stood dead
and silent because no one ever seemed to think to wind it. So I'd set ray watch by the sun, but had
missed the moment when it stood directly overhead and had been compelled to estimate how long since
it had started its decline to the west. Now it had stopped and | could not get it started. Why | bothered |
don't know; | was aswdll off without it. The census-taker clumped on ahead, with Cynthiabehind him
and mysdlf bringing up the rear. We had covered alot of ground since dawn, dthough how long we had
been walking | had no way of knowing. The sun was covered by the clouds and my watch had stopped
and there was no way to know the time of day.

There was no sign of the ghogts, dthough | had the queasy fedling they were not far avay. And the
census-taker troubled me as much astheinvisible ghogts, for in the daylight he was amost disturbing
thing. Seen face to face, he was not human unless one could regard arag doll as being human. For his
face was arag-doll face, with a pinched mouth that was dightly askew, eyesthat gave theimpresson of a
cross-stitch and no nose or chin a al. Hisface ran straight down into his neck with no intervening jaw,
and the cowl and robe that | had taken for clothing, when one had a close look at him, seemed a part of
his grotesgque body. If it had not seemed so improbable, one would have been convinced that they were
his body. Whether he had feet | didn't know, for the robe (or body) came down so close to the ground



that hisfeet were covered. He moved asif he had feet but there was no sign of them and | found myself
wondering, if he had no feet, how he managed to move along so well. Move he did. He set abrisk pace,
hobbling aong ahead of us. It was dl that we could do to keep up with him.

He had not spoken since we had started, but had smply led the way, with the two of usfollowing
and neither of us speaking, either, for at the pace that we were going we didn't have the breath to spesk.

The way was wild, an unbroken wildernesswith no sign that it ever had been occupied by man, asit
surdy must have been at one time. We followed the ridgetops for miles, at times descending from them to
crossasmdl valey, then climb aseries of hillsagain to follow other ridgetops. From the ridges we could
see vadt Stretches of the countryside, but nowhere was there a clearing. We found no ruins, saw no
crumbling chimneys, ran across no ancient fence rows. Down in the valleys the woods stood thick and
heavy; on the ridgetops the trees thinned out to some extent. It was arocky land; huge boulderslay
strewn al about and greet gray outcroppings of rock jutted from the hillsides. Therewas alittlelife. A
few birdsflew chirping among the trees and occasiondly there were smdl lifeforms| recognized as
rabbits and squirrels, but they were not plentiful.

We had stopped briefly to drink from shalow streams that ran through the valleys we had crossed,
but the stops had been only momentary, long enough to lieflat upon our bellies and gulp afew mouthfuls
of water, while the census-taker (who did not seem to need to drink) waited impatiently, and then we
hurried on.

Now, for thefirst time since we had set out, we hated. The ridge we had been traveling roseto a
high point and then doped down for adistance and on this high point lay a scattered jumble of barn-size
rocks, grouped together in arather haphazard fashion, asif some ancient giant had held afistful of them
and had been playing with them, asaboy will play with marbles, but having gotten tired of them, had
dropped them here, where they had remained. Stunted pine trees grew among them, clutching for
desperate footholds with twisted, groping roots.

The census-taker, who was afew yards ahead of us, | scrambled up a path when he reached the
jumble of rocks disappearing into them. We followed where held gone amp found him crouched ina
pocket formed by missive stones. It was a place protected from the bitter wind, but openin the direction
we had come so that we could see back along our trail.

Hemotioned for usto join him.

"Weshdl rest for alittletime,” he said. "Perhaps you'd like to eat. But no fire. Perhaps afire tonight.
Well see”

| didn't want to eat. | Smply wanted to sit down and never move again. "Maybe we should keep on,”
sad Cynthia

"They may be after us." Shedidn't look asif she wanted to keep on. She looked wore downto a
nubbin.

The prissy little mouth in the rag-doll face said, "They have not returned to the cave as yet.”

"How do you know?" | asked.

"The shades," he said. "They would let me know. | haven't heard from them.”

"Maybethey'verunout onus" | said.

He shook his head. "They would not do that,” he said. "Whereisthereto run to?'

"I don't know," | said. | couldnt, for thelife of me, imagine where aghost might run to.

Cynthiasat down wearily and leaned back against the sde of amassive boulder that towered far
above her. "Inthat case" shesaid, "we can afford arest.”

She had did her pack off her shoulder before sitting down. Now she pulled it over to her, unstrapped
it and rummaged around insde of it. She took something out of it and handed it to me. There were three
or four strips of hard and brittle stuff, red shading into black.

"What isthisjunk?' | asked.

"That junk," she said, "isjerky. Des ccated mest. Y ou bresk off achunk of it and put it in your mouth
and chew it. It isvery nourishing.”

She offered afew sticks to the census-taker, but he pushed it away. "I ingest food very sparingly,” he
sad.



| unshipped my pack and sat down beside her. | broke off achunk of jerky and put it in my mouth. It
felt like apiece of cardboard, only harder and perhaps not quite astasty.

| sat there and chewed very gingerly and stared back aong the way we'd come and thought what a
far cry Earth wasfrom our gentle world of Alden. | don't think that in that moment | quite regretted
leaving Alden, but | was not too far fromit. | recalled that | had read of Earth and dreamed of it and
yearned for it, and so help me, hereit was. | admitted to myself that | was no woodsman and that whilel
could appreciate a piece of woodland beauty aswell as any man, | was not equipped, either physicaly or
temperamentally, to take on the sort of primitive world Earth had turned out to be. Thiswas not the sort
of thing I'd bargained for and | didn't like it, but under the circumstances there wasn't much | could do
about it.

Cynthiawas busy chewing, too, but now she stopped to ask a question. "Are we heading toward the
Ohio?!

"Oh, yes, indeed,” said the census-taker, "but we're still some distance fromiit.”

"And theimmorta hermit?"

"I know naught,”" said the census-taker, "of animmortal hermit. Except some stories of him. And
there are many stories.”

"Mongter stories?’ | asked. "I do not understand.”

"Y ou said that once there were mongters and implied the wolves were used against them. | have
wondered ever Since.”

"It waslong ago.”

"But they once were here."

"Yes, once."

"Genetic mongers?!

"Thiswordyouuse. . ."

"Look," | said, "ten thousand years ago this planet was aradioactive hell. Many lifeforms died. Many
of those that lived had genetic damage.”

"l do not know," he said.

The hell you dont, | told mysdlf. And the suspicion swiftly crossed my mind that the reason he did
not want to know wasthat he, himself, was one of those genetic monsters and was well aware of it. |
wondered dully why | had not thought of it before.

| kept at him. "Why should Cemetery care about the monsters? Why was it necessary to fabricate
the wolves to hunt them down? | suppose that iswhat the wolves were used for."

"Yes" hesad. "Thousands of them. Great packs of them. They were programmed to hunt down
mongders”

"Not humans" | said. "Only mongers.”

"That isright. Only the mongters.”

"l suppose there might have been times they made mistakes, when they hunted humans aswell as
mongters. It would be hard to program robots that only hunted monsters.”

"There were mistakes," the census-taker said.

"And | don't suppose,” said Cynthia, bitterly, "that Cemetery cared too much. When something of the
sort did occur, they didn't redly mind.".

"I would not know," said the census-taker.

"What | don't understand,” said Cynthia, "iswhy they should have doneit. What difference did afew
monsters make?"

"There were not afew of them."

"Wall, then, alot of them.”

"I think," said the census-taker, "that it might have been the Pilgrim business. Once Cemetery had
gotten off to asolid start, the Pilgrim business grew until it represented afair piece of revenue. And you
could not have a pack of howling monsters come tearing down the land when Filgrims were around. It
would have scared them off. The word would have spread and there would have been fewer Pilgrims.”

"Oh, lovey," Cynthiasaid. "A program of genocide. | suppose the mongters have been fairly well



wiped out."

"Yes" sad the census-teker, "fairly well disposed of."

"With afew showing up,” | said, "only now and then.”

His cross-dtitch eyes crinkled a me and | wished | hadn't said it. | don't know what was wrong with
me. Here we were, depending on thislittle jerk to help us, and | was needling him.

| cut out the talking and went back to chewing jerky. It had softened up abit and had a salty-smoky
taste and even if it wasn't supplying too much nourishment, it still gave me the impression that | was eating
something.

We sat there chewing, the two of us, while the census-taker just sat, not doing anything.

| looked around at Cynthia. "How are you getting on?" | asked.

"Il dodl right,” shesaid, alittle sharply.

"I'm sorry it turned out thisway," | said. "It isnot what | had in mind.”

"Of courseit'snot,” shesaid. "Y ou thought of it asapoalitelittle jaunt to aromantic planet, made
romantic by what you'd reed of it and imagined of itand . . ."

"I came here to make acomposition,” | said, considerably nettled at her, "not to play hide-and-seek
with bomb-throwers and grave-robbers and a pack of robot wolves."

"And you're blaming mefor it. If | hadn't been dong, if | hadn't foisted mysdlf off onyou . . ."

"Hell, no," | said. "l never thought of that."

"But evenif you did," shesaid, "it would bedl right, for you'd be doing it for good old Thorney .. ."

"Cutit out,” | shouted at her, redly burned up now. "What's got into you? What'sthis al about?’

Before she could answer the census-taker got to hisfeet (that is, if he had feet); at any rate, he rose.

"Itistimetogoagan,” hesaid. "Y ou've had rest and nourishment and now we must push on.”

The wind had become sharper and colder. Aswe moved out of the shelter of the nest of boulders
and faced the barren ridgetop, it struck us like aknife and the first few drops of driven rain spattered in
our faces.

We pushed ahead-pushing againgt therain, leaning into, it. It was asif agreat hand had been placed
againgt us and tried to hold us back. It didn't seem to bother the census-taker much; he skipped on
ahead without any trouble. The funny thing about it was that the wind seemed to have no effect at all
upon hisrobe; it didn't flutter, it never even stirred, it stayed just the way it was, hanging to the ground.

| would have liked to cdll thisto Cynthias attention, but when | tried to yell &t her, the buffeting wind
blew the words back into my mouth.

From below us came the moaning of the forest trees, bending in the gale. Birdstried to fly and were
whipped about the sky. The cloud cover seemed to become thicker by the minute, athough asfar as|
could see, there were no moving clouds. The rain came in sudden gudts, icy cold, hard against the face.

Wetrudged on, miserably. | lost al track of everything. | kept my eyes on Cynthia's plodding figure
as she moved on ahead of me. Once she stumbled and without aword | hel ped her up. Without aword,
she resumed the march.

Now the rain came down without aletup, driven by thewind. At intervalsit turned to ice and rattled
in the branches of the trees. Then it would turn to rain again and the rain, it seemed to me, was colder
than theice.

Wewalked forever and then | found that we were no longer on aridge, but were danting down a
dope. We reached a creek and found a narrow place where we could jump across it and started
clambering up the opposite dope. Suddenly the ground leveled off beneath my feet and | heard the
census-taker saying, "Thisisfar enough.”

Assoon as| heard those words | let my legs buckle under me and sat down on solid rock. For a
moment | paid no attention to where we were. It was quite enough that there was no longer any need to
move. But gradudly | became aware of what was going on.

We had stopped, | saw, on abroad, flat shelf of rock that extended out in front of a huge rock
shelter. Theroof of the shelter, some thirty feet or more above the shelf, flared back to form adeep niche
intheface of ajutting cliff. The dab of rock extending out from the cliff ran back into the shdlter, forming
alevel floor of stone. A few feet downward from the shelf, the creek flowed down the valey, forming



little pools and rapids, pinching down, then broadening out, alittle mountain stream that wasin ahurry,
foaming in the rapids and then resting in the pools before it took another plunge. Beyond the stream the
hill rose steeply to the ridgetop aong which we'd come.
"Herewe are," said the census-taker in ahappy, chirpy voice. " Snug againgt the night and weether.
Wewill build afire and catch some trout out of the stream and wish thewolf ill luck in histrailing.”
"Thewolf?' said Cynthia. "There were three wolvesto start with. What happened to the other two?"
"I haveinteligence," said the census-taker, "that but one remains. It seemsthe others met with
awkward accidents.

Chapter 15

Beyond the shdlter's mouth the storm raged in the night. The fire gave light and warmth and our
clothes at last were dry and there had been, as the census-taker had said, fish to be gotten in the brook,
beautiful speckled trout that had made a welcome break from the gook we had been eating out of cans
and avast improvement over jerky.

We were not thefirst to use the shelter. Our fire had been built on ablackened circle on the stone,
wherethe fires of earlier years (athough how long ago there was no way of knowing) had chipped and
flaked the surface of the rock. Along the broad expanse of stone were severa other smilarly blackened
areas, hdf camouflaged by a scattering of blown autumn leaves.

Inapile of leaves, wedged and caught far back in the rocky cleft, where the roof plunged down to
meet the floor, Cynthia had found another evidence of human occupancy-ametal rod some four feet
long, an inch in diameter, and touched only here and there with rust.

| sat besidethefire, staring at the flames, thinking back adong thetrail and trying to figure out how
such well-laid plans as ours could have gone so utterly astray. The answer was, of course, that Cemetery
had been respons ble, athough perhaps not responsible for our meeting with the band of grave robbers.
We had smply stumbled onto them.

| tried to figure exactly where we stood and it seemed, as | thought about it, we did not stand well at
al. We had been harried from the settlement and we had been split up and Cynthiaand | had falen into
the hands of an enigmatic being that might be little better than a madman.

Now there was the wolf-one wolf if what the census-taker said was right. There was no doubt in my
mind what had happened to the other two. They had caught up with Elmer and the Bronco and that had
been agreat mistake for them. But while EImer had been dismantling two of them, the third one had
escaped and probably even now was upon our trail-if there were atrail to follow. We had gone aong
high, barren ridges, with a strong wind blowing to wipe away our scent. Now, with the breaking of the
gorm, there might benotrall at dl to follow.

"Hetch," sad Cynthia, "what are you thinking of ?"

"l amwondering,” | said, "where ElImer and Bronco might be a this moment.”

"They're on their way back to the cave," she said. "They will find the note."

"Sure," | said, "the note. A lot of good the note will do. We are traveling northwest, it said. If you
don't catch up with us before we reach there, you'l find us on the Ohio River. Do you redlize how much
land may lie northwest before you reach the river and how big that river is?'

"It was the best that we could do,” she said, rather angrily.

"Weshdl, inthemorning,” said the census-taker, "build afire, high upon aridge, to makeasignd.
Wewill guidethemto us”

"Them," | said, "and everyone esein sight, perhaps even including thewalf. Or isit Hill three
wolves?'

"Itisonly one," said the census-taker, "and one wolf would not be so brave. Wolves are brave only
whenin packs."

"l don't think," | said, "I would care to meet even one, lone, cowardly wolf."

"There are few of them now," said the census-taker. "They have not been loosed to hunt for years.



Thelong years of confinement may have taken alot of the sharpness from them.”

"What | want to know," | said, "is how it took Cemetery so long to send them out against us. They
could have turned them |loose the minute that we lft.”

"Undoubtedly,” said the census-taker, "they had to send for them. | don't know where they are kept,
but doubtless at some distance.”

Thewind went whooping down the valey that lay in front of usand a sheet of rain came hissng into
the mouth of the cave to spatter on the rock just beyond thefire.

"Where ared| your pas?’ | asked. "Where are dl the shades?'

"Onanight likethis" said the census-taker, "they have far-ranging business.”

| didn't ask what kind of business. | didn't want to know.

"I don't know about therest of you," said Cynthia, "but I'm going to roll up in my blanket and try to
get some deep.”

"Both of you might aswdll,” said the census-taker. "It has been along, hard day. | will keep the
waich. | dmost never deep.”

"You never deep,” | said, "and you amost never eat. The wind doesn't blow that robe of yours. Just
what the hell areyou?"

Hedidn't answer. | knew he wouldn't answer.

Thelast thing that | saw before | went to deep was the census-taker Sitting ashort distance from the
fire, arigid upright figure that had a strange resemblance to a cone resting on its base.

| woke cold. The fire had gone out and beyond the cave mouth dawn was breaking. The storm had
stopped and what | could see of the sky was clear.

And there, on therock shelf that extended out in front of the cave, sat ametal wolf. Hewas
hunkered on his haunches and he was looking straight at me and from his steel jaws dangled the limp
form of arabbit.

| sat up rgpidly, the blanket falling from me, putting out my hand to find astick of firewood, athough
what good a stick of wood would have done against amonster such asthat | had no idea. But in grasping
for the stick, | found something else. | wasn't looking where | was reaching out because | didn't dare take
my eyes off the wolf. But when my fingerstouched it, | knew what | had-the four-foot metal rod that
Cynthia had unearthed from benesth the pile of leaves. | wrapped my fingers around it with something
like aprayer of thankfulness and got carefully to my feet, holding the rod so tight that the grip was painful.

The wolf made no movetoward me; it just stayed Stting there, with that silly rabbit hanging fromits
jaws. | had forgotten that it had atail, but now itstail began to best, very gently, very dowly upon the
dab of rock, for al the world like the tail-beating of adog that was glad to see someone.

| looked around quickly. The census-taker was nowhere to be seen, but Cynthiawas sitting upright
in her blanket and her eyeswere the size of saucers. She didn't notice that | was looking at her; she had
her eyes fastened on the wolf.

| took a step sdewiseto get around thefireand as| did | lifted the metal rod to aready postion. If |
could get in just one lucky lick, I thought, upon that ugly head when it came at me, | stood at least some
chance.

But the wolf didn't come at me. It just sat there and when | took another step it keeled over oniits
back and stayed there, with dl four feet sticking in the air, and now itstail beat awild tattoo upon the
stone, the sound of the metal beeting on the stone ringing in the morning silence.

"It wantsto befriendly,” Cynthiasaid. "It isasking you not to hit it."

| took another step.

"And look," said that slly Cynthia, "it has brought arabhbit for us."

| lowered the rod and kept it low and now the wolf | turned over on its belly and began creeping
toward me. | stood and waited for it. When it got close enough, it dropped the rabbit at my feet.

"Pick it up," said Cynthia

"Pickitup,” I said, "and it will take off my arm.”

"Fick it up," shesaid. "It has brought the rabbit to you It has given it to you."

So | stooped and picked up that crazy rabbit and the moment that | did, the wolf leaped up with a



wriggling joy and rubbed againgt my legs so hard it dmost tipped me over

Chapter 16

We sat beside the fire and gnawed the last shreds of meat off the rabbit's bones, while the wolf lay
off to one dde, itstail besating occasionaly on the stony floor, watching usintently.

"What do you suppose happened to him?* Cynthia asked.

"He maybe went insane,” | said. "Or turned chicken after what happened to the other two. Or he
may just belaying for us, lulling usto deep. When he has the chance hell finish off the two of us.”

| reached out and pulled the meta rod just alittle closer.

"I don't think thet at al," said Cynthia. Y ou know what | think. He doesn't want to go back."

"Back to where?"

"Back to wherever it isthat Cemetery keeps him. Think of it. He and the other wolves, however
many there may be, may have been kept penned up for yearsand . . ."

"They wouldn't keep them penned,” | said. "Morelikely they would turn them off until they needed
them.”

"Then maybethat isit," she said. "Maybe he doesn't want to go back because he knowsthey'll turn
him off.”

| grunted & her. It was al damn foolishness. Maybe the best thing to do, | thought, wasto pick up
the metal rod and best the wolf to degth. The only thing, | guess, that stopped me was a suspicion that
the wolf might take alot of killing and that in the process I'd come out second best.

"I wonder what happened to the census-taker," | said.

"Thewolf scared him off,” said Cynthia. "He won't be coming back.”

"He could at least have wakened us. Given us achance.”

"It turned out Al right.”

"But he couldn't know it would.".

"What do we do now?"'

"l don't know," | said. And that was exactly right. | readly didn't know. Never inmy lifehad | felt so
unsure of what my next step should be. | had no redl idea of where we were; we werelog, asfar asl
was concerned, in ahowling wilderness. We were separated from the two stronger members of our
party and our guide had deserted us. A metal wolf had made friendswith usand | wasfar from sure of
the Sincerity of itsfriendship.

| caught the motion out of the corner of my eye and legped to my feet, but there was nothing | could
do about it except stand there and stare into the muzzles of the guns. Holding the guns were two men and
one of them | recognized as the big brute who had stood in the forefront of the mob that Cynthiaand |
had faced, futile clubsin hand, back at the campsite of the ghoulsjust before EImer had come burgting in
to break up the confrontation. | was abit surprised that | recognized him, for at thetime | had been too
busy watching al the others that made up the mob who had | eft off their attack on Bronco to zeroinon
us. But now | found that | did know him-the leering half-smile pasted on hisface, the droopy eye, that
ragged scar that ran across one cheek. The other one | did not recognize.

They had crept up to one corner of the cave and now they stood there, with their rifles pointed at us.

| heard Cynthiagasp in surprise and | said sharply to her, "Stay down: Don't move.”

With ascratch of metd claws on rock, something came up to me and stood beside me, pressing hard
againg my leg. | didn't look to see what it might be. | knew. It was Wolf, lining up with me against the
guns.

The two with the guns apparently had not seen him, lying off to one side of us. And now that he
moved into their view, the leering smile came off Big Brute'sface and hisjaw sagged just alittle. A
nervoustic ran across the face of the other man. But they stood their ground.

"Gentlemen,” | said, "it gppearsto me a stand-off. Y ou could kill us easy, but you wouldn't live to get
ahundred feet."



They kept their guns pointed at us, but findly Big Brute lifted hisand let the butt dide to the ground.

"Jed," hesaid, "put up your shooting iron. Thesefolks have outsmarted us.”

Jed lowered hisgun.

"It ssemsto me" said Big Brute, "that we have to cipher out away for dl of usto get out of this
scrape without losing any hide"

"Comeonin," | said, "but be careful of the guns.”

They came up to thefire, walking dowly and somewhat sheepishly.

| took aquick glance at Cynthia. She still was crouched upon the floor, but she wasn't scared. She
was hard asnails.

"Hetch," she sad, "the gentlemen must be hungry, coming dl thisway. Why don't you ask them to Sit
down while | open up acan or two. We haven't too much, traveling light, but | put in some stew.”

The two of them looked at me and | nodded rather curtly.

"Pleasedo,” | said.

They sat down and laid their guns beside them.

Wolf didn't ftir; he stood and looked at them.

Big Brute made aquestioning gesture & him. ,

"He'sdl right,” | said. " Just don't make any sudden moves.”

| hoped that | wasright. | couldn't quite be sure.

Cynthia, digging into one of the packs, had astew pan out. | poked the fire together and it blazed up
brightly.

"Now," | said, "suppose you tell mewhat thisisal about?'

"Y ou stole our horses," Big Brute said.

Jed sad, "We were hunting them."

| shook my head. "Y ou could have followed thetrail blindfolded. Y ou should have had no trouble.
Therewerealot of horses.”

"Wadl," said Big Brute, "we found the place where you hid out and we found the note. Jed here, he
was ableto get it puzzled out. And we knew about this cave.”

"It'sacamping place," said Jed. "We camp here oursalves, every now and then.”

It still didn't make too much sense, but | didn't pressit. Big Brute, however, went on to explain. "We
figured you weren't lone. Someone must have been with you. Someone who knew the country. People
like you wouldn't strike out on your own. And this place hereis ahard day's march.”

Jed said, "What | can't figure isthe wolf. We never counted on no wolf. We thought by thistime he'd
be hdfway home."

"Y ou knew about the wolves?'

"We saw the tracks. Three of them. And we found what was |ft of the other two."

"Not you," | said. "Y ou came straight from the place where we dept. Y ou had to. Y ou wouldn't have
had thetime. . ."

"Not us" said Jed. "We didn't seeit. Some of therest of us. They let us know."

"They let you know?"

"Sure," said Big Brute. "We keep one another posted.”

"Teepathy," said Cynthia, softly. "It hasto be telepathy.”

"But telepathy . . "

"A surviva factor,” she said. "The people who were |eft on Earth after the war would have needed
aurviva factors. And with mutations, there might have been alot of factors. Fine thingsto have if they
didn't kill you first. Telepathy would have been good to have and it would not have killed you."

"Tel me" | said to Big Brute, "what happened to Elmer-to the other two who were with us?

"The metd things," said Jed.

"That'sright. The metd things."

Big Brute shook his head.

"Y ou mean that you don't know?"

"We can find out."



"Well, then, you find out.”

"Look, mister," said Jed, "we need abargaining point. Thisis our bargaining point.”

"Thewoalf isours" | sad. "And thewolfsright here."

"Maybe we shouldn't be Stting here dickering,” said Big Brute. "Maybe we should throw in together.”

"That'swhy you came snesking up on us, to throw in with us?'

"Wdll, no," said Jed. "Not exactly. We had blood in our eye, for sure. Y ou busted up our camp and
run us off and then you took our horses. There ain't nothing more low-down ‘than running off aman's
horses. We werent feding it very friendly, to tell the truth.”

"But things have changed now. Y ou are willing to be friendly?*

"Look at it thisway," said Big Brute. "Someone et the wolves on you and the only ones who could
have sent out the wolves was Cemetery and we sort of calculate anyone Cemetery doesn't like hasto be
afriend of ours.”

"What have you got againgt Cemetery?' Cynthiaasked. She had moved over to the fire, standing
beside Big Brute, with the stew pan in her hand. "Y ou've been stedling from Cemetery. Y ou've been
digging up the graves. Seemsto me you would be out of businessif it wasn't for Cemetery.”

"They don't play fair," Jed whined. "They set trgpsfor us. All sorts of wicked traps. They cause usal
sortsof trouble.”

Big Brute was dtill bewildered. "How come you made up with that wolf?' he asked. "Thosethings
aren't supposed to make friends with anyone. They're man-killers, every one of them.”

Cynthiawas gtill standing beside Big Brute, but she wasn't looking at him. She waslooking acrossthe
creek to the hill. | wondered rather idly what she was looking at, but it was only a passing thought.

"If you want to throw inwith us," | said, "how about beginning by telling uswhere to find the meta
beings"

| didn't redlly trust them; | knew we couldn't trust them. But | thought it was worth going aong with
them awaysif they could give us someideaof Elmer and -Bronco's whereabouts.

"I don't know," said Big Brute. "I honestly don't know if we should tell you that or not.”

Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Cynthiamove. Her arm came up and | saw what she meant to
do, athough | couldn't understand, for the life of me, why shewas doing it. There was no way for meto
stop her, and even if there were, | would not have doneit, for | knew she must have good reason. There
was only onething for metodo and | did it. | lunged for Jed'srifle, which lay on the rocky floor beside
him and as | moved, Cynthia brought the stew pan down as hard as she could manage, on top of Big
Brute's head.

Jed snatched at his gun, both of us grabbing hold of it. We rose to our feet, both of us hanging onto
it, wrestling for it, trying to jerk it from the other's grasp.

Events were hgppening much too fast for meto take any lasting notice of them. | saw Cynthia, Big
Brute'srifle clutched in her hands and at the ready. Big Brute was crawling around the floor on hishands
and knees, shaking hishead, asif he were attempting to rattle his brains back together into a solid mass,
and alittle way beyond him the stew pan lay canted on its Side, battered out of shape. Wolf was a streak
of churning silver, racing across the cave, heading for the entrance, and out on the opposite hillside dark
figures were running. And somewhere out there, too, dull pops were sounding and humming bees came
into the caveto thud againgt itswalls.

Jed'sfacewas dl twisted up, either in fear or anger (I could not decide which, but, strangely, inthe
midst of dl that was going on, | found the time to wonder). His mouth was open, asif he might be yelling,
but he wasn't yelling. Histeeth were yellowed fangs and his breasth was foul. He wasn't asbig as| was,
nor as heavy, but he was awiry customer, quick and tough and full of fight, and I knew, even as| fought
for it, that hed findly get that gun away from me.

Big Brute had tottered to hisfeet and was backing dowly away from thefire, staring with horrified
fascination a Cynthia, who pointed hisrifleat him.

It al seemed to have gone on for along while, athough | don't imagineit had been more than afew
seconds, and it seemed asif it might keep on forever. Then, quite suddenly, Jed buckled in the middle.
Heloosed his grip on the gun and did sidewise, tumbling to thefloor, and | saw then the dow seep of red



that stained his back.

Cynthiaydled a me, "Fetch, let'sget away! They are shooting at usl”

But they were, | saw, not shooting any longer. They werefleeing for their lives, small dark figures of
legping, dodging men scrambling up the hillsde. Two or three of them, | saw, were busily climbing trees.
Up the hill, after them, flashed a stedd machine and as | watched, it caught one of them in its sharp, sted!
jaws and shook the body for an instant before it tossed it to one side.

Therewas no sign of Big Brute. He had gotten clean away.

"Hetch, we can't stay here," said Cynthia, and | quite agreed with her. It was no place to stay, with
the ghouls snapping at our hedls. Now, while Wolf had them on the run, wasthe time to get away.

She dready had reached one corner of the cave and was scrambling down the hillside, and |
followed her. | lost my footing on the stegpness of the rubble and, flat upon my back, skidded amost to
the creek before | could gain my feet again. When | fell | dropped the gun and was turning back to get it
when something went buzzing past my ear and threw up asmall spurt of earth and rock on theinclined
bank not more than three feet ahead of me. | rolled over rapidly and looked up to theridge. A puff of
blue smoke was floating up from atree where a scarecrow figure crouched.

| forgot about the gun.

Cynthiawas running down the narrow hollow that carried the creek and | ran after her. Behind mea
couple of gunswent off, but the balls must have flown far wide of us, for | didn't hear them hum nor did |
seethem gtrike. In afew more seconds, | told mysdlf, we'd be out of range. Homemade guns carrying
balls of lead powered by homemade powder could not have had much carrying power.

The narrow valey wastortuous traveling. The hills came down steeply on either Sde, inasharp Vv
formation, and therewas no level ground. The surface was cluttered by massive boulders that through the
ages had comerrolling down the hillsides. In some places gigantic trees grew in the narrowness of the
notch between the hills. Therewas no sort of trail to follow; nothing in its right mind would travel down
thisvaley short of sheer necessity. It was ameatter of finding the best path that one could, dodging around
the rocks and trees, legping the brook when it swung across one's path.

| caught up with Cynthiawhen she was dowed down by an enormous pile of boulders, and after that
we went together. | saw that she didn't have Big Brute's gun.

"| dropped it," she said. "It was heavy. It kept getting in my way."

"Itsjust aswell,” | said. And it was just aswell. Each of the guns carried asingle charge and we had
no balls or powder to reload (even if we'd known how to reload) once that charge was fired. They were
awkward things to handle and | had a hunch aman would have to do alot of shooting with them before
he could come anywhere near hitting what hewasaming &.

We cameto a place where another little V-shaped valey came into the one we had been following.

"Let'sgo up that one," Cynthiasaid. "They know we came down thisone.”

| nodded. If they followed, they might suspect we had chosen the easier course, continuing down the
hollow from the cave.

"Hetch," she said, "we haven't got athing. We ran off without our packs.”

| hesitated. "I could go back," | said. "Y ou go on up the hollow. I'll catch up with you."

"We can't separate again,” she said. "We have to stick together. None of thiswould have happened if
we'd stayed with Elmer.”

"Wolf hasgot them treed,” | said. "Either treed or running.”

"No," she said. "Some of them up the trees have guns. And there are too many of them for Wolf to
handle. They'll scatter. He can't chasethem dl.”

"You saw them," | said. "That'swhy you hit the big one with the pan.”

"l saw them,” she said, "'dithering down the hillsde. But | might have hit him anyhow. We couldntt
trust them, Fletch. And you aren't going back. I'd have to go with you and | am scared to go.”

| gavein. | couldn't honestly decide whether it was giving in or not wanting to go back, mysdif.

"Later on," | said. "Later on, when thisisal over, we can come back and get the stuff." Knowing that
we probably never would. Or that it might not be there if we did go back.

We started up the hollow. It was as bad as the one we had come down; worse because now we



weredimhbing.

| let Cynthiago ahead and | did some worrying. We must have beenin ared panic, both of us, when
we | eft the cave. It would have been smple, using no more than aminute'stime, to have grabbed up the
packs. But we hadn't doneit and now we were without food and blankets, without anything at al. Except
fire, | thought. | had the lighter in my pocket. | felt alittle better, dthough not much, when | redized we
dill had fire.

The way was grudling and there were times when we had to stop to rest. Listening for some sound
back at the cave, | heard nothing and began to wonder, rather dazedly, if what | remembered had redlly
happened there. | knew, of course, it had.

We were nearing the top of the ridge and the valley petered out. We clambered to the crest. The
ridge was heavily wooded and when we reached the top, we werein afairyland of beauty. The trees
were massive blocks of red and yellow and in some of them were climbing vines that provided dashes of
deep gold and brilliant crimson. The day was clear and warm. Looking at the color, | remembered that
first day-only afew days ago, but seeming more like weeks-when we had | eft the Cemetery and gone
down the hill to the firgt autumn-painted forest | had ever seen.

We stood, watching back the way that we had come.

"Why should they be hunting us?' asked Cynthia. " Sure, we took their horses, but if that isdl itis,
they should be hunting the horses and not us."

"Revenge, maybe," | said. "A twisted idea of getting even with us. Probably only apart of them are
after us. The others must be following the horses.”

"That may beit,” shesaid, "but | can't bring mysdlf to think so. Thereis something more than that.”

"It's Cemetery,” | said and | wasn't entirely clear what | meant by saying it, athough it did seem that
Cemetery was somehow involved in everything that happened. But as soon as | said it, the whole pattern
formed insdemy mind.

"Dontyou see” | sad. "Cemetery hasafinger in everything that happens. They can bring certain
pressures. Back at the settlement someone got a case of whiskey for trying to blow up Bronco. And here
aretheghouls..."

"But the ghouls,” she said, "are different. They're stealing from Cemetery. Cemetery is setting traps
for them. They'd make no dedlswith Cemetery.”

"Look," | sad, "it may bethey're only trying to curry some favor with Cemetery. They found the
wolves were after us and who but Cemetery would set the wolves on us. And the wolves had failed. To
the kinds of minds the ghouls have it must have seemed arather smplething, an opportunity. If, the
wolves having failed, they could bring in our heads there might be something iniit for them. It'sassmple
asdl that."

"It could be," she said. "Heaven knows, it gets down to smple basics.”

"Inwhich case" | said, "we'd best be getting on." We went down the dope and struck another
rock-littered ravine and followed it until it joined another valley, thisonealittle wider and easier for
traveling.

Wefound atree that was amost buried beneath agreat grapevine and | clambered up it. Birdsand
little animals had been at the grapes, but | found afew bunchesthat carried most of their fruit. Picking
them, | dropped them through the branches to the ground. The grapes proved somewhat sour, but we
didn't mind too much. We were hungry and they helped to fill usup, but I knew that we'd somehow have
to manage something other than grapes. We had no fishhooks, but | did have ajacknife and we probably
could cut willow branches and rig up abrush seine that would net some fish for us. We had no sdit, |
remembered, but hungry enough, we could manage without sdt. "Hetch," said Cynthia, "do you think we
ever will find Elmer?"

"Maybe Elmer will find us" | ad. "He must be looking for us.”

"We left the note” shesaid.

"Thenoteisgone,” | reminded her. "The ghouls found the note, remember? They'd not have left it for
him"

Thevadley wasalittle wider than the one we followed from the cave, but it never broadened had out.



Rather, the hills seemed to get larger and move in on us. Now there were great rock cliffsthat rosea
hundred feet or more on ether Sde. It became aless pleasant valley. Progressively, it grew more eerie
and frightening. Not only wasit stark, but silent. The creek that flowed through it was broad and deep,
and there were no shallows or rapids. Thewater did not talk; it surged along with alook of terrible
power.

The sun waslow in thewest and with some surprise | realized that we had traveled through the day. |
wastired, but not tired enough, it seemed, to have walked dl day long.

Ahead of us| saw acleft cutting back into acliff. The crest of the dliff was crowned with massive
trees and occasiond ragged cedars clung precarioudy to itsface.

"Let'stakealook,” | said. "Well haveto find a place to spend the night.”

"WEell becold,” shesaid. "We left the blankets."

"We havefire" | sad.

She shuddered. "Can we have afire? Isit safe to have afire?"

"We haveto haveafire" | told her.

The cleft was dark. Thewalls of stone enclosed it and we could not see to the end of it because the
dark deepened asthefissure ran back into the rock. The floor was pebbles, but off to one Side, alittle
back from the entrance, adab of rock was raised somewhat above the floor.

"I'll get wood," | said.

"Hetch!"

"We haveto have afire" | said. "We haveto chanceit. Well freeze to degth without it."

"I'm scared,” she said.

| looked &t her. In the darkness her face was a blur of whiteness,

"Findly | am scared,” she said. " thought | wouldn't be. | told myself | wouldn't be. | saidto mel'd
tough it out. Andit wasdl right aslong aswe were moving and out in the bright sunlight. But now night is
coming, Fletch, and we haven't any food and we don't know wherewe are.. .."

| moved closeto her and took her in my arms and she | came into them willingly enough. Her arms
went around me and clutched metightly. And for thefirst time sinceit al had happened, since that
moment | had found her sitting in the car as | walked down the steps from the administration building, |
thought of her asawoman and | wondered, with some surprise, why it should have been that way. First,
of course, she had been nothing but a nuisance, popping up from nowhere with that ridiculous letter from
Thorney clutched tightly in her hand, and since then we'd been run ragged by the events that had come
tumbling over one another and there'd been no time in which to think of her asawoman. Rather, she had
been agood companion, not doing any bawling, not throwing any fits. | thought somewhat unkindly of
mysdlf for theway that | had acted. It would not have hurt meto pay her afew small courtesies along the
way, and thinking back, it seemed that | had paid her none.

"We're babes in the woods,” she said. ™Y ou remember the old Earth fairy tale, of course.”

"Sure, | remember it," | said. "The birds camewith leaves ..."

And let it go a that. For the tale, when you came to think of it, was not as pretty asit sounded. |
couldn't quite | remember, but the birds, it seemed to me, had covered | them with |eaves because they
were quite dead. Like so many other fairy tales, | thought, it wasahorror story. | Shelifted her head.
"I'mdl right now," shesad. "I'm sorry.”

| put my fist underneath her chin and tilted up her face. | bent and kissed her on thelips.

"Now let us go and get the wood,” she said.

The sunwas nearly gone, but it still was daylight. Lying along the foot of the dliff, we found scattered
wood. A lot of it was cedar, dead branches that had fallen off the trees clinging to the bare face of the
rock.

"It'sagood placeto have afire" | told her. "No one can seeit. They'd have to be directly opposite
the opening to seeit.”

"What about the smoke?"' she asked. "Thisisdry wood,” | said. "There shouldn't be much smoke.”

| was right. The wood burned with abright, clean flame There was scarcely any smoke. The night
chill had not settled in as yet, but we huddled close beside the blaze. It was afriend and comfort. It best



back the dark. It drew ustogether. It warmed us and made amagic circlefor us.

The sun went down and out beyond the cleft dusk closed in rapidly. The world went dark and we
were done.

Something stirred out beyond the circle of thefire, at the outer edge of dark. Something clicked upon
therock.

| legped erect and then | saw the blur of whiteness. Hismetal body shining in the firdlight, Wolf
trotted in to us.

From his stedl jaws hung the limp form of arabbit.

Wolf was hdll on rabhits.

Chapter 17

O'Gillicuddy and his gang arrived when we were Finishing off the rabbit. Without dlt, it was
somewhat short of tasty, but it was food and the only thing we'd had al day had been grapes. Just the
fact of eating made life seem abit more stable and ourselves not entirely lost.

Wolf lay between us, close beside thefire, stretched out, with his massive head resting on his metal
paws.

"If hed only talk," said Cynthia, "it would be very nice. Probably he could tell uswhat Was going
on."

"Wolvesdon't talk," | said, chewing the shinbone of the rabhit.

"But robots do,” she said. "Elmer talks. Even Bronco talks. And Wolf hereredlly isarobot. Heisn't
any wolf. He'sjust made to look like one."

Wolf shifted hiseyes around, to look first at one and, then the other of us. He didn't say aword, but
he beat hid metal tail upon the rock and it made aterribleracket.  -"Wolvesdon't beat their tails,” she
said. "How do you know that?"

"l read it somewhere. Wolves don't beat or wag their tails. Dogs do. Wolf ismore like adog than a
wolf."

"It bothersme," | said. "Here he was, to start with, thirsting for our blood. Suddenly he turns around
inhisway of thinking andisapd of ours. It doesn't make much sense.”

"I'm beginning to believe," said Cynthia, "that nothing on the Earth redly makes much sense”

We st by thefire, enclosed in the magic circle. Thefirdight flickered and flickered yet again and
there seemed to be a strange sense of motion dl around.

"Wehavevigtors," Cynthiasad quietly.

"It'sO'Gillicuddy,” | sad. "O'Gillicuddy, are you there?'

"Weare here" sad O'Gillicuddy. "There are many of us. We cometo bear you company in this
wilderness"

"And to bear usword, perhagps?'

"Y es, indeed. Word we have to bear."

"We would have you know," said Cynthia, "word or not, we are glad to have you here."

Wolf flicked an ear, asif there were afly, but there wasn't any fly. Even if there had been, it would
not have bothered Wolf.

Ghogts, | thought. The place wasfull of ghogts, the principal one of which was named O'Gillicuddy.
Ghosts were here, | thought, and we were accepting them asif they were people or had been people,
and that was madness. Under normal circumstance, a ghost was acceptable, but here, under these
conditions, they became not only acceptable, but normal.

And, thinking of it, | became aghast at the dbnormality of our condition, how awry it wasfrom the
quiet beauty of Alden, how distorted even from the mock magjesty of Cemetery. For, in fact, those two
places seemed abnorma now. We had become so firmly set in the redlity of this mad adventure that the
ordinary places we had known now seemed strange and far.

"Youarenat, | fear," O'Gillicuddy was saying, "safely beyond the clutches of the ghouls. They il



trail you with much blood thirdiness.”

"Youmean," | said, "they want our scalpsfor Cemetery.”

"Y ou have plucked forth the naked truth,” said O'Gillicuddy.

"But why?" asked Cynthia. "Surely they are not friends of Cemetery.”

"No," said O'Gillicuddy, "they are not, indeed. Upon this planet, Cemetery has no friends. And yet
there isno one here who would not do most willingly afavor for them, hoping afavor in return. Thus
great power corrupts.”

"But thereis nothing they would want from Cemetery,” Cynthia pointed out.

"Not a the moment, perhaps. But afavor deferred is till afavor and one that can be collected later.
One can pile up points.

"Y ou said no onewould refuse afavor,” | said. "How about yoursdf?"

"Inour case," said O'Gillicuddy, "thereis adifference. Cemetery can do nothing for us, but what is
perhaps of moreimportance, it can do nothing to us. We hope no favor and we have no fear.”

"And you say we aren't safe?"

"They are hunting for you," said O'Gillicuddy. "They will kegp on hunting. Y ou handed them defeat
thismorning and it lies bitter in their mouths. One the sted wolf killed and another died ..."

"But they shot him themsdlves," said Cynthia. "A bullet meant for us. It was no fault of ours.”

"They ill count it againgt you. There are two dead and there must be accountability. They do not
accept theblame. They lay it al onyou.”

"They'll have ahard timefinding us."

"Hard, perhaps," saidd O'Gillicuddy, "But find you they will. They are woodsmen of the finest. They
range like hunting dogs. They read the wilderness like abook. A turned stone, adisturbed leaf, a bruised
blade of grass-it says volumesto them.”

"Our only hope," said Cynthia, "isto find EImer and Bronco. If we weretogether . . ."

"We cantdl you wherethey are," said O'Gillicuddy, "but it'salong, hard way and you would be
turning back into the very arms of the raging ghouls. We tried most desperately to reved oursavesto
your two companions so that we could lead them back to you, but for al that we could do they remained
unaware of us. It takes a sharper-tuned sensibility than arobot can possessto discover us.”

"It dl seems pretty hopelessto me," said Cynthia, sounding considerably discouraged. ™Y ou can't
guide Elmer and Bronco to us and you say the ghouls are sureto find us.”

"Andthat isnt dl," sad O'Gillicuddy, seeming ghoulishly happy at what he had to tell us. "The
Raveners are on the prowl."

"The Raveners?’ | asked. "Are there more than one of them?”

"There aretwo of them."

"Y ou mean war machines?'

"|sthat whet you cal them?"

"That'swhat Elmer thinksthey are.”

"But that can't mean anything to us," protested Cynthia " Surely the war machines are not tied in with
Cemetery.”

"But they are,” said O'Gillicuddy.

"Why?" | asked. "What has Cemetery got they possible could want?'

"Lubricating ail,” said O'Gillicuddy.

I'm afraid | groaned at that. It was such asmplething and yet so logical. It was something that
anyone should have thought of. The machines would have built-in power, more than likely nuclear,
athough I'd never really known, and they would be self-repairing, but the one thing they would need,
perhaps the only thing they would need and would not have, would be lubricants.

Thiswould be something that Cemetery wouldn't miss. Cemetery missed no bets at dl. They passed
up nothing that would make any other factor on the Earth in some way beholden to them.

"And the census-taker,” | said. "l suppose heissomeway tied into it aswell. And, by the way,
whereisthe census-taker?'

"He disappeared,” said O'Gillicuddy. "Heflitters here and there. Heis not redly part of us. Heis not



awayswith us. We don't know where heis."

"Nor what heis?'

"What heis? Why, he'sthe census-taker."

"That's not what | mean. |s he ahuman being? Perhaps a mutated human being. There would have
been alot of human mutation. Some good, mostly bad. Although | imagine that over the years agresat
part of the bad died out. The ghouls have telepathy and God knows what else and the settlers probably
have something, too, although we don't know what it is. Even you, for ghostsare not. . ."

"Shades," said O'Gillicuddy.

"All right, then, shades. Shades are not anormal human condition. Maybe there aren't any shades any
place except here on Earth. No one knows what happened during those years after the people fled into
space. Earth isadifferent place today than it wasthen.”

"You got off thetrack," said Cynthia. "Y ou were asking if the census-taker was a Cemetery
creature.”

"l an suretha heisnot,” said O'Gillicuddy. "I don't know what heis. | have dways thought hewasa
sort of human being. Heisalot like humans. Not made the way they are, of course, and thereis only one
of himand..."

"Look," | said, "you didn't come here just to bear us company. Y ou came herefor apurpose. You
wouldn't have comejust to bring us bad news. What isit al about?'

"There are many of ushere," said the shade. "We foregathered in some strength of numbers. We sent
out acal for agathering of the clan, for we fed great compassion and a strange comradeship with you.
Not in dl the history of the Earth has anyone before you tweaked the tail of Cemetery in such ahearty
fashion."

"Andyou like that?'

"Welikeit very much."

"And you've cometo cheer uson.”

"Not cheer," sad O'Gillicuddy, "athough that we would aso do and most willingly. But we fed that
itisin our cgpacity to be of thedightest help.”

"Werein the market," said Cynthia, "for any help thereis.”

"It becomes a complicated matter to explain,” said O'Gillicuddy, "and in lack of adequate
information, you must fill in with faith. Being the sort of things we are, we have no red contact with the
corpored universe. But it seemswe do have some margind powersto interact with time and space,
which are neither in the corpored universe nor quite out of it."

"Now, wait asecond there," | said. "What you aretaking of. . ."

"Bdieveme" said O'Gillicuddy, "we have wracked our mental powers and can come up with nothing
dseltislittlethat we haveto offer, but. . ."

"What you proposeto do," said Cynthia, "isto move usintime.”

"But by only thetiniest fraction,” said O'Gillicuddy. "A minute part of asecond. Bardly out of the
present, but that would be quite enough.”

"It's never been done," Cynthia objected. "For hundreds of yearsit has been studied and investigated
and absolutely nothing has ever come of it."

"Have you ever doneit?' | demanded.

"No, not actudly," said O'Gillicuddy. "But we have thought about it and speculated on it and we are
rather sure..."

"But not entirdy sure?*

"Youareright,” said O'Gillicuddy. "Not entirdly sure.”

"And once you've doneit," | asked, "how about our getting back? | would not want to live out my life
afractiond part of asecond behind al the universe.”

"We have worked that out, too," the shade said blithely. "We would set atime-trap at the entrance of
thiscleft and by sepping intoiit. . ."

"But you're not sure of that one, elther.”

"Wll, fairly certain," said O'Gillicuddy.



It wasn't very promising and, on top of that, | asked myself, how could we be sure that any of the
rest of dl he'd told was the truth? Maybe O'Gillicuddy and his gang of shades were doing no more than
trying to push usinto asituation where wed serve willingly as subjectsfor an experiment they had
cooked up. And, cometo think of it, how could we be sure there were any shades at all? We had seen
them, or seemed to see them, as they danced around the fire back at the settlement. But actudly al we
had to go on was what the census-taker had told us and this voice that said it was O'Gillicuddy.

And what about the voice of O'Gillicuddy? Was that imagination, too, as seeing them back at the
Settlement may have been, or imagining again that we had seen strange shapes back at the cave when
they first had come to us? The trouble wasthat | was not the only one who was hearing it. Cynthiawas
hearing it aswdl as|, or she acted asif shedid. Either that, or | imagined that shedid. It wasahdl of a
thing, | told mysalf-to question not only the redity of your environment, but the redity of yoursdf aswell.

"Cynthia," | asked her, "areyou redly hearing dl of this. . ."

Thefire exploded in front of us. Ash and fire and burning brands sprayed across the cave and onto
us. From outside came a hollow boom and then another and something traveling very fast smacked into
the rock behind us.

We legped to our feet, dl three of us, and as we did something boiled inside the space between the
rocks. Something-1 don't know what it was-but something like atida wave that had come charging in
upon us, athough it certainly was not water, and having comein, swirled and rolled with amighty
churning force.

Then it was gone and we hadn't stirred. For al the boiling and the swirling of whatever it had been, it
had not affected us, for we stood, the two of us, exactly where we'd stood when we jumped up to our
feet.

But thefirewas gone. Therewas no sign of it. And instead of night, there was brilliant sunlight shining
onthevaley just beyond the cleft.

Chapter 18

Thevalley was different. Nothing that one could pick out to start with, on the moment, and say thisis
not the same and something e seis different. But it had a different look and as we stood in the mouth of
the cleft, we began to pick out those things that were different.

There were fewer trees, for onething, and they al were smdler. And it wasn't autumn, for al the
trees were green. The grass seemed different, too, not aslush, not as green, but with ayelow cast toit.

"They didit," Cynthiawhispered. "They did it without even asking us."

| stood there, wondering if thiswas al afantasy that was a piece with the fantasy of O'Gillicuddy and
hoping that it was, knowing that if one of them were fantasy the other surely must be.

"But he said afraction of asecond,” Cynthiasaid, "and that would have been enough. Any little diver
of timethat would shield us from the present. The flicker of an eyelash would have put us out of it."

"They blundered,” | told her. "They blundered very badly.”

For | knew it was no fantasy. We had been moved in time and over amuch greater segment of time
than the smdll part of asecond of which O'Gillicuddy had spoken.

"They never tried it before," | said. "They weren't even surethey could redlly do it. We werethelr
first experiment and the damn fools blundered.”

Wewalked out into the valley, into the bright sunlight, and | glanced up at the cliff walsand there
were no cedars growing there.

A surge of anger swept over me. Therewas no telling | how far back we had been thrown. Back at
least to atime before the cedars had taken root, and the cedar, if | remembered rightly, took an
enormous amount of time to grow. | Some of the cedars that had been growing on those rocky walls
might have been centuries old.

Wed had it now, | thought. Before, up in our present, we had been lost in space, but now we were
logt intime, fl And there was no way we could be sure of getting back. A time-trap, O'Gillicuddy had



sad, but if he knew no more of time-trgps than he did of moving peopleinto time, there could be no
assurance that he could do what he said he ™ would.

"We're along way back, aren't we?' asked Cynthia.

"You're damned right we are," | said. "God knows how far back. And | don't suppose our clever
ghosts know abot it, either.”

"But the ghoulswere out there, Fletch.”

"Of coursethey were," | said, "and it would have taken al of three seconds for Wolf to scatter them.
There was no real need to send us back. O'Gillicuddy got stampeded.”

"Wolfsnot with us," said Cynthia. "Poor Woalf. They couldn't send him back. What'll we do now for
arabbit-catcher?'

"WEell catch them oursalves” | said.

"| fed lonely without Wolf," she said. "It took so little timeto get used to him."

"They couldn't do athing about it," | told her. "He was | nothing but arobot..."

"A mutant robot,” she said.

"There are no mutant robots.”

"l think thereare,” shesaid. "Or could be. Wolf changed. What was it made him change?’

"Elmer threw thefear of God in him when he busted up his pa's. Wolf got converted quick and
switched to thewinning sde

"No, it couldn't have been that. Sure, it would have scared him, but it would not have changed him
the way that he was changed. Y ou know what | think, Fletch?!

"l havenoidea"

"Heevolved,” shesaid. "A robot could evolve.”

"Perhaps,”" | said, not at dl convinced, but | had to say something to stop her chattering. "L et's ook
around abit to find out wherewe are.”

"And when we are?'

"That, too," | said. "If we can manageit."

We went down the valley, moving dowly and somewhat uncertainly. Therewas, of course, no need
to hurry now; there was no one at our hedls. But it was not only that. Therewas, | think, in our downess
and uncertainty, akind of reluctanceto travel out into thisworld, afear of what it might contain, not
knowing what one might expect, and a consciousness, as well, that we werein the pagt, in an unknown
aien time and that we had no right to be there. Somehow thisworld had a different texture to it-not only
the lack of lush greennessin the grass or the smaller trees-but a sense of some strange difference that
probably had no physica basis, but was entirely psychological.

Wewent on down the vadley, not redly going anywhere, going without purpose. The hillsfell back a
little and the valey widened and ahead of us other hills ranged blue into the sky. We could see that the
valey we were traveling joined another valey and in amile or so we reached the river into which the
stream we had been following poured its waters. It was awide river, running very fast, its waters dark
and oily with their speed and asit ran it talked in agrowling undertone. It was somehow alittle frightening
to look upon thet river.

"There's something over there," said Cynthia

| looked where she was pointing.

"It lookslikeahouse," she said.

"l don't seeahouse.”

"l just saw the roof. Or what looked like aroof. It'shidden in the trees.”

"Letusgo,” | sad.

We reached the field before we redlly saw the house. A thin, scraggly stand of corn, knee-high or
less, grew in uneven rows that were choked with weeds. There was no fence. The field stood on asmall
bench above the river and was hemmed in by trees. Here and there the rows were broken by standing
stumps. Off to one side of the field bare skeletons of trees were piled in ragged clumps. Someone, not
too long ago, had cleared a patch to make afield, hauling off the trees once they had been cut down.

The house stood across thefield, on an devation dightly higher than the patch of corn. It wasa



ramshackle affair even from adistance; it became more ramshackle as we gpproached it. A weedy
garden lay off to one side of it and behind it was another structure | took to be abarn. No livestock was
insght. Infact, nothing living was in sight. The place had avacant fed about it, asif someone had been
there just awhile ago, but now was gone. A sagging bench stood in front of the house, beside the open
door, and beside it was a chair, with the legs cut down, the back ones shorter than the front so that
anyonewho sat in it would betilted back. In the yard, a battered pail lay onitsside, rolling alittlein the
wind. A sawed-off section of alarge tree bole sat on its end, apparently a chopping block, for its upper
end was scarred in places where an axe had struck. A cross-cut saw rested on two pegs or nails on the
cabinwall. A hoeleaned againgt the wall.

The smdll struck us when we came up to the chopping block-a swestish, terrible smell that hit uswith
adight shifting of the wind, or perhaps only the swirling of an air current that carried it to us. We backed
away and the odor; lessened and then, as suddenly asit had come, was gone, although it seemed that
some of it still stuck to us, that we had been contaminated by it.

"Inthe house" said Cynthia. "Thereis something in there.”

| nodded. | had the horrible feding that | knew exactly what it was.

"You stay here" | said.

For once she didn't argue with me. She was quite content to stay there.

Therewasno air current thistime and | got dmost to the door before it came a me again. Asl
moved forward, it camerolling out a me, overpowering initsfetidness. | cupped ahand over my mouth
and nose and went through the door.

Theinterior was dark and | paused for amoment, gagging, fighting down the urge to vomit. My
kneeswere wobbly and al strength seemed to have been drained from me by the stench. But | hungin
there-1 had to know. | thought | knew, but | must be sure, and | told myself that the poor creature who
lay somewherein that darkened room had the right to expect that afellow human would not turn away
from him even under conditions such asthese.

My eyes became more accustomed to the darkness. There was afireplace, crudely made of native
stone; a makeshift, drunken table stood to one side of it with two pansand a skillet standing onit. A chair
was tipped over in the center of the room, aheap of junk lay piled in acorner, the dark shape of clothing
hung from awall. And there was a bed.

There was something on the bed.

| drove mysdlf forward until | could see what lay upon the bed. It was black and swollen and out of
the blackness two eyebals glared back at me. But there was something wrong about it al, something
terrifying, more terrifying than the dreadful stench, morefrightful than the black and swollen flesh.

Two heads, not one, lay upon the pillow.

| drove myself again. Leaning over the thing upon the bed, making surethat | redlly saw what |
thought | saw, establishing beyond doubt that both the heads belonged to the single body, shared the
angle neck.

Then | redled away, half-blinded. Now | doubled up and vomited.

Still retching, | staggered toward the door, but out of the corner of my eye, | saw the drunken table,
with the two pans and the skillet standing onit, and | lurched at them. | got agrip on dl three and,
bumping against the table, knocked it over. Then | went regling out the door, with two pans clutched in
one hand, the skillet in the other.

| madeit across the yard and suddenly my knees gave way and | sat down hard upon the ground. |
put up ahand and wiped my face and it ill fet dirty. All of mefet dirty.

"Whered you get the pans?' Cynthiaasked. What a crazy thing to ask. Where did shethink I'd
gotten them?

"Isthere aplace to wash them?' | asked. "A pump or anything;"

"Theresalittle stream down by the garden. Maybe theré'saspring.”

| stayed sitting. | used a hand to wipe my chin and there was vomit on it when it came away. | wiped
it onthegrass. "Hetch?'

"Yes"



"|sthere adead man in there?'

"Daysdead. A long timedead," | said. "What are we going to do?"

"What do you mean-what are we going to do?'

" Shouldn't we bury him or something?' | shook my head. "Not here. Not now. What difference does
it make? He'd not expect usto.”

"What happened to him? Could you tell what happened?’

"Not achance,” | said.

She stood looking at me as| got unsteadily to my feet. "L et's go and wash the pans,” | said. "And I'd
liketo wash my face. Then let's pick some vegetables out of that garden ..."

"There's something wrong," she said. "More wrong than just a dead man."

"You said back there," | told her, "that we should find out when wewere. | think | have just found

"Y ou mean the man?"'

"Hewasamonger," | said. "A mutation. A man who had two heads, atwo-headed man.”

"But | don't see. . ."

"It means we are thousands of years back. We should have suspected it. Fewer trees. The yellow
color of the grass. The Earth isonly now groping back from war. A mutant such as atwo-headed man

would have no surviva vaue. There may have been many such peoplein the yearsfollowing thewar.
Physica mutants. A thousand years or so and they'd al be gone. And yet theré's onelying in that house.”

"Y ou must be mistaken, Fletch.”

"I hopel am," | sad. "I'mfairly sure I'm not."

| don't know if | just happened to look up at the looming hillside or if some flicker of motion had
derted me, but when | looked, high up | caught aglimpse of something running, not running, redly, for
you could not seeitsfeet, but something floating rapidly aong, a cone-shaped thing that was moving very
fast. | saw it for an ingtant only, then it was gone from sight. But | couldn't be mistaken. | knew | smply
couldn't be.

"Did you seeit, Cynthia?'

"No," shesad, "I didn't. There was nothing there."

"It wasthe census-teker."

"It couldn't be," shesaid. "Not if we're asfar back asyou say we are. Unless...."

"Thatisit," | sad. "Unless."

"You'rethinking what I'm thinking?'

"I wouldn't be surprised. The census-taker could be your immorta man.”

"But the manuscript said the Ohio."

"l know it did. But look at it thisway: Y our ancestor was an old, old man when he wrote the | etter.
He relied on memory and memory isatricky thing. Somewhere he had heard about the Ohio. Maybe the
old man who told him the\ story might have mentioned it, not asthe river where the incident had
happened, but as ariver in the area. Through the years it would have been smple for him to cometo
think the story had happened on the Ohio."

She sucked in her bresth, excited. "1t fits"" shesaid. "All of it. Thereistheriver and there are hills.
This could bethe place.”

"If it weren't the Ohio," | said, "if he was mistaken about the Ohio, it could be any one of athousand
places. A river and some hills. That'snot much to go on, isit?"

"But he said the man wasaman.”

"He said that he looked like aman, but he knew hewasno man. Something strange about him,
something unhuman. That waswhen hefirst saw him. The thing hefirst thought was not aman could later
have appeared to him very much aman."”

"Y ou think this could be it?'

"l suppose | do,” | said.

"If it was the census-taker, why should he run from us? He would know us-no, that'swrong. Of
course hewouldn't know us. He hasn't met usyet. It will be centuriesyet. Do you think that we can find



him?'

"Wecantry," | sad.

We went plunging up the hillsde. Weforgot about the pans. We forgot about the garden and the
vegetables. | forgot about the vomit on my chin. The way was steep and rough. There were trees and
clumps of tangled bushes. There were great ledges of rock we could not climb, but had to skirt. In places
we clawed our way, hanging onto trees or brush to pull ourselves ahead. There were times when we
went on hands and knees.

Asl climbed | asked mysdlf, far in the back of my mind, why there should be so much urgency inthe
Stuation asto send us clawing madly up the hill. For if the house of the immortal man was somewhere on
the hilltop, we could take our time and it still would be there when we reached the crest. And if it were
not, then therewasno senseinit at dl. If it were only the census-taker that we sought, he could even
now be well-hidden or very far away.

But we kept on climbing up that tortuous dope of ground and findly the trees and brush thinned out
and ahead of uswe saw the bald top of the hill and the house that sat on top of it-aweather-beaten
house with the weight and sense of years upon it, but in no way the sort of house in which I'd found the
dead man. A nest picket fence, newly painted white, ran acrossits front and al around it, and there was
aflowering tree, ablaze of pink, beside the door and roses that ran along the fence.

We flopped down on the ground and lay there, panting. The race was won and the house was there.

Findly we sat up and looked at one anSther. Cynthiasaid, "Y ou're asight. Let me clean you up.” She
took a handkerchief out of her jacket pocket and scrubbed my face.

"Thanks," | said when she was through. We got to our feet and walking Side by side, sedately, asif
we might have been invited guests, we went up to the house.

Aswe went through the gate we saw that aman was waiting for us at the door.

"| had feared,” he said, "that you might have changed your mind, that you weren't coming.”

Cynthiasaid, "We aretruly sorry. We were somewhat delayed.”

"It's perfectly al right,” said the man. "Lunch just reached the table.”

Hewasatal man, dender, dressed in dark dacks and alighter jacket. He wore awhite shirt, open
at thethroat. His face was deeply tanned, his hair was wavy white, and he wore a grizzled moustache,
neat and closely clipped.

We went into the house, the three of us. The place was small, but furnished with a graciousness that
would not have been expected. A sideboard stood against one wall and upon it sat ajug. A table stood
in the center of the room, covered with awhite cloth and set with silver and sparkling crystal. Therewere
three places. There were paintings on the wall and a deep-pile carpet on the floor.

"MissLansng, please,”" said our hogt, "if you will St here. And Mr. Carson opposite you. Now we
can begin. The soup'still hot, I'm sure™

There was no one else. There were just the three of us. And surely, | thought, someone other than
our host must have prepared the luncheon, athough there was no evidence of anyone who had, nor of
akitchen, either. But the thought was afleeting one that passed away dmost as soon asit had occurred,
for it wasthe kind of thought that did not fit in with this room or with the tables.

The soup was excdllent, the salad crisp and green, the chops were done to a perfect turn. Thewine
wasapure ddight.

"It may interest you to know," said our gracious host "that | have given some very close thought to
the possibilities of the suggestion you made, not entirely flippantly, | hope, the last time that we met. | find
itamogt intriguing , and amusing thing that it might be possible to package the experiences, not only of
ones Hf, but of other people. Think of the hoard we might then lay up againgt our later, londly years
when dl old friends are gone and the opportunity for new experiences had withered. All we need to do
then isto reach up to ashelf and take down a package that we have bottled or preserved or whatever
the phrase might be, say from ahundred years ago, and uncorking it, enjoy the same experience again, as
sharp and fresh asthefirgt timeit had happened.”

| heard dl thisand was surprised, of course, but not as surprised as | should have been, somewhat
after the fashion of aman who dreams afantasy and knows even as he dreamsit thet it is afantasy, but



onethat seems beyond his power to do anything about.

"I havetried toimagine," said our hogt, "the variousingredients one might wish to compound in such a
package. Beside the bare experienceitsdlf, the context of it, one might say, he should want to capture
and hold al the subsidiary factors which might serve as abackground for it-the sound, the feel of wind
and sun, the cloud floating in the sky, the color and the scent. For such a packaging, to give the desired
results, must be as perfect as one can makeit. It must have dl those e ements which would be vauablein
invoking the totd recall of some event that had taken place many years before. Would you not say so,
Mr. Carson?'

"Yes" | sad, "l suppose | would.”

"I have wondered, too," he went on, "by what criterion one should select the experiencesto be
packaged. Would it be wiseto pick only thejoyful ones or should one mix in afew that are somewnhat
lessthan joyful ? Perhaps it might be well to preserve afew that carried a keen embarrassment, if for no
other reason than to remind one's self to be humble.”

"I think," said Cynthia, "that one should select awide spectrum, being sure, of course, tolay inalarge
supply of the more satisfactory ones. If there should be no later urge to use some of the less satisfactory
onesthey could be safdly left upon the shelf, untouched.”

"Now, do you know," said our hogt, "that had been my thought exactly.”

It was dl so fine and comfortable and friendly, so very civilized. Eveniif it were not true, one wanted
to believeit was, | found mysdf holding my bregth, asif, by bresthing, | might shatter anillusion.

"Thereisanother thing one must take into consderation dso," he said. "Given such an ability, does
one remain satisfied with the harvesting of experiencesin the natural course of life or does one attempt to
creste experiences he has reason to believe may serve himin the future?

"l believe," | told him, "that it might be best to gather as one goes adong, without making any specid
effort. It would seem more honest that way."

"Asan auxiliary todl of this" hesaid, "I have found mysalf speculating upon aworld in which no one
ever grew up. | admit, of course, that it isarather acrobatic feat of thinking, not entirely consistent, to
leap from the one ideato the other. In aworld where one was able to package his experiences, he
merely would be ableto relive at some future time the experiences of the past. But in aworld of the
eternaly young he'd have no need of such packaging.

Each new day would bring the same freshness and the everlasting wonder inherent in the world of
children. There would be no redlization of death and no fear born of the knowledge of the future. Life
would be eterna and there'd be no thought of change. Onewould exist in an everlasting matrix and while
there would be little variation from one day to the next, one would not be aware of thisand thered be no
boredom. But | think | may have dwelled upon this subject for too great alength of time. | have
something here to show you. A recent acquisition.”

He rose from the table and strode over to the sideboard, picking up the jug. He brought it back and
handed it to Cynthia

"Itisahydria” hesad. "A water jug. Sixth-century Athenian, afine example of the black-figure style.
The potter took the red clay and tamed it alittle with an admixture of the yellow and filled out the
engravingswith abrilliant black glaze. If you'll look down &t the base of it, you'll see | the potter's mark."

Cynthiatwisted the jug about. "Hereit is" shesaid. "In trandation,” said our hogt, "it reads
'Nicosthenes made me.™

She handed it across the table to me. It was heavier than I'd thought. Engraved upon itsside, inlaid
with the glaze, astricken warrior lay, with his shield sill strapped upon hisarm, grasping his spear, butt
upon the ground, with the blade pointed upward. Twirling the jug, another figure came into view-another
warrior leaning dgjectedly upon his shield, with his broken spear trailing on the ground. Y ou could see
that he wastired and beaten; fatigue and defeat were etched into every line of him. " Athenian, you say?'
He nodded. "It was amost lucky find. A prime example of the best of Greek ceramics of the period.

Y ou will notice that the figures are stylized. The potters of those days never thought of redlistic accuracy.
They were concerned with ornament, not with form."
Hetook the jug from me and put it back upon the sideboard.



"| fear," said Cynthia, "that we must leave. It isgetting late. It wasalovey lunch.”

It al had been strange before, dthough quite comfortable, but now the strangeness deegpened and
redlity got foggy and | do not recall much more until we were out the door and going through the gate of
the picket fence.

Then the reality came back again and | spun around. The house was there, but it was more
weether-beaten, more ruined than it had seemed. The door stood half open, swinging in the gale that
swept the hilltop and the ridgepol e sagged to give it a swayback 1ook. Panes of glass were broken from
the windows. There was no picket fence or roses, no blooming tree beside the door. .

"We've been had,” | said.

Cynthiagasped. "It wassored," shesad.

Thething that hammered in my brain waswhy he, whoever he had been, had doneit. Why play so
elaborate a piece of magic? Why, when it might have served his purpose better, had he not allowed usto
come upon a deserted and time-ruined house in which it would have been apparent no one had lived for
years? In such acase wed smply have looked it over and then gone away.

| strode up to the door, with Cynthiafollowing, and into the house. Basically it wasthe same asit had
been, dthough no longer nest and gracious. There was no carpet on the floor, no paintings on the wall.
The table stood in the center of the room and the chairs were there, aswe had sat in them, pushed back
the way we'd left them when we'd gotten up to leave. But the table was bare. The sideboard stood
againg thewall and the jug till stood upon it.

| went across the room and picked it up. | carried it to the door where the light was better. It was the
same piece, asfar as| could see, as the one our host had shown us. " Do you know anything of Greek
ceramics?’ | asked Cynthia

"All that | know isthat there was black-figure pottery and red-figure pottery. The black camefirgt.” |
rubbed a thumb across the potter's mark. ™Y ou don't know, then, if thissayswhat he said it did." She
shook her head. "1 know potters used such marks. But | couldn't read one. There's something el se about
it, though. It looks too new, too recent, asif it had come out of the kiln only alittle while ago. It showsno
westhering or aging. Usudly such pottery isfound in excavations. It has been in the soil for years. This
onelooksasif it never had been buried.”

"I don't think it ever has-been buried, | mean,” | said. "The Anachronian would have picked it up at
the time that it was made, or very shortly after, as a prime example of the best work being done. It has
been carefully taken care of asapart of his collection through al the centuries.”

"Y ou think that'swho heis?'

"Who e se could he be? Who e sg, in this battered age, would have a piece like this?'

"But heis so many people. Heisthe census-taker and the distinguished man who had usto lunch and
the other, different kind of man my old ancestor saw."

"I have ahunch,” | said, "he can be anything a al. Or at least make onethink he'sanything at all. |
rather suspect that, as the census-taker, he shows us his actual sdlf.”

"Theninthat case" said Cynthia, "thereis atreasure trove underneath our feet, deegp downin the
rock. All w« have to do isfind the entrance to the tunnd.”

"Yes" | said, "and once we found it, what would we do with it? Just sit around and look at it? Pick
up apiece and fondleit?"

"But now we know whereit is"

"Exactly. If we can get back to our own present, if the shades know wheat they're doing, if therereally
isatime-trap, and if thereis, it doesn't take us ten thousand yearsin- to the future as measured by our
naturd present time..."

"You bdievedl thesethingsyou're saying?"

"Let'ssay this | recognize them as possibilities.”

"And, FHetch, if thereisno time-trap? If were stuck back here?!

"WEell do the best we can. Well find away."

We went out the door and started down the bluff. Below uslay the river and the cornfield, the house
where the dead man lay, the weedy garden by the house.



"I don't think," said Cynthia, "that there will be atime-trap. The shades are no scientidts; they are
bunglers. A fraction of asecond, they said, and then they sent us here”

| grunted at her. Thiswas no timefor talk like that. But she persisted. She put out ahand to stop me
and | turned to face her.

"Fletch," she said, "there hasto be an answer. If thereisno time-trap.”

"Theremay beone” | said.

"But if therésnot?'

"Insuch acase," | said, "well come back to that house down there. Well cleanit out. It'saplaceto
live, there are tools to work with. Well save seed from the garden so we can plant other gardens. Well
fish, well hunt, well live"

"Andyoull love me, Hetch?'

"Yes" | sad, "I'll loveyou. | guess| dready do."

Chapter 19

We went down acrossthe cornfield and | wondered aswe went if Cynthia might be right-not
because O'Gillicuddy and his band were bunglers, but because they were Cemetery. O'Gillicuddy, when
I'd asked him, had carefully pointed out that Cemetery had no hold on them because there was nothing
Cemetery could do againgt them and nothing that they wanted. On the face of it, thiswould seem to be
quite true, but how could one be certain it was true? And what better tool could Cemetery useto get rid
of usthan O'Gillicuddy and histime ability? Surely if we were placed in another time and no way to get
back Cemetery would be certain of no further interference.

| thought of my own pink world of Alden-Cynthiasworld, aswell. | thought of Thorney pacing up
and down his study, talking of the long-lost Anachronians and fuming a the indiscriminate
treasure-hunters who looted primitive sites and robbed archaeol ogists of their chance to study ancient
cultures. And | thought with abit of bitterness of my own fine plansto make a composition of the Earth.
But mostly, | guess, | thought of Cynthia and the rotten deal she'd gotten. She, of dl of us, had had the
least to gain from this wild adventure. She had started out by serving as an errand boy for good old
Thorney and seewhat it had got her.

If there were no time-trap, what could we do other than what 1'd told her we would do? | could think
of nothing eseto do, but it would be ableak life a the best. It was not the kind of life for Cynthia-nor for
me. Winter would be coming soon, most likely, and if there were no time-trap, wed have little time to get
ready for it. Wed have to tough it through somehow, and when spring had come around we ; might have,
by that time, figured out a better way.

| tried to quit thinking about it, for it hadn't happened yet and there might be no need to think of it,
but try as1 might | couldn't seem to get my mind away from it. The very horror of the prospect seemed
to fascinate me.

We came down into theriver valley and waked aong the river until we came to the hollow that led
to the cliff wherewe'd holed up after fleeing from the ghouls. Neither of us were saying anything. Neither
of us, | suspect, trusted ourselves to speak.

We started up the hollow and when we turned the bend just ahead of us, we could see the cliffsand
wed be dmogt there. We'd not have long to wait. Fairly soon we'd know.

We rounded the bend and stopped dead in our tracks.

Standing just this side of the cliffs were two war machines.

There was no mistaking them. | think | would have known what they were in any case, but from
having heard Elmer talk of them so often, | recognized them immediately.

They were huge. They had to be huge, to carry al the armaments they packed. A hundred feet long
at least, and probably half aswide and looming twenty feet or moreinto the air. They stood Side by sde
and they were most unlovely things. There was strength and uglinessin them.



They were monstrous blobs. It made aman shiver just to look at them.

We stood there looking at them and they looked back at us. Y ou could fedl them look.

One of the machines spoke to us-or at least someonein their direction spoke to us. There was no
way to tell which machine was speaking.

"Don't run away," it said. "Don't be frightened of us. We want to talk with you."

"Wewont run," | said. Thered have been little usein running. If they wanted us, they'd haveusina
minute. | was sure of that.

"No onewill listen," said the machine, rather piteoudy.

"Everyone fleesfrom us. We would be friends to the human race, for we oursalves are human.”

"Well ligento you," said Cynthia. "What have you to say?"

"Let usintroduce oursalves,” it said. "I am Joe and the other oneislvan.”

"l am Cynthia," said Cynthia, "and the other oneis Fletcher."

"Why don't you run from us?'

"Because we're not afraid,” said Cynthia. | could tell from the way she said it she was very much
afraid. "Because," | said, "thered be no use of running."

"Wearetwo old veterans," said Joe, "long home from the wars and most desirous of doing what we
can to help rebuild a peaceful world. We have wandered very far and the few humans we have found
have had no interest in what we might do for them. In fact, it seemsthey have agreat aversonto us.”

"That isunderstandable,” | said. "Y ou, or otherslike you, probably shot the hell out of them before
the war cameto an end.”

"We shot the hell out of no one," said Joe. "We never fired ashot in anger. Neither one of us. The
war was done with before we got into it."

"And how long ago wasthat?"

"By the best computation that we have, alittle over fifteen hundred years ago.”

"Areyou sure of that?' | asked.

"Very sure" said Joe. "We can cdculate it more closdly if it meansthat much to you."

"It doesn't matter,” | said. "Fifteen hundred is quite close enough.”

And s, | told myself, O'Gillicuddy's fraction of a second had turned out to be more than eighty
centuries.

" wonder," said Cynthia, "if either one of you recall arobot by the name of Elmer . . ."

"Bme!"

"Yes, Elmer. He said he was a supervisor of some sort on the building of the last of the war
machines.”

"How do you know Elmer? Can you tell me where heis?"

"Wemet him," | sad, "in the future.

"That can't betrue," said Joe. "Y ou do not meet peoplein the future.”

"It'salong story," | said. "WEell tdl it to you sometime."

"But you must tell me now," said Joe. "Elmer isan ancient friend. He worked on me. Not on Ivan.
lvanisaRussan.'

It was quite apparent there was no way to get away from them. lvan hadn't said aword, but Joe was
st to talk. Having finally found someone who would listen to him, he was not about to quit.

"Thereisn't any sense of you standing out there and us Sitting here," said Joe. "Why don't you come
aboard?' A pane did down in hisfront and astairway came telescoping out. When the pand did down it
revealed asmall, lighted room.

"It'samechanic's berth," said Joe. "Place for the mechanicsto stay and be protected if they haveto
work on me. Not that | suspect any of them ever did with any war machine. They never did with me, of
course, but | don't think they did with many of the others, either. When something happened to usit was
usually pretty bad. It took alot to send us running for repairs. By the time we came to run there wasn't
too much left. Few of us, | imagine, ever made it back to home. That was the tradition in those days. Of
course we were salf-repairing, to adegree at least. We could keep ourselvesin operation, but we
couldn't do too much when the damage got too massive. Well, come on aboard.”



"I think it will bedl right,” said Cynthia. | wasn't as sure as shewas.

"Of courseit will bedl right," boomed Joe. "It is quite comfortable. Smdl, but comfortable. If you
are hungry, | have the capacity to mix you nourishment. Not very tasty, | suppose, but with some vaue
asanutrient. A quick snack for our hypothetical mechanic if he should get hungry on thejob.”

"No, thank you very much," said Cynthia. "Wejust now had lunch.”

We climbed the stairs into the room. There was atable in one corner, a double-decker bunk, a
couch dong onewall. We sat down on the couch. The place was, as Joe had said, smdll, but
comfortable.

"Welcome aboard,” said Joe. "l am very glad to have you.”

"Onething you said interessme," said Cynthia. "You said IvanisaRussan.”

"Ah, yes, indeed heis. | suppose you think that the Russian was an enemy, as he surely was. But
how we came together isthe story of our life. Once | had been fitted out and made ready for the war,
loaded with munitions and al equipment tested, | set out across Canada and Alaskafor the Bering Strait,
traveling underwater for afew short milesto reach Siberia. | reported back occasionally on my progress,
but not too often, for to do so might have meant detection. | had been given certain objectives, of course,
and one by one | reached them, to find in every instance they had been neutralized. Shortly after |
reached the first objective | could not raise the homeland and, in fact, after that, | never raised home
base. | was quite cut off. At first | thought it was only atemporary failure of communications, but after a
time concluded that there was something much more significant than communication failure. | wondered if
my country had been findly beaten to itsknees or if the few military centers might have gone even deeper
underground, but whatever might be the reason for thefailure, | told mysdlf, | would carry out my duty. |
was a patriot, atrue-blue patriot. Y ou understand the term?’

"l am ahigtory student,” Cynthiatold him. "I understand the concept.”

"So, driven by my bitter patriotism, | went on. | visited al my assigned objectives and they all had
been reduced. | did not stop there. | prowled, seeking what in those days were called targets of
opportunity. | monitored the atmaosphere for sgnasthat might betray hidden bases. But there were no
sgnals, neither ours nor theirs. There were no targets of opportunity. At times. | came upon small
communities of people who ran or hid from me. | did not bother them. Astargets, they were too
inggnificant. Y ou do not use anuclear chargeto kill ahundred people. Especidly when the death of
those hundred would have no possible tactica advantage. All | found were ruined citiesin which ill
might livetiny, pitiful huddles of humanity. | found ablasted countryside, greet craters, miles across,
blasted to the bedrock, drifting clouds of poison, miles of once-rich land reduced to nothing-occas onal
clumps of dead or dying trees and not a blade of grass. Thereisno way to tell you how it was, no way
for you to imagine how it might have been.

"So | turned homeward, going dowly, for there was no hurry now and | had much to think aboui. |
shdl not bur-den you with the thoughts, the sorrow, and the guilt. | was a patriot no longer. | had been
cured of patriotism.”

"Thereisonething that puzziesme," | said. "I know there is more than one of you-human beings, that
is. Perhaps severd of you. Y et you speak of yourself asl."

"Therewas at onetime," Joe said, "five of us, five men who were willing to sacrifice their bodies and
their positions as human beings to man awar machine. There was a professor of mathematics, amost
distinguished scholar; amilitary man, agenerd of the armies; an astronomer of considerable repute, a
former stockbroker, and the last amost unlikely choice, one might think-a poet.”

"And you are the poet?'

"No," said Joe. "l don't know what | am. | think | am al five of ustogether. We are separate minds
no longer. We have become, in some strange way we cannot understand, asingle mind. | am amazed at
timesthat |, asthissingle mind, till can recognize myself as one or another of the five of us, but each time
| have this sense of recognition it is not actualy the recognition of another, but rather of mysdlf. Asif
interchangeably and at different times| can be any one of us. But mostly | am not any one of us, but dl of
ustogether.

"It isthe samewith Ivan, dthough there were only four of him. But now therelikewiseisonly one of



hm."

"We areleaving lvan out of the conversation,” said Cynthia.

"Not at dl,” said Joe. "Heisamogt active listener. He could spesk ether for himsdlf or through me if
he had the wish. Do you wish so, Ivan?'

A deeper, thicker voice said, "Y ou tdlsit so well, Joe. Why don't you go ahead?"

"Wedll, as| wastelling you," said Joe, "I was heading home, | had cometo astretch of prairie that
seemed to go on forever. Steppe-land, | suppose. It was bleak and lonely and there seemed no end to it.
It wasthere that | spotted old Ivan, here. He was far away and not much more than a speck, but when |
used atelescopic optic, | knew what he was-an enemy of mine. Although, to tell the truth, by that timeit
was rather difficult to think in terms of enmity. Rather, | felt athrill at just knowing that out there on the
plain was something like myself. Strange identity, perhaps, but identity. Ivan told melater that he had
much the same reaction, but the point was that neither one of us could know what the other thought. So
we both began maneuvering and we both were rather tricky. There were acouple of timeswhen | had
Ivanin my sights and could have unloaded on him, but something held me back and | couldn't do it. Ivan,
for some screwy Russian reason, has never been willing to admit that the same thing happened with
regard to me, but | am sureit did. Ivan was too good awar machine for it not to happen. But, anyway,
there were the two of us, sashaying back and forth, and after aday or two of this, it got ridiculous. So |
sad something to this effect: OK, let's break it off. We know damn well neither of uswantsto fight.
Weé're probably the only two surviving war machines and the war is over and thereis no longer any need
of fighting, so why can't we be friends. Old Ivan, he didn't protest none, dthough it took alittle timefor
him to agreetoit, but findly he did. We rumbled straight toward one another, moving dow and easy, until
we bumped noses. And we just sat there, nose to nose, and we stayed there, | don't know how
long-maybe days or months or years. There wasn't redlly anything that we could do. The jobswed had
had disappeared. There wasin the entire world no longer any need of war machines. So we stayed out
on that God-forsaken plain, the only living things there were for miles around, with our noses bumped
together. We talked and we got to know one another so well that finaly for long periods there was no
need to talk.

It was good just to Sit there, doing nothing, thinking nothing, saying nothing, nose to nose with Ivan. It
was enough that we were together, that we were not done. It may seem strange to say that two ungainly,
ugly machines got to be friends, but you must remember that while we might be machines, we gtill were
human beings. At that time we were not single minds. We were five minds and four minds, nine mindsal
together, and al of uswereintelligent and well-educated men and there was alot to talk about.

"But findly both of us began to see how footless and how pointlessit wasjust to Stay Stting there.
We began to wonder if there might be people in the world that we could help. If man was going to
recover from what thewar had left, he would need dl the help that he could get. Among the nine of us
we had alot of savvy, of akind that man might need, and each of uswas a source of power and energy if
ways could be found for man to make use of that power and energy.

"lvan said there was no use going west. Asawas finished, he said, and he'd roamed through enough
of Europeto know it wasfinished, too. No socia organization of any kind was | eft there. There might be
scattered bands of men aready sunk in savagery, but not enough of them to form any sort of economic
base. So we headed east, for America, and there, in places, we found little scattered settlements-not too
many, but afew-where man was dowly getting on hisfeet, at apoint where he could use the kind of help
we had to offer. But so far we have been of no help a al. Thelittle settlementswill not listento us. They
run screaming for the woods whenever we show up and no matter how wetry to tell them we're only
thereto help they will not respond in any way at dl. Y ou two are the first humans who would talk with
us"

"Thetroublewith that,” | told him, "isthat talking to uswill do little good. We aren't of thistime. We
arefromthefuture”

"I remember now," said Joe. "Y ou said that you knew Elmer from the future. Whereis ElImer now?"

"Asof right now, heis somewhere among the gars.”

"The stars? How could old Elmer . . ."



"Listentome," | said. "Let metry totell you. Once it became apparent what was about to happen to
the Earth, alot of people went out to the stars. One shipload of them would colonize one planet and
another shipload another. After some ten thousand years of this, there are an awful lot of humansliving on
an awful lot of planets. The people who were recruited for the star-trips were the educated, the skilled,
the technologica people, the kind of people who would be needed to establish a colony in space. What
were |eft were the uneducated, the untrained, the unskilled. That iswhy, evenin thistime, the settlements
you have been trying to help need the help so badly. That probably iswhy they refuse your help. What is
left isthe equivaent of the peasants, the neéer-do-wdlls. . ."

"But old Elmer, he wasn't redlly people. . ."

"He was agood mechanic. A new colony would need folkslike him. So he went dong."”

"Thismatter of Elmer in the future and of people fleeing into space,” said Joe, "isamogt intriguing
thing. But how come you are here? Y ou said that you would tell us. Why don't you just settle back and
tell usnow?'

It wasjust like old-home week. It was al so good and friendly. Joe was anice guy and lvan wasn't
bad. For thefirst time since we had hit the planet, it wasredlly nice.

So we settled back and between the two of us, first me, then Cynthia, and then me again, wetold our
story to them.

"This Cemetery busness still must bein thefuture" said Joe. "Thereisno 9gn of Cemetery yet"

"It will come," | said. "l wish | could recall the date when it was started. Perhaps | never knew.”

Cynthia shook her head. "I don't know, either.”

"Therésonething | am glad to know about,” said Joe. "This matter of alubricant. It was something
we were a bit concerned about. We know that in time well need it and we had hoped we could contact
some people who would be able to supply uswithit. If they could get their hands on the crude and
supply it to us, we could manage to refineit to a point whereit could be used. There wouldn't haveto be
alot of it. But we haven't been having too much luck with people.”

"Youll get it, dl refined and ready, according to your specifications, from Cemetery,” | told him. "But
don't pay the pricethey ask."

"WEell pay no price," said Joe. "They sound like top-grade lice.

"They aredl of that," | said. "And now we haveto go."

"To keep your gppointment with the future.”

"Thatisright,” | said. "And if it happens aswe hopeit will, it would be nice to find you there and
waiting for us. Do you think you could manage that?"

"Give usthedate" said Joe, so | gave him the date.

"WEell bethere," he said.

Aswe gtarted down the ladder, he said, "L ook, if it doesn't work. If there's no time-trap there. Well,
if that should happen, there's no need to go back to that shack. Horrible job, you know, cleaning it up,
dead man and dl of that. Why not come and live with us? It's nothing very fancy, but well be glad to
have you. We could go south for winter and . . ."

"Thanks, wewill," said Cynthia. "It would be very nice."

We went on down the ladder and started walking up the hollow. The cleft in the dliff lay just ahead
and before we reached it, we turned around to look back at our friends. They had switched around so
that they were facing us and we raised our hands to them, then went toward the cleft.

Wewere dmogt in the cleft when the surging wave that wasn't water hit us, and asit receded, we
stood shaken and in dismay.

For we stood, not in the hollow aswe remembered it, but in the Cemetery.

Chapter 20

The cliff was till there, with the twisted cedars growing on itsface, and the hillswere there and the
valey that ran between them. But it was wilderness no longer. The stream had been confined between



walls of lain rock, done most tastefully, and the greensward, clipped to carpet smoothness, ran from the
foot of the cliff out to the rock-work channel. Monuments stood in staggered rows and there were
clumps of evergreen and yew.

| felt Cynthiaclose against me, but | didn't look at her. Right then | didn't want to look at her. | tried
to keep my voice steady. " The shades have messed it up again,” | said.

| tried to compute how long it might take for the cemetery to stretch from its boundary as we'd found
it to this place and the answer had to be many centuries-perhaps as far into the future aswe had been
sent to the past.

"They couldn't bethisbad at it," said Cynthia. "They smply couldn't be. Once maybe, but not twice
inarow."

"They sold usout,”" | said.

"But they could have sold usout,” she said, "when they sent us so far back into the past. Why should
we be sold out twice? If they smply wanted to get rid of us, they could have left uswhere we were. In
such a case, there would have been no time-trap. Fletch, it makes no senseat dl.”

Shewasright, of course. | hadn't thought of that. It did smply make no sense.

"It must be" | said, "just their dab-sdedness”

| looked around the sweep of Cemetery.

"We might have been better off,” | said, "if we had stayed with Joe and Ivan. We'd have had aplace
where we could have lived and away to travel. We could have gone with them everywhere they went.
They would have been good company, | don't know what we have here."

"l won't cry," sad Cynthia. "I'll be damned if | will cry. But | fed likeit."

| wanted to take her in my arms, but | didn't. If | had touched her, she would have busted out in
tears.

"We could seeiif the census-taker's placeiswhereit was," | said. "'l don't think it will be, but we can
have alook. If | know Cemetery they will have evicted him."

We waked down the hollow and the walking was easy. It was like walking on a carpet. Therewas
no uneven ground, no boulders that we had to dodge around. There were just the monuments and the
clumps of evergreen and yew.

| glanced at some of the dates on the monuments and there was no way of telling, of course, how
recent they might have been, but the dates | saw were evidence that we were at least thirty centuries
beyond the time we'd hoped to reach. For some reason, Cynthia paid no attention to the dates, and |
didn't mention them. Although, cometo think of it, perhaps she did and made no mention of them, either.

We reached the river and it seemed much the same as it had before, except that the trees that had
grown dong its banks were gone to give way to the monuments and landscaping that marked the
Cemetery.

| waslooking at theriver, thinking of how, in spite of dl events, some things manage to endure. The
river il flowed on, tumbling down the land between the hills, and there was no one who could stay its
hurry or reduceitsforce.

Cynthiacaught my arm.

She was excited. "Hetch, isn't that where we found the census-taker's house?' She was pointing
toward the bluffs and when | looked where she was pointing, | gasped at what | saw. Not that ; there
was anything about it that should have made me gasp. Except, perhaps, the utter beauty of it. What took
my breath away, | am sure, was how the entire scene had changed. We had seen the place (in our own
time bracket) only hours before. Then it had been awilderness-thick woods running down to theriver,
with the roof of the house in which the dead man lay barely showing through the trees, and with the bare,
knob-like blufftops shouldering the Sky. Now it was al neat and green and very civilized, and atop the
bluff where had stood the little weather-beaten house where we had enjoyed lunch with acharming
gentleman now stood a building that came out of adream. It was dl white stone, but with afragileair
about it that seemed to rule out the use of stone. It lay low againgt the blufftop and its front had three
porches supported by fairy pillarsthat, from this distance, seemed to be pencil-thin and narrow,



rainbow-flashing windows dl dong itslength. A flight of long sairsran down to theriver.

"Doyou think ..." she asked, stopping in mid-sentence.

"Not the census-taker,” | said. "Hed never build aplace like that.”

For the census-taker was alurker, ahider, ascurrier. He scurried all about, trying very hard to make
sure that no one saw him, and snatched from benegath their noses those little artifacts (not yet artifacts, but
atifacts at sometimein the future) that would tell the story of those he was hiding from.

"But it iswhere hishousewas."

"Soitis" | said, at alossfor anything esethat | might say.

Wewaked aong theriver, not hurrying but looking at the place atop the bluff, finaly coming to the
place where the stairs came down to theriver, ending on the riverbank with a plaza paved with great
blocks of stone, with room made here and there, for plantings of-what € se?-yew and evergreen.

We stood side by side, like a couple of frightened children confronted by athing of special wonder,
looking up theflight of stairsto the gleaming wonder that stood atop the bl uff.

"Know what thisreminds me of," said Cynthia. "The stairway up to Heaven."

"How could it? Y ou've never seen the stairway up to Heaven."

"Well, it looks the way the old ones wrote about it. Except there should be trumpets sounding.”

"Do you think that you can make it without the trumpets sounding?’

"I think," shesaid, "itislikey that | can."

| wondered what it was that was making her so lighthearted. Myself, | was too puzzled and upset to
be the least lighthearted. The entire thing was pretty, if you cared for prettiness, but | didn't like
particularly the placement of the building where the census-taker's house had been. That there must be
some connection between the two of them seemed areasonable conclusion and | found myself hard put
to arrive at that connection.

The stairway was along one and rather steep and we took our time. We had the stairway to
ourselves, for there was no one el se about, athough ashort time earlier there had been three or four
people standing on one of the porches of the building.

The airs at the blufftop ended in another plaza, much larger than the one at the river's edge, and we
waked across this toward the centra porch. Up close, the building was even more beautiful than it had
been at adistance. The stone was snowy white, the architectural lineswere refined and delicate, and
there was about the whole of it asort of reverentiad aura. No lettering was scul ptured anywhereto tell
onewhat it was and | found myself wondering, in adumb, benumbed sort of way, exactly what it was.

The porch opened into afoyer, frozen in that hushed dimness that one associates with museums or
with picture gdleries. A glassed-in case stood in the center of the room, with alight playing on the object
standing in the case. Two guards were standing by the door that led off the foyer-or | supposed that they
were guards, for they wore uniforms. Echoing from deep inside the building could be heard the muffled
sound of footfallsand of voices.

We came up to the case and there, Sitting in it, was that very jug that we had been shown at lunch. It
had to be the same, | told mysdlf. No other warrior could have leaned so dejectedly upon hisshield, no
other broken spear trail quite so defeated on the ground.

Cynthia had leaned down to stare into the case and now she rose. "The potter's mark isthe same,”
shesad. "l am sure of that."

"How can you be so sure? Y ou can't read Greek. Y ou said you couldn't.”

"That'strue, but you can make out the name. Nicosthenes. It must say Nicosthenes made me."

"He might have made alot of them," | said. | don't know why | argued. | don't know why | fought
againgt the dmost certain knowledge that here was the very piece that had stood on the sideboard in the
census-taker's house.

"l ansurehedid,” she said. "He must have been afamous potter. This must have been amasterpiece
for the census-taker to have selected it. And no potter, once he'd made one, would duplicate a
masterpiece. It probably was made for some great man of thetime. . ."

"Perhapsfor the census-taker.”



"Yes" shesad. "That'sright. Perhapsfor the census-taker."

| was so interested in the jug that | did not notice one of the guards had moved over toward me until
he spoke.

"You, | think," he said, "must be Fletcher Carson. Isthat true?'

| straightened up to facehim. "Yes" | sad, "l am, but how didyou. . ."

"And thelady with you isMissLansng?"

"Yes dheis”

"l wonder if the two of you would be so kind as to come with me."

"l don't understand,” | said. "Why should we go with you?'

"Thereisan old friend who would like to spesk with you."

"That isabsurd,” said Cynthia "We have no friends a al. Not here, we haven't.”

"l should hateto ingst,” said the guard, spesking very gently.

"Perhapsit'sthe census-taker,” Cynthiasaid.

| asked the guard, "A little guy with arag-doll face and a prissy mouth?"

"No," said theguard. "Not likethat at all."

Hewaited for us and we stepped around the display case and went aong with him.

Heled usdown along corridor that was lined with other display cases and tables where many items
were negtly arranged and labeled, but we moved dong so smartly that | had no chance to make out any
of them. Some distance down the corridor, the guard stopped at a door and knocked. A voicetold him
to comein.

He opened the door to let us through, then closed the door behind us, not entering himself. We stood
just inside the door and looked at the thing-not aman, but athing-that sat behind a desk.

"So hereyou are," said the thing. ™Y ou took your timein coming. | had begun to fear that you would
not come, that the plan had gone awry."

The voice came out of what seemed to be the mechanical equivaent of ahuman head, attached to
what might be roughly described as the equivaent of ahuman body. A robot, but not like any robot | had
ever seen-not like Elmer, not like any honest robot. A frankly mechanical contraption that made no redl
concession to the human form.

"You'retaking nonsense,”" | said. "We are here. The guard brought us. Would it betoo muchtoask .

"Not at al," said the thing behind the desk. "We knew one another long ago. | suppose you may be
pardoned for not recognizing me, for | have changed considerably. Y ou once knew me as Ramsay

OGillicuddy.”

It seemed outrageous on the face of it, of course, but there was something in that voice that dmost
made methink so.

"Mr. O'Gillicuddy," said Cynthia, "thereis one thing you must tell me. How many meta wolveswere
there?"

"Why, that's an easy one," said O'Gillicuddy. "There were three of them. Elmer killed two of them
and only onewas | &ft.”

He motioned at chairs set before the desk. "And now that you have tested me, please sit down. We
have catching up to do."

When we were seated, he said, "Wll, thisis very cheerful and cozy and it iswonderful that you are
here. We had it al planned out and it seemed to be so fool proof, but in temporal matters one can never
be entirely sure. | shudder at the thought of what would have happened if you had not arrived. And |
have every right to shudder, for | know exactly what would have happened. Thisall would have if
disappeared. Although, cometo think of it, that's not exactly right ..."

"By the phrase, dl this" | said, "I suppose you mean thisisamuseum. It isamuseum, isit not,
housing the collection of the census-taker?"

"Then you know about the census-taker?'

"Y ou might say we guess=d.”



"Of course,” O'Gillicuddy said, "you would have. Y ou both are quite astute.”

"Where isthe census-taker now?"' asked Cynthia. "We had hoped to find him here."

"Once he had seen his callections housed,” said O'Gillicuddy, "this collection and the origina and
much larger collection recovered fromits hiding place in the old Balkans area, he took off for the planet
Alden to lead an expedition of archaeologiststo his old home planet. Not having heard from it or any of
hisfellowsfor many centuries, heis convinced that his race has disappeared, for one of the many reasons
which might bring about the disappearance of arace. So far we have had no word of the expedition. We
await it anxioudy."

e

"Mysdlf and adl the rest of my brother shades."

"Youmeanyouredl likethis?'

"Yes, of course" hesaid. "It was apart of the bargain that we made. But | forget you do not know
about the agreement. | shall havetotell you." We waited to be told.

"It goesthisway," he said, getting down to business. "From here well send you back to your own
present time, to that temporal moment you would have expected to arrive at if the time-trap had worked
asl saditwould. .."

"But you bungled then,” | said, "and you will bunglenow and . . ."

Heraised ametdlic hand to silence me. "We never bungled,” he said. "We did what we intended.
We brought you here, because if we had not brought you here the plan would not have worked. If you
were not here to have the plan unfolded, you'd not know what to do. But going back with the planin
mind, you can bring thisal about.”

"Now, wait aminute there,” | protested. ™Y ou're getting thisal tangled up. Thereisno sense. . ."

"Thereisan amazing lot of sensetoit,” hesaid. "It worksthisway. Y ou werein the distant past and
we bring you forward to this future so you can be told the plan, then you'll be sent back to your present
S0 you can implement the plan that will make it possible for the future you now occupy to happen.”

| jumped to my feet and banged the desk. "'l never have heard so damn much foolishnessin al my
life," | shouted. "Y ou've got time al tangled up. How can we be brought into afuture that won't exist
unlesswe arein our present to do whatever damn fool thing we have to do to make this future happen?!

O'Gillicuddy was somewhat smug about it. "1 admit,” he said, "that it may seem dightly strange. But
when you think of it, you will perceive thelogic of it. Now we're going to send you back intime.. . ."

"Missing your mark," | said, "by severa thousand years. . ."

"Not at dl," said O'Gillicuddy. "WEéll hit it on the nose. We no longer depend upon mere psychic
ability. We now have amachine, atempora selector, that can send you anywhere you wish, to the small
part of asecond. Its development was a part of the bargain that was made.”

"You tak about plans” said Cynthia, "and bargains. It might help alittleif you tell uswhat they are.”

"Given haf achance" said O'Gillicuddy, "I would be charmed to do so. We will send you back to
your tempora present and you will go back to Cemetery and see Maxwell Peter Bdll . . ."

"And Maxwell Peter Bdll will throw me out upon my ear,” | said, "and maybe. . ."

"Not," said O'Gillicuddy, "if you have two war machines standing just outside, loaded for bear and
ready. They'll makeadl the difference.”

"But how can you be sure the war machines. . ."

"Y ou asked them, didn't you, to be at a certain place a a certain time?"

"Yes, wedid," | said.

"All right, then. Y ou will see Maxwell Peter Bell and you will let him know that you can prove heis
using Cemetery asacachefor smuggled artifactsand you will tdl him . . ."

"But smuggling artifactsis not againg the law.”

"No, of courseit's not. But can you imagine what will happen to Mother Earth's carefully polished
imageif it should be known what isbeing done? There would be asmell not only of dishonesty but of
ghoulery about it that would take them yearsto wipe away, if they ever could.”

"It might work," | said, somewhat reluctant to admit it. 'Y ou will explain to him most carefully,” sad
OGillicuddy, "being sure he does not mistake your meaning or intent, that you might just possibly find it



unnecessary to say anything about it if he should agreeto certain actions.”

O'Gillicuddy counted the actions on hisfingers, one by one. "Cemetery will agreeto donateto Alden
Univergty dl itsholdingsin artifacts, being very vigilant in recovering and turning over al that they have
hidden, and henceforth will desist from any dedling in them. Cemetery will provide the necessary shipping
to trangport the artifacts to Alden and immediately will implement the establishment of regular passenger
service to Earth at arate consistent with other travel fares throughout the galaxy, providing reasonably
priced accommodations for tourists and Pilgrimswho may wish to visit Earth. Cemetery will establish and
maintain museums to house the collection of historic artifacts collected since mankind's beginning by a
certain devoted student who is designated by the name of Ronex from the planet Abernax. Cemetery will

"That isthe census-taker?' Cynthia asked.

"That isthe census-taker,” said O'Gillicuddy, "and now if | might proceed . . ."

"Therésonething,” said Cynthia, "that ill bothers me alot What about Wolf? Why should hefirst
be hunting usand then ... ."

"Woalf," said O'Gillicuddy, "was not exactly ameta wolf. He was one of the census-taker's robots
that had been infiltrated into Cemetery's wolf pack. The census-taker, as you must understand, was no
onesfool, and he kept ahand in dmost everything transpiring on the Earth. And now if | may proceed . .

"Please do,” said Cynthia.

O'Gillicuddy went on, counting off the points on hisfingers. "Cemetery isto contribute fundsand al
necessary resourcesto a. research program aimed a areliable system of tempora travel. Cemetery
likewiseisto contribute al necessary funds and resources to another research program aimed at
discovering and devel oping amethod by which human persondities can be transferred in their entireties
to arobotic brain and once such amethod is devel oped the first objects of such transfers shall be agroup
of beings known as shades now existing on the planet Earthand . . ."

"That'show you. . ." said Cynthia

"That's how | came to be as you see me now. But to go on. Cemetery shal agree to the gppointment
of agaactic watchdog commission which will not only seeto it that the provisions of this agreement are
carried out, but which shall, in perpetuity, examine Cemetery's books and actions and make
recommendations for the conducting of its business.”

He cameto a stop.

"Andthat isit?" | asked.

"That isit,” hetold me. "1 hope we thought of everything."

"I believeyou did," | told him. "Now, if Cemetery will only buy it."

" think they dready have," said O'Gillicuddy. "Y ou are here, aren't you? And | am hereand the
museum’s here and the tempora sdector iswaiting for you.”

"Y ou thought of everything," said Cynthia, with some scorn and anger. "Thereis one thing you forgot.
What about Hetcher's composition? How could you have forgotten that? If it hadn't been for his dream
of making acomposition, none of thiswould have come about. Y ou don't know how he worked for it
and dreamed of itand . . ."

"| thought you might ask that,” said O'Gillicuddy. "If you'll just Step acrossthe hdl to the auditorium .

"Y ou mean you haveit herel”

"Of coursewe haveit here. Mr. Carson and Bronco did asplendid job of it. It isamasterpiece. It
haslived dl theseyears. It will liveforever."

| shook my head, bewildered.

"What's the matter, Mr. Carson?' asked O'Gillicuddy. "Y ou should be very pleased.”

"Don't you see what you've done," said Cynthia, angrily, her eyesbright with tears. "Experiencing it
would spoil it al. How could you possibly suggest that he see and hear and fed awork he has not even
done? Y ou should not have told him. Now it will dways bein the back of hismind that he must creaste a
masterpiece. He wasn't even thinking about a masterpiece. He was just planning to do acompetent piece



of work and now you. . ."

| put out ahand to stop her. "It'sdl right,” | said. "I'll know, of course. But Bronco will be there with
me. Hell keep meto the mark.”

"Wel, insuch acase" said O'Gillicuddy, rising, "thereisjust one more thing for you to do before you
go back to your time. There are some friends waiting outside to say hello to you."

He came spidering around the table on his unhuman legs attached to his unhuman body and we
followed him out the door, down the corridor, and across the foyer.

They werelined up outside the porch, thefive of them, waiting there for us-the war machines, Elmer
and Bronco and Wolf.

It was alittle awkward. We stood on the porch, looking at them and they looked back at us.

"WEell bewaiting for you when you go back," said Elmer. "WEéll dl bewaiting for you."

"| can understand the war machines being there," said Cynthia. "We asked them to meet us, but you .

"Wolf came and got us," said Bronco.
"How could he?' | asked. "Y ou were out to get him. Y ou'd aready gotten two of hisfellowsand . .

"Heplay it cute," said Bronco. "He maketo play with us. He romp al around us, keeping out of
reach. Helay down on hisback and kick hislegsin air. He grin a us with teeth. Wefigure he want usto
follow him. He make it seem important.”

Wolf grinned at us-with teeth.

"It'stimeto go," said O'Gillicuddy. "We only wanted you to be sure they would be waiting for you."

Weturned and followed him back into the building.

| said to Cynthia, "It will soon be over for you. Y ou can go back to Alden and fill Thorney inwith
everything that happened..."

"I'm not going back," she said.

"Butl dontsee..."

"You'll be going on with your composition. Would you have room for an gpprentice assstant?’

"I think | would," | said.

"Y ou remember, FHetch, what you told me when we thought we were trapped back therein time?
Y ou said that you would love me. | intend to hold you to that "

| reached out and found her hand.

| wanted to be held toit.

The End...Mool



