"CH LD OF THE SUN'
Lei gh Brackett

Eric Fal ken stood utterly still, staring down at his | eashed and hel pl ess
hands on the controls of the spaceship Fal con

The red lights on his indicator panel showed Hiltonist ships in a
t hr ee- di mensi onal hal f-nmoon, above, behind, and bel ow him Pincer jaws,
cl osing fast.

The animal instinct of escape prodded him but he couldn't obey. He had fue
enough for one last burst of speed. But there was no way through that ring of
shi ps. Tractor-beans, criss-crossing between them would net the Falcon like a
fish.

There was no way out ahead, either. Mercury was there, harsh and bitter in the
naked bl aze of the sun. The ships of Gantry Hilton, President of the
Federation of Wbrlds, inventor of the Psycho-Adjuster, and ruler of nen's
soul s, were herding himdown to a | anding at the |onely Spaceguard out post.

A |l andi ng he couldn't dodge. And then .

For Paul Avery, a choice of death or Happi ness. For hinself and Sheila Moore,
there was no choice. It was death.

The red lights blurred before Fal ken's eyes. The throb of the plates under his
feet faded into distance. He'd stood at the controls for four chrononeter
days, ever since the Hiltonists had chased himup from Losangl es, back on

Eart h.

He knew it was because he was exhausted that he couldn't think, or stop the
ni ght mare of the past days fromtranping through his brain, hanmmering the
i ncessant question at him How?

How had the Hiltonists traced hi m back from New York? Paul Avery, the
Unregenerate recruit he went to get, had passed a rigid psycho-search—which
incidentally, revealed the finest brain ever to come to the Unregenerate
cause. He couldn't be a spy. And he'd spoken to no one but Fal ken

Yet they were traced. Hiltonist Black Guards were busy now, destroying the
| ast avenues of escape from Earth, avenues that he, Fal ken, had | ed them
t hr ough.

But how? He knew he hadn't given hinself away. For thirty years he'd been
spiriting Unregenerates away from Gantry H lton's stronghol ds of Peace and
Happi ness. He was too old a hand for bl unders.

Yet, sonehow, the Black Guards caught up with them at Losangl es, where the
Fal con | ay hi dden. And, sonmehow, they got away, with a starving green-eyed
girl naned Kitty .

"Not Kitty," Falken nuttered. "Kitty's Happy. Hilton took Kitty, thirty years
ago. On our wedding day."

A starving wai f named Sheila More, who begged himfor hel p, because he was
Eric Fal ken and alnost a god to the Unregenerates. They got away in the
Fal con, but the Hiltonist ships followed.

Driven, hopeless flight, desperate effort to shake pursuit before he was too



close to the Sun. Tine and again, using precious fuel and accel erations that
tried even his tough body, Falken thought he had escaped.

But they found himagain. It was uncanny, the way they found him
Now he couldn't run any nore. At least he'd led the Hiltonists away fromthe
pitiful starving holes where his people hid, on the outer planets and barren

asteroids and dark derelict hulks floating far outside the travel ed | anes.

And he'd kill hinself before the Hiltonist psycho-search could pick his brain
of information about the Unregenerates. Kill hinself, if he could wake up

He began to | augh, a drunken, ragged chuckle. He couldn't stop |aughing. He

clung to the panel edge and | aughed until the tears ran down his scarred, dark
face.

"Stop it," said Sheila More. "Stop it, Falken!"

"Can't. It's funny. We live in hell for thirty years, we Unregenerates,
fighting Hltonism W're |icked, now W were before we started.

"Now | 'mgoing to die so they can suffer hell a few weeks nore. It's so dammed

funny!"
* * %

Sl eep dragged at him Sleep, urgent and powerful. So powerful that it seened
like an outside force gripping his mnd. H's hands rel axed on the panel edge.

"Fal ken," said Sheila More. "Eric Fal ken!"

Sone steely thing in her voice | ashed himerect again. She crouched on the
shel f bunk against the wall, her feral green eyes blazing, her thin body taut
inits torn green silk.

"You' ve got to get away, Fal ken. You've got to escape."

He had stopped | aughi ng. "Wy?" he asked dully.

"W need you, Falken. You're a | egend, a hope we cling to. If you give up
what are we to go on?"

She rose and paced the narrow deck. Paul Avery watched her fromthe bunk on
the opposite wall, his anber eyes dull with the deep weariness that slackened
hi s broad young body.

Fal ken wat ched her, too. The terrible urge for sleep hammered at him bowed
his grey-shot, savage head, drew the strength fromhis | ean nmuscles. But he
wat ched Sheila More.

That was why he had risked his life, and Avery's, and broken Unregenerate | aw
to save her, unknown and untested. She bl azed, sonmehow. She stabbed his brain
with the sane cold fire he had felt after Kitty was taken from him

"You' ve got to escape," she said. "W can't give up, yet."

Her voice was distant, her rawgold hair a detached haze of |ight. Darkness
crept on Fal ken's brain.

"How?" he whi spered.



"I don't know . . . Falken!" She caught himw th thin painful fingers.
"They're driving you down on Mercury. Why not trick then? Wiy not go—beyond?"

He stared at her. Even he woul d never have thought of that. Beyond the orbit
of Mercury there was only death.

Avery leaped to his feet. For a startled instant Falken's brain cleared, and
he saw the trapped, wild terror in Avery's face.

"W'd die," said Avery hoarsely. "The heat

Sheila faced him "We' 1l die anyway, unless you want Psycho- Change. Wy not
try it, Eric? Their instruments won't work close to the Sun. They may even be
afraid to follow. "

The wiry, febrile force of her beat at them "Try, Eric. W have nothing to
| ose.”

Paul Avery stared fromone to the other of themand then to the red lights
that were ships. Abruptly he sank down on the edge of his bunk and dropped his
broad, fair head in his hands. Fal ken saw the cords |ike drawn harp-strings on
t he backs of them

"I . . . can't," whispered Fal ken. The command to sl eep was once nore a vast
shout in his brain. "I can't think."
"You must!" said Sheila. "If you sleep, we'll be taken. You won't be able to

kill yourself. They'll pick your brain enpty. Then they' Il Hiltonize you with
t he Psycho- Adj uster.

"They'll blank your brain with electric inmpulses and then transmt a whol e new
menory-pattern, even shifting the thought-circuits so that you won't think the
same way. They'll change your netabolism your glandul ar bal ance, your

pi gment ati on, your face, and your fingerprints."

He knew she was recounting these things deliberately, to force himto fight.
But still the weak darkness shrouded him

"Even your name will be gone," she said. "You'll be placid and lifeless,
| azing your life away, just one of Hlton's cattle." She took a deep breath
and added, "Like Kitty."

He caught her shoul ders, then, grinding the thin bone of them "How did you
know?"

"That night, when you saw ne, you said her name. Perhaps | made you think of
her. | know how it feels, Eric. They took the boy I |loved away fromne."

He clung to her, the blue distant fire in his eyes taking life fromthe hot,
green blaze of hers. There was iron in her. He could feel the spark and cl ash
of it against his mnd.

"Talk to me," he whispered. "Keep ne awake. "Il try.
Waves of sleep clutched Fal ken with physical hands. But he turned to the
control panel

The bitter blaze of Mercury stabbed his bl oodshot eyes. Red lights hemmed him
in. He couldn't think. And then Sheila More began to tal k. Standi ng behind
him her thin vital hands on his shoulders, telling himthe story of



H | toni sm

"Gantry Hilton's Psycho-Adjuster was a good thing at first. Through the
mappi ng and artificial blanking of brain-waves and the use of

el ectro-hypnoti sm+the transm ssion of thought-patterns directly to the

brai n—+t cured non-lesional insanity, neuroses, and crimnal tendencies. Then
at the end of the Interplanetary War "

Red lights closing in. How could he get past the Spaceguard battery? Sheila's
voi ce fought back the darkness. Speed, that was what he needed. And nore guts
than he'd ever had to use in his life before. And |uck

"Keep tal king, Sheila. Keep nme awake."
" Hi | ton booned his discovery. The people were worn out with six years
of struggle. They wanted Hiltonism Peace and Happi ness. The passion for
escape fromlife drove themlike lunatics.”

He found the energency lever and thrust it down. The |ast ounce of hoarded
power slammed into the rocket tubes. The Fal con reared and staggered.

Then she shot straight for Mercury, with the thin high scream of tortured
nmetal shivering along the cabin walls.

Spaceshel | s burst. They shook the Fal con, but they were far behind. The ring
of red lights was falling away. Acceleration tore at Fal ken's body, but the

web of sleep was | oosening. Sheila's voice cried to him the story of nman's

sl avery.

The naked, hungry peaks of Mercury snarled at Fal ken. And then the guns of the
Spaceguard post woke up

"Tal k, Sheila!" he cried. "Keep tal king!"

"So Gantry Hilton nmade himself a sort of God, regulating the thoughts and
enotions of his people. There is no opposition now, except for the

Unr egenerates, and we have no power. Humanity wal ks in a placid stupor. It
cannot feel dissatisfaction, disloyalty, or the will to grow and change. It
cannot fight, even norally.

"Gantry Hilton is a god. Hs son after himw Il be a god. And humanity is
dyi ng. "

There was a strange, al nost audible snap in Falken's brain. He felt a quick,
terrible stab of hate that startled himbecause it seened no part of hinself.
Then it was gone, and his nmind was clear

He was tired to exhaustion, but he could think, and fight.

Livid, flaming stars | eaped and died around him Racked plates screamed in
agony. Fal ken's | ean hands raced across the controls. He knew now what he was
going to do.

Down, down, straight into the black, belching nouths of the guns, ganbling
that his sudden burst of speed woul d confuse the gunners, that the tiny speck
of his ship hurtling bowon would be hard to see against the star-fl ecked
dept hs of space.

Fal ken's lips were white. Sheila's thin hands were a sharp unnoticed pain on
his shoul ders. Down, down . . . . The peaks of Mercury al nmost grazed his hull



A shell burst searingly, dead ahead. Blinded, dazed, Fal ken held his ship by
sheer instinct. Thundering rockets fought the gravitational pull for a nonent.
Then he was through, and across.

Across Mercury, in free space, a speeding note |ost against the titanic fires
of the Sun.

* k%

Fal ken turned. Paul Avery lay still in his bunk, but his golden eyes were

wi de, staring at Fal ken. They dropped to Sheila More, who had slipped
exhausted to the floor, and canme back to Fal ken and stared and stared with a
queer, stark | ook that Fal ken couldn't read.

Fal ken cut the rockets and | ocked the controls. Heat was al ready seeping
t hrough the hull. He | ooked through shaded ports at the vast and swollen Sun

No man in the history of space travel had ventured so cl ose before. He
wonder ed how | ong they could stand the heat, and whether the hull could screen
of f the powerful radiations.

Hs brain, with all its know edge of the Unregenerate canps, was safe for a
time. Knowi ng the hopel essness of it, he smled sardonically, wondering if
sheer habit had taken the place of reason

Then Sheila's bright head made himthink of Kitty, and he knew that his tired
body had betrayed him He could never give up

He went down besi de Sheila. He took her hands and sai d:
"Thank you. Thank you, Sheila Moore."

And then, quite peacefully, he was asleep with his head in her |ap.

* k%

The heat was a malignant, vanpire presence. Eric Falken felt it even before he
wakened. He was lying in Avery's bunk, and the sweat that ran from his body
made a sticky pool under him

Sheila lay across fromhim eyes closed, rawgold hair pushed back from her
tenmples. The torn green silk of her dress clung danmply. The starved thi nness
of her gave her a strange beauty, clear and brittle, like scul ptured ice.

She'd lived in alleys and cellars, hiding fromthe H ltonists, because she
woul dn't be Happy. She was strong, that girl. Like an unwanted cat that sinply
woul dn't die.

Avery sat in the pilot's chair, watching through the shaded port. He swung
around as Fal ken got up. The exhaustion was gone from his square young face,
but his eyes were still veiled and strange. Fal ken couldn't read them but he
sensed fear.

He asked, "How | ong have | slept?"

Avery shrugged. "The chrononeter stopped. A long tine, though. Twenty hours,
per haps. "

Fal ken went to the controls. "Better go back now. We'll swing wi de of Mercury,
and perhaps we can get through." He hoped their constant velocity hadn't



carried themtoo far for their fuel

Rel i ef surged over Avery's face. "The size of that Sun," he said jerkily.
"It's terrifying. | never felt "

He broke off sharply. Sonething about his tone brought Sheila's eyes wide
open.

Suddenly, the bell of the nass-detector began to ring, a wild insistent
j angl e.

"Meteor!" cried Fal ken and | eaped for the Visor screen. Then he froze,
stari ng.

It was no meteor, rushing at themout of the vast blaze of the Sun. It was a
pl anet .

A dark planet, black as the infinity behind it, barren and cruel as
starvation, touched in its jagged peaks with subtle, phosphorescent fires.

Paul Avery whi spered, "CGood Lord! A planet, here? But it's inpossible!"

Sheil a Mbore sprang up

"No! Renenber the old | egends about Vul can, the planet between Mercury and the
Sun? Nobody believed in it, because they could never find it. But they could
never explain Mercury's crazy orbit, either, except by the gravitationa

i nterference of another body."

Avery said, "Surely the Mercurian observatories would have found it?" A pul se
began to beat in his strong white throat.

"It's there," snapped Fal ken inmpatiently. "And we'll crash it in a mnute if
we . . . Sheila! Sheila More!"

The dull glare fromthe ports caught the proud, bleak lines of his gypsy face,
the sudden fire in his blue eyes.

"This is a world, Sheila! It mght be a world for us, a world where
Unregenerates could live, and wait!"

She gasped and stared at him and Paul Avery said:
"Look at it, Falken! No one, nothing could live there."
Fal ken said softly, "Afraid to | and and see?"

Yel |l ow eyes burned into his, confused and wild. Then Avery turned jerkily
away.

"No. But you can't |and, Falken. Look at it."
Fal ken | ooked, using a powerful search-beam probing. Vul can was snaller even
than Mercury. There was no atnosphere. Peaks like splinters of black glass

bristled upward, revolving slowy in the Sun's tremendous bl aze.

The beam went down into the bottom ess dark of the canyons. There was not hing
there, but the glassy rock and the dimglints of light through it.

"Al'l the sane," said Falken, "I'mgoing to land." If there was even a tiny



chance, he couldn't let it slip.

Unr egeneracy was al nost dead in the inhabited worlds. Paul Avery was the only
recruit in months. And it was dying in the niserable outer stronghol ds of
i ndependence.

Starvation, plague, cold, and darkness. Insecurity and danger, and the awf ul
lost terror of humans torn fromearth and light. Unless they could find a

pl ace of safety, with warnmh and light and dirt to grow food in, where babies
could be born and live, Gantry H lton woul d soon have the whol e Solar System
for his toy.

There were no nore protests. Falken set the ship down with infinite skill on a
| edge on the night side. Then he turned, feeling the blood beat in his wists
and throat.

"Vac suits," he said. "There are two and a spare."
They got into them shuffled through the airlock, and stood still, the first

hunmans on an undi scovered worl d.
* % %

Lead weights in their boots held themso that they could wal k. Fal ken thrust
at the rock with a steel-shod al penst ock

"It's like glass,” he said. "Sone unfamliar conpound, probably, fused out of
raw force in the Sol ar disturbance that created the planets. That would
explain its resistance to heat."

Radi o headphones carried Avery's voice back to himclearly, and Fal ken
realized that the stuff of the planet insulated against Solar waves, which
woul d normal Iy have bl anketed comunication

"Whatever it is," said Avery, "it sucks up light. That's why it's never been
seen. Only little glimers seep through, too feeble for tel escopes even on
Mercury to pick up against the Sun. Its mass is too tiny for its transits to
be visible, and it doesn't reflect."”

"A sort of dark stranger, hiding in space," said Sheila, and shivered. "Look
Eric! Isn't that a cave mout h?"

Fal ken's heart gave a great |eap of hope. There were caves on Pluto. Perhaps,
in the hidden heart of this queer world .

They went toward the opening. It was surprisingly warm Fal ken guessed that
the black rock diffused the Sun's heat instead of stopping it.

Thin ragged spires reared overhead, stabbing at the stars. Furtive glints of
[ight cane and went in ebon depths. The cave opened before them and their
torches showed glistening walls dropping sheer away into bl ackness.

Fal ken uncoil ed a thousand-foot |ength of synthetic fiber rope fromhis belt.
It was no larger than a spider web, and strong enough to hold Fal ken and Avery
together. He tied one each of their netal boots to it and let it down.

It floated endlessly out, the | ead weight dropping slowy in the |ight
gravity. Eight hundred, nine hundred feet. Wen there were five feet of rope
left in Falken's hand it stopped.

"Wll," he said. "There is a bottom"



Paul Avery caught his arm "You aren't going down?"
"Why not ?" Fal ken scow ed at him puzzled. "Stay here, if you prefer. Sheila?"

"I"'mcomng with you."
"Al'l right," whispered Avery. "I'll conme.'" His anber eyes were nonentarily
those of a lion caught in a pit. Afraid, and dangerous.

Danger ous? Fal ken shook his head irritably He drove his al penstock into a
crack and nade the rope fast.

"Hang onto it," he said. "We'll float like balloons, but be careful. I'll go
first. If there's anything wong down there, chuck off your other boot and
climb up fast."

They went down, floating endlessly on the weighted rope. Little glints of
light fled through the night-dark walls. It grew hot. Then Fal ken struck a jog
inthe cleft wall and felt hinself sliding down a forty-five-degree offset.
Abruptly, there was |ight.

Fal ken yelled, in sharp, wld warning.

The thing was al nost on him A colossus with burning eyes set on foot-1|ong
stal ks, with fanged jaws agape and rnuscl es strai ni ng.

Fal ken grabbed for his blaster. The quick notion over-bal anced him Sheila
slid down on himand they fell slowy together, staring hel plessly at
destruction charging at themthrough a rainbow swirl of |ight.

The creature rushed by, in utter silence.

Paul Avery | anded, his blaster ready. Fal ken and Sheila scrambled up, cold
with the sweat of terror.

"What was it?" gasped Sheil a.
Fal ken said shakily, "God knows!" He turned to | ook at their surroundi ngs.
And swept the others back into the shadow of the cleft.

Ri ders hunted the col ossus. Riders of a shape so mad that even in nmadness no
human coul d have conceived them Ri ders on steeds |like the arrowing tails of
conets, hallooing on behind a pack of nightmare hounds

Col d sweat drenched him "How can they live wi thout air?" he whispered. "And
why didn't they see us?"

There was no answer. But they were safe, for the nonent. The light, a shifting
web of prismatic colors, showed nothi ng nmoving.

They stood on a floor of the glassy black rock. Above and on both sides walls
curved away into the wild Iight—sunlight, apparently, splintered by the shel
of the planet. Ahead there was an ebon plain, curving to match the curve of
the vault.

Fal ken stared at it bitterly There was no haven here. No life as he knew it
could survive in this pit. Yet there was life, of sone nad sort. Another tine,
they m ght not escape.



"Better go back," he said wearily, and turned to catch the rope.
The cleft was gone.

Snmoot h and unbr oken, the black wall nocked him Yet he hadn't noved nore than
two paces. He snothered a swift stab of fear

"Look for it," he snapped. "It nust be here."

But it wasn't. They searched, and came again together, to stare at each ot her
with eyes already a little nad.

Paul Avery | aughed sharply. "There's sonething here,"
alive."

he sai d. "Sonething

Fal ken snarled, "OF course, you fool! Those creatures
"No. Sonething el se. Sonething | aughing at us."

"Shut up, Avery," said Sheila. "We can't go to pieces now "
"And we can't just stand here glaring." Fal ken | ooked out through the rai nbow
dazzle. "W may as well explore. Perhaps there's another way out."

Avery chuckl ed, without mrth. "And perhaps there isn't. Perhaps there was
never a way in. \Wat happened to it, Fal ken?"

"Control yourself," said Falken silkily, "
Al right. Let's go."

or I'Il rip off your oxygen val ve.

They went a long way across the plain in the airless, unechoing silence,
slipping on glassy rock, dazzled by the wheeling colors.

Then Fal ken saw t he cast| e.

It |oonmed quite suddenly—a bul k of squat wings with queer, twisted turrets and
straggling wi ndows. Fal ken scow ed. He was sure he hadn't seen it before.
Per haps the |ight

They hesitated. lcy nmoth-wings flittered over Fal ken's skin. He would have
gone around, but black walls seemed to stretch endlessly on either side of the
castl e.

"W go in," he said, and shuddered at the thought of meeting folk Iike those
who hunted the flam ng-eyed col ossus.

Bl asters ready, they went up flat titanic steps. A hall w thout doors

stretched before them They went down it.
* * %

Fal ken had a dizzy sense of change. The walls quivered as though with a wash
of water over them And then there were doors opening out of a round hall

He opened one. There was a round hall beyond, with further doors. He turned
back. The hall down which they had cone had vani shed. There were only doors.
Hundreds of them of odd shapes and sizes, like things inperfectly renmenbered.

Paul Avery began to | augh.



Fal ken struck him hard, over the helnmet. He stopped, and Sheila caught
Fal ken's arm pointing.

Shadows cane, rushing and wheeling |ike nonstrous birds. Cold dread caught
Fal ken's heart. Shadows, hunting them.

He choked down the nad laughter rising in his own throat. He opened anot her
door.

Halls, with doors. The shadows swept after them Falken hurled the doors open
faster and faster, but there was never anything beyond but another hall, with
doors.

H s heart was gorged and painful. H's clothing was cold on his sweating body.
He plunged on and on through black halls and drifting shards of light, with
t he shadows dancing all around and doors, doors, doors.

Paul Avery nade a little enpty chuckle. "It's | aughing,"” he nmunbl ed and went
down on the black floor. The shadows | eaped.

Sheila's eyes were staring fire in her starved white face. Her terror shocked
agai nst Fal ken's brain and steadied it.

"Take his feet," he said harshly. "Take his feet."

They staggered on with their burden. And presently there were no nore doors,
and no roof overhead. Only the |light and the glassy walls, and the dancing
shadows.

The walls were thin in places. Through them Fal ken saw the dark col ossus with
its flam ng eyes, straining through the spangled light. After it cane the
hounds and hunters, not gaining nor falling back, riding in blind absorption

The wal | s faded, and the shadows. They were alone in the center of the black
pl ai n. Fal ken | ooked back at the castle.

There was not hing but the flat and naked rock.

He |aid Avery down. He saw Sheila More fall beside him He | aughed, one
smal I, mad chuckl e. Then he crouched beside the others, his scarred gypsy face
a mask of |iving stone.

Wiether it was then, or hours |ater that he heard the voice, Falken never

knew. But it spoke loudly in his mnd, that voice. It brought himup, his
futile blaster raised

"You are humans," said the voice. "How wonderful!"

Fal ken | ooked upward, sensing a change in the light.

Sonet hing floated overhead. A ten-foot area of curdled glory, a core of
blinding brilliance set in a lacy froth of fire.

The beauty of it caught Falken's throat. It shinmered with a sparkling

opal escence, infinitely lovely—a living, tender flame floating in the rai nbow
light. It caught his heart, too, with a deep sadness that drifted in dim
faded col ors beneath the brilliant veil

It said, clearly as a spoken voice in his nind



"Yes. | live, and | speak to you."

Sheil a and Avery had risen. They stared, w de-eyed, and Sheil a whi spered,
"What are you?"

The fire-thing coiled within itself. Little snapping flames licked fromits
edges, and its col ors | aughed.

"Afemale, isn't it? Splendid! | shall devise sonmething very special." Colors
rippled as its thoughts changed. "You amaze nme, humans. | cannot read your

m nds, beyond thoughts telepathically directed at ne, but | can sense their
ener gy output.

"I had picked the yell ow one for the strongest. He appeared to be so. Yet he
failed, and you others fought through."

Avery stared at Falken with the dawn of an appalled realization in his anber
eyes. Fal ken asked of the light:

"What are you?"

The floating fire di pped and swirled. Preening peacock tints rippled through
it, to be drowned in fierce, proud scarlet. It said: "I ama child of the
Sun. "

It watched them gape in stunned amazenent, and |aughed w th nocki ng gol den
not es.

"I will tell you, humans. It will anmuse nme to have an audi ence not of mnmy own
creating. Watch!"

A slab of the glassy rock took formbefore them Deep in it, a spot of
brilliance grew

It was a Sun, in the first blaze of its virile youth. It strode the path of
its galactic orbit alone. Then, fromthe wheeling depths of space, a second
Sun approached.

It was huge, burning with a blue-white radi ance. There was a mating, and the
nine worlds were born in a rush of supernal fire.

And there was life. Not on the nine burning planets. But in free space, little
gl obes of fire, bits of the Sun itself shocked sonehow to intelligence in the
vast expl osi on of energy.

The picture blurred. The colors of the floating light were dulled and dreany.

"There were many of us," it sighed. "We were like tiny Suns, living on the
conversion of our own atonms. W played, in open space . "

Di m pi ctures washed the screen, glories beyond human conprehensi on—a faded
vi sion of splendor, of alien worlds and the great wheeling Suns of outer
space. The voi ce nmurnured

"Li ke Suns, we radiated our energy. W could draw strength from our parent,
but not enough. W died. But | was stronger than the rest, and nore
intelligent. I built nyself a shell."

"Built it!" whispered Avery. "But how?"



"All matter is built of raw energy, electron and proton existing in a free
state. Wth a part of ny owmn mass | built this world around nyself, to hold
the energy of the Sun and check the radiation of ny owmn vitality.

"I have lived, where ny race died. | have watched the planets cool and live
and die. | amnot imortal. My nass grows less as it drains away through ny
shell. But it will be a long, long tinme. |I shall watch the Sun die, too."

The voice was silent. The colors were ashes of light. Falken was stricken wth
a great poignant grief.

Then, presently, the little malicious flanes frothed to |life again, and the
voi ce said.

"My greatest problemis amusenent. Here in this black shell | amforced to
devi se pl easures frommy own imagi nation."

Fal ken gasped. "The hunters, the cleft that vani shed, and that hellish
castl e?" He was suddenly cold and hot at once.

"Clever, eh? | created ny hunt some eons ago. According to my plan the beast
can neither escape nor the hunters catch him But, owing to the uncertainty

factor, there is one chance in some hundreds of billions that one or the other
event may occur. It affords ne endl ess amusenent."

"And the castle?" said Falken silkily. "That amused you, too.

"Ch, yes! Your emptional reactions . . . . Mst interesting!" Fal ken raised
his blaster and fired at the core of the light.

Living fire coiled and withed. The Sun-child | aughed.
"Raw energy only feeds ne. What, are there no questions?"
Fal ken's voice was al nost gentle. "Do you think of nothing but anusenent ?"

Savage col ors rippled against the dim sad mauves. "\Wat else is there, to
fill the time?"

Time. Time since little frozen Pluto was incandescent gas.
"You cl osed the opening we came through," said Avery abruptly.
"Of course.”

"But you'll open it again? You'll let us go?"

The tone of his voice betrayed him Fal ken knew, and Sheil a.

"No," said Sheila throatily. "It won't let us go. It'Il keep us up here to
play with, until we die."

Ugly dark reds washed the Sun-child. "Death!" it whispered. "My creatures
exi st until | bid them vanish. But death, true death—that would be a suprene

anusenent ! "
* % %

A DESPERATE, hel pl ess rage gripped Fal ken. The vast enpty vault nocked him
with his dead hopes. It jeered at himwith solid walls that were built and
shifted like snoke by the power of this lovely, soulless flane.



Built, and shifted .

Sudden fire struck his brain. He stood rigid, stricken dumb by the sheer
magni fi cence of his idea. He began to trenble, and the wild hope swelled in
himuntil his veins were gorged and achi ng.

He said, with infinite care, "You can't create real living creatures, can
you?"
"No," said the Sun-child. "I can build the chemicals of their bodies, but the

vital spark eludes ne. My creatures are sinply toys activated by the
electrical interplay of atons. They think, in limted ways, and they fee
crude enotions, but they do not live in the true sense."

"But you can build other things? Rocks, soil, water, air?"

"OfF course. It would take a great deal of ny strength, and it woul d weaken ny
shell, since | should have to break down part of the rock to its prinmary
particles and rebuild. But even that | could do, w thout serious |oss."

There was silence. The blue distant fires flared in Fal ken's eyes. He saw the
others staring at him He saw the chances of failure bulk over himlike black
t hunder heads, crowned with nadness and deat h.

But his soul shivered in ecstasy at the thing that was in it.

The Sun-child said silkily, "Wiy should | do all this?"

"For amusenent," whi spered Fal ken. "The nost col ossal game you have ever had."
Brilliant colors flared. "Tell ne, human!"
"I must make a bargain first."

"Why should |I bargain? You're mne, to do with as | wll."

"Quite. But we couldn't last very long. Wiy waste your imagination on the
three of us when you m ght have thousands?"

Avery's amber eyes opened wi de. A shocked incredulity slackened Sheila's rigid
nmuscl es. The voice cried:

"Thousands of humans to play wth?"

The eager greed sickened Fal ken. Like a child wanting a bright toy—enly the
toys were human soul s.

"Not until the bargain is nmade," he said.

"Well? What is the bargain? Quick!"

"Let us go, in return for the game which | shall tell you."

"I mght |lose you, and then have not hing."

"You can trust us," Falken insisted. He was shaking, and his nerves ached.
"Listen. There are thousands of my people, living |ike hunted beasts in the

deserts of the Solar System They need a world, to survive at all. If you'l
build themone in the heart of this planet, 1'Il bring them here.



"You woul dn't kill them You'd let themlive, to adnmire and praise you for
saving them It would amuse you just to watch themfor sone time. Then you
could take one, once in a while, for a special gane.

"I don't want to do this. But it's better that they should live that way than
be destroyed. "

"And better for you, too, eh?" The Sun-child swirled reflectively. "Breed nen
like cattle, always have a supply. It's a wonderful idea . "

"Then you'll do it?" Sweat danpened Fal ken's brow.
"Perhaps . . . Yes! Tell me, quickly, what you want!"

Fal ken swung to his stunned and unbelieving conpani ons. He gripped an arm of
each, painfully hard

"Trust ne. Trust ne, for God's sake!" he whispered. Then, aloud, "Help ne to
tell it what we need.”

There was a little laughing ripple of golden notes in the Sun-child s light,
but Fal ken was watching Sheila's eyes. A flash of understandi ng crossed them
a glint of savage hope.

"Oxygen," she said. "N trogen, hydrogen, carbon dioxide

"And soil," said Falken. "Line, iron, alumnum silicon . "
* * %
They came to on a slope of raw, red earth, still wet fromthe rain. A range of

low hills lifted in the distance against a strange black sky. Small tattered
clouds drifted cl ose above in the rainbow s light.

Fal ken got to his feet. As far as he could see there were rolling stretches of
naked earth, flecked with brassy pools and little ruddy streans. He opened his
hel met and breathed the warmwet air. He let the rich soil trickle through his
fingers and thought of the Unregenerates in their frozen burrows.

He smiled, because there were tears in his hard blue eyes.

Sheila gave a little sobbing | augh and cried, "Eric, it's done!" Paul Avery
lifted dark gol den eyes to the hills and was silent.

There was a | aughing trenble of color in the air where the Sun-child fl oated.
Smal | wi cked flanmes drowned the sad, soft mauves. The Sun-child said:

"Look, Eric Fal ken. There, behind you."

Fal ken turned—and | ooked into his own face.

It stood there, his own | ean body in the worn vac suit, his own gypsy face and
the tangle of frosted curls. Only the eyes were different. The chill, distant
bl ue was right, but there were spiteful flecks of gold, a malicious sparkle

that was |i ke

"Yes," purred the Sun-child. "Myself, a tiny particle, to activate the shell.
A perfect |ikeness, no?"

A slow, creeping chill touched Fal ken's heart. "Wy?" he asked.



"Long ago | learned the art of lying fromnen. | lied about reading m nds.
Your plan to trick me into building this world and then destroy nme was plain
on the instant of conception.”

Laughi ng wi cked col ors coil ed and spun

"Ch, but I"'menjoying this! Not since | built nmy shell have I had such a gane!
Can you guess why | made your doubl e?"

Fal ken's lips were tight with pain, his eyes savage with renorse at his own
stupidity.

"It—he will go in ny ship to bring my people here.”

He knew that the Sun-child had picked his unwitting brain as cleanly as any
Hi | t oni st psycho-search.

In sudden desperation he drew his blaster and shot at the nocking |ikeness.
Before he tripped the trigger-stud a wall of ebon glass was raised between
them The blast-ray slid away in harnmless fire and died, burned out.

The ot her Fal ken turned and strode away across the new | and. Fal ken wat ched
hi m out of sight, not noving nor speaking, because there was nothing to do,
not hing to say.

The [ ovely wicked fire of the Sun-child faded suddenly.
"I amtired,” it said. "I shall suckle the Sun, and rest."

It floated away. For all his agony, Falken felt the heart-stab of its sad, dim
colors. It faded like a wisp of lonely snmoke into the splintered |ight.

Presently there was a blinding flash and a sharp surge of air as a fissure was
opened. Fal ken saw the creature, far away, pressed to the roof of the vault
and pulsing as it drank the raw bl aze of the Sun

"Ch, Cod," whispered Fal ken. "Ch, God, what have | done?"

Fal ken | aughed, one harsh wild cry. Then he stood quite still his hands at his
sides, his face a mask cut deep in dark stone.

"Eric," whispered Sheila. "Please. | can't be brave for you all the tine."

He was ashaned of hinmself then. He shook the black despair away with cynica
fatalism

"Al'l right, Sheila. W'l|l be heroes to the bitter end. You, Avery. Get your
great brain working. How can we save our people, and, incidentally, our own
ski ns?"

Avery flinched as though sone swi ft fear had stabbed him "Don't ask ne,
Fal ken. Don't!"

"Way not? What the devil's the matter . . . ." Falken broke off sharply.
Sonet hing cold and fierce and terrifying came into his face. "Just a m nute,
Avery," he said gently. "Does that nean you think you know a way?"

"I . . . For God's sake, let ne al one!"



"You do know a way," said Fal ken i nexorably. "Wy shouldn't | ask you, Paul
Avery? Wiy shouldn't you try to save your peopl e?"

ol den eyes net his, desperate, defiant, bew |l dered, and pitiful all at once.

"They're not ny people,” whispered Avery.

They were caught, then, in a strange silence. Soundl ess wheeling rai nbows
brushed the new earth, glimered in the brassy pools. Far up on the bl ack
crystal of the vault the Sun-child pul sed and breathed. And there was
stillness, like the norning of creation

Eric Fal ken took one slow, taut step, and said, "Wo are you?"
The answer whi spered across the raw red earth.

"Mner Hlton, the son of Gantry."

* k%

Fal ken raised the blaster, forgotten in his hand. Mner Hilton, who had been
Paul Avery, | ooked at it and then at Falken's face, a shield of dark iron over
cold, terrible flane.

He shivered, but he didn't nove, nor speak

"You know a way to fight that thing," said Fal ken, very softly, in his throat.
"I want to kill you. But you know a way."

"I + don't know. | can't " CGolden tortured eyes went to Sheila More and
stayed there, with a dreadful lost intensity.

Fal ken's white teeth showed. "You want to tell, Mner Hlton. You want to help
us, don't you? Because of Sheilal!"

Young Hilton's face flaned red, and then went white. Sheila cried sharply,
"Eric, don't! Can't you see he's suffering?"

But Fal ken renmenbered Kitty, and the babies who were born and di ed on freezing
rock, w thout sun or shelter. He said, "She'd never have you, Hilton. And I|'I|
tell you this. Perhaps | can't force out of you what you know. But if | can't,
| swear to God I'Il kill you with my own hands."

He threw back his head and | aughed suddenly "Gantry Hilton's son—n love with
an Unregenerate!"

"Wait, Eric." Sheila Moore put a hand on his armto stop him and went
forward. She took Mner Hilton by the shoul ders and | ooked up at him and
said, "It isn't so inpossible, Mner Hilton. Not if what | think is true."

Fal ken stared at her in stunned amazenent, beyond speech or movenent. Then his
heart was torn with sudden pain, and he knew, with the clarity of utter truth,
that he | oved Sheila More.

She said to Mner Hilton, "Wiy did you do this? And how?"

Young Hilton's voice was flat and strained. He nade a nove as though to take
her hands from his shoul ders, but he didn't. He stared across her red-gold

head, at Fal ken.

"Somet hing had to be done to stamp out the Unregenerates. They're a barrier to



conpl ete peace, a constant trouble. Eric Falken is their god, as—as Sheil a
said. If we could trap him the rest would be easy. W could cure his people.

"My father couldn't do it hinself. He's old, and too well-known.

"He sent ne, because mne is the only other brain that could stand what | had
to do. My father has trained me well.

"To get me by the psycho-search, ny father gave nme a tenporary brain pattern
After | was accepted as a refugee, | established nmental contact with him.

"Mental contact," breathed Fal ken. "That was it. That's why you were always so
tired, why | couldn't shake pursuit."

"Go on," said Sheila, with a queer gentleness.

Hlton stared into space, w thout seeing.

"I al most had you in Losangles, Fal ken, but you were too quick for the CGuards.
Then, when we were trapped at Mercury, | tried to make you sleep. | was

| eadi ng those ships, too.

"But | was tired, and you fought too well, you and Sheila. After that we were
too close to the Sun. My thought waves woul dn't carry back to the ships."

He | ooked at Fal ken, and then down at Sheila's thin face.

"I didn't know there were people |like you," he whispered. "I didn't know nen
could feel things, and fight for themlike that. In ny world, no one wants
anyt hing, no one fights, or tries . . . And | have no strength. I'mafraid."

Sheil a's green eyes caught his, conpelled them

"Leave that world," she said. "You see it's wong. Help us to nmake it right
again."

In that second, Fal ken saw what she was doing. He was filled with admration
and joy that she didn't really care for Hlton—and then doubt, that perhaps
she did.

Mner Hilton closed his eyes. He struck her hands suddenly away and stepped
back, and his blaster cane ready into his hand.

"I can't," he whispered. His lips were white. "My father has taught nme. He
trusts me. And | believe in him | nust!"

H lton | ooked where the gl ow of the Sun-child pul sed agai nst ebon rock. "The
Unr egenerates won't trouble us anynore.™

He raised the nuzzle of his blaster to his head.
* % %

It was then that Fal ken remenbered his was enpty. He dropped it and sprang. He
shocked hard against Hilton's mddle, struck himdown, clawi ng for his gun
arm But Hilton was heavy, and strong.

He roll ed away and brought his barrel |ashing down across Fal ken's tenple.
Fal ken crouched, dazed and bl eeding, in the nud.



He | aughed, and said, "Wy don't you kill me, Hlton?"

H lton | ooked from Fal ken's uncowed, snarling face to Sheila. The bl aster
slipped suddenly fromhis fingers. He covered his face with his hands and was
silent, shivering.

Fal ken said, with curious gentleness, "That proves it. You' ve got to have
faith in a thing, to kill or die for it."

H |l ton whispered, "Sheila!" She sniled and ki ssed him and Fal ken | ooked
steadfastly away, w ping the blood out of his eyes.

H lton grasped suddenly at the helmet of his vac-suit. He tal ked, rapidly, as
he wor ked.

"The Sun-child creates with the force of its mnd. It understands telekinesis,
the control of the basic electrical force of the universe by thought, just as
the wise nen of our earth understood it. The nen who wal ked on the water, and
nmoved nount ai ns, and heal ed the sick

"We can only attack it through its mind. W'll try to weaken its
t hought -force, destroy anything it sends against us."

H s fingers flashed between the helnet radio and the repair kit which is a
part of every vac suit, using wires, spare parts, tools.

"There," said Hilton, after a long tine. "Now yours."

Fal ken gave himhis helnmet. "Wn't the Sun-child know what we're doing?" he
asked, rather harshly.

Hlton shook his fair head. "It's weak now. It won't think about us until it
has fed. Perhaps two hours nore."

"Can you read its thoughts?" demanded Fal ken sourly.
"Avery little," said Hilton, and Sheila |aughed, quietly.

H lton worked feverishly. Fal ken watched his deft fingers weaving a
bewi | deri ng web of wires between the three hel nets, watched himshift and
change, tune and adjust. He watched the Sun-child throb and sparkle as the
strength of the Sun sank into it. He watched Sheila More, staring at Hilton
with eyes of brilliant green.

He never knew how rmuch tinme passed. Only that the Sun-child gave a little
rippling sigh of light and floated down. The fissure closed above it. Sheila
caught her breath, sharp between her teeth.

Hlton rose. He said rapidly,

"I"ve done the best | can. It's crude, but the batteries are strong. The
hel mets will pick up and anplify the energy-inpul ses of our brains. W'l
broadcast a single negative inpul se, opposed to every desire the Sun-thing
has.

"Stay close together, because if the wires are broken between the hel nets we
| ose power, and it's going to take all the strength we have to beat that
creature.”

Fal ken put on his helmet. Little copper discs, cut fromthe sheet in the



repair kit and soldered to wires with Hilton's blaster, fitted to his tenples.
Through the vision ports he could see the web of wires that ran fromthe three
hel mets through a maze of spare grids and a condenser, and then into the

sl ender shaft of a crude directional antenna.

Hlton said, "Concentrate on the single negative, No."

Fal ken | ooked at the |lovely shimering cloud, coming toward t hem

"It won't be easy," he said grimy, "to concentrate."
Sheila's eyes were savage and feral, watching that foamof living flane.
Hlton's face was hidden. He said, "Switch on your radios."

Power hummed fromthe batteries. Falken felt a queer tingle in his brain.

The Sun-child hovered over them Its mnd-voice was silent, and Fal ken knew
that the electrical current in his helnet was bl anking his own thoughts.

They linked arns. Fal ken set his brain to beating out an inmpulse, like a radio

signal, opposing the negative of his mnd to the positive of the Sun-child's.
* * %

Fal ken stood with the others on spongy, yielding soil. D mplant-shapes rose
on all sides as far as he could see, form ng an inpenetrable tangle of queer
geonetric shapes that made himreel with a sense of spatial distortion

Overhead, in a sea-green sky, three tiny suns wheeled in mad orbits about a
conmon center. There was a snell in the air, a rotting stench that was neither
ani mal or vegetabl e.

Fal ken stood still, pouring all his strength into that single nental command
to stop.

The tangl ed geonetric trees wavered nonentarily. Dizzily, through the wheeling
triple suns, the Sun-child showed, stabbed through with puzzled, angry
scarl et.

The | andscape steadi ed again. And the ground began to nove.

It cramed in small hungry wavel ets about Fal ken's feet. The nmusky, rotten
snell was heavy as oil. Sheila and Hilton seened di stant and unreal, their
faces hidden in the hel nets.

Fal ken gripped themtogether and drove his brain to its task. He knew what
this was. The reproduction of another world, renmenbered fromthe Sun-child's
youth. |If they could only stand still, and not think about it

He felt the earth lurch upward, and guessed that the Sun-child had raised its
creation off the floor of the cavern

The earth began to coil away from under his feet.
* * %

For a giddy instant Fal ken saw the true world far bel ow, and the Sun-child
floating in rainbow |ight.

It was angry. He could tell that fromits color. Then suddenly the anger was
drowned in a swirl of golden notes.



It was | aughing. The Sun-child was | aughing.

Fal ken fought down a sharp despair. Aterrible fear of falling oppressed him
He heard Sheila scream The world closed in again.

Sheil a Moore | ooked at himfrom between two withing trees.

He hadn't let her go. But she was there. Hairy branches coil ed around her
tore her vac-suit. She shrieked

Fal ken cried out and went forward. Sonething held him He fought it off,
driven by the agony in Sheila's cry.

Sonet hi ng snapped thinly. There was a flaring shock inside his helnet. He
fell, and staggered up and on, and the hungry branches whi pped away fromthe

girl.

She stood there, her thin white body showi ng through the torn vac-suit, and
| aughed at him

He saw M ner Hilton craw ing dazed on the living ground, toward the thing that
| ooked |i ke Sheila and | aughed with nocking gol den notes in its eyes.

A vast darkness settled on Fal ken's soul. He turned. Sheila More crouched
where he had thrown her fromhim in his struggle to help the lying shel
anong the trees.

He went and picked her up. He said to Mner Hlton, "Can we fix these broken
wires?"

H l1ton shook his head. The shock of the breaking seemed to have steadied hima
l[ittle. "No," he said. "Too nuch burned out."

"Then we're beaten." Falken turned a bitter, snarling face to the green sky,
rai sed one futile fist and shook it. Then he was silent, |ooking at the
ot hers.

Sheila Moore said softly, "This is the end, isn't it?"

Fal ken nodded. And M ner Hilton said, "I'mnot afraid now" He |ooked at the
trees that hung over them waiting, and shook his head. "I don't understand.
Now that | know I'mgoing to die, I'mnot afraid.”

Sheila's green eyes were soft and nmisty. She kissed Hilton, slowy and
tenderly, on the lips.

Fal ken turned his back and stared at the twisted ugly trees. He didn't see

them And he wasn't thinking of the Unregenerates and the world he'd won and

t hen | ost.
* % %

Sheil a's hand touched him She whi spered, "Eric . . ."

Her eyes were deep, glorious green. Her pale starved face had the brittle
beauty of wi nd-carved snow. She held up her arns and snil ed.

Fal ken took her and buried his gypsy face in the raw gold of her hair.

"How di d you know?" he whi spered. "How did you know | |oved you?"



"I just—knew "

"And H | ton?"

"He doesn't love ne, Eric. He loves what | stand for. And anyway . . . | can
say this now, because we're going to die. |1've loved you since | first saw
you. | love you nore than Tom and |I'd have died for him"

Hungry tree branches reached for them barely too short. Buds were shooting up
underfoot. But Falken forgot them the alien life and the wheeling suns that
were only a nmonstrous dream and the Sun-child who dreamed them

For that single instant he was happy, as he had not been since Kitty was |ost.

Presently he turned and smiled at Hilton, and the wolf | ook was gone fromhis
face. Hlton said quietly, "Maybe she's right, about me. |I don't know There's
so nmuch | don't know. I"'msorry I'mnot going to live to find out."

"W're all sorry," said Fal ken, "about not living." A sudden sharp flare
lighted his eyes. "Wait a mnute!" he whispered. "There may be a chance

He was taut and quivering with terrible urgency, and the buds grew and year ned
upward around their feet.

"You said we could only attack it through its mind. But there may be anot her
way. Its nmenories, its pride . "

He rai sed his scarred gypsy face to the green sky and shouted, "You, Child of
the Sun! Listen to nme! You have beaten us. Go ahead and kill us. But renmenber
this. You're a child of the Sun, and we're only puny humans, little
ground-craw ers, shackled wi th weakness and fear

"But we're greater than you! Always and forever, greater than you!"

The writhing trees paused, the buds faltered in their hungry growh. Faintly,
very faintly, the landscape flickered. Falken's voice rose to a ringing shout.

"You were a child of the Sun. You had the galaxy for a toy, all the vast
dept hs of space to play in. And what did you do? You seal ed yourself like a
craven into a black tonmb, and lost all your greatness in the whinsies of a
wi cked chil d.

"You were afraid of your destiny. You were too weak for your own strength. W
fought you, we little humans, and our strength was so great that you had to
beat us by a lying trick.

"You can read our ninds, Sun-child. Read them See whether we fear you. And
see whet her we respect you, you who boast of your parentage and dream dr eans

of lost glory, and hide in a dark hole like a frightened rat!"
* * %

For one terrible nmonent the alien world was suffused with a glare of

scarl et—anger so great that it was alnost tangible. Then it greyed and faded,
and Fal ken could see Sheila's face, calmand smiling, and Hilton's fingers

| ocked in hers.

The ground dropped suddenly. Blurred trees withed against a fading sky, and
the suns went out in ebon shadow. Falken felt clean earth under him The
rotting stench was gone.



He | ooked up. The Sun-child floated overhead, under the rocky vault. They were
back in the cavern world.

The Sun-child's voice spoke in his brain, and its fires were a snol deri ng,
dusky crinson.

"What was that you said, human?"

"Look into nmy mind and read it. You've thrown away your greatness. W had
little, conpared to you, but we kept it. You' ve won, but your very winning is
a shame to you, that a child of the Sun should stoop to fight with little
men. "

The snol dering crinmson burned and grew, into glorious wi cked fire that was
sheer fury made visible. Falken felt death coiling to strike himout of that
fire. But he faced it with bitter, nocking eyes, and he was surprised, even
then, that he wasn't afraid.

And the raging crimson fire faded and greyed, was quenched to a trenbling m st
of sad, di m nauves.

"You are right," whispered the Sun-child. "And | am shaned."

The ashes of burned-out flame stirred briefly. "I think | began to realize
t hat when you fought nme so well. You, Falken, who | et your |ove betray you,
and then shook your fist at ne. | could kill you, but | couldn't break you.

You made ne renenber
Deep in the core of the Sun-child there was a flash of the old proud scarlet.

"I ama child of the Sun, with the galaxy to play with. | have so nearly
forgotten. | have tried to forget, because | knew that what | did was weak and
shaneful and craven. But you haven't let ne forget, Falken. You've forced ne
to see, and know.

"You have made ne renenber. Remenber! | amvery old. | shall die soon, in open
space. But | wish to see the Sun unveil ed, and play again anong the stars. The
hunger has torn ne for eons, but | was afraid. Afraid of death!

"Take this world, in paynment for the pain | caused you. My creature will
return here in Falken's ship and vani sh on the instant of |anding. And now

The scarlet fire burned and withed. Shafts of joyous gold pierced through it.
The Sun-child trenbled, and its little foam ng flames were sheer glory, the
hearts of Sun-born opal s.

It rose in the rainbow air, higher and higher, rushing in a cloud of living
light toward the black crystal of the vault.

Once nmore there was a blinding flash and a quick sharp rush of air. Faintly,
in Falken's mind, a voice said, "Thank you, human! Thank you for waking ne
froma dying sleep!"”

A last wild shout of color on the air. And then it was gone, into open space
and the naked fire of the Sun, and the rocky roof was whol e.

Three silent people stood on the raw red earth of a new world.






