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The young couple, black-haired, dark-skinned, probably Mexican or Puerto Rican, stood nervoudy
at Herb Lackmore's counter and the boy, the husband, said in alow voice, 'Sir, we want to be put to
deep. We want to become bibs.'

Rising from his desk, Lackmore walked to the counter and although he did not like Cols - there
seemed to be more of them every month, coming into his Oakland branch office of the U.S. Department
on Specia Public Wdfare - he said in a pleasant tone of voice designed to reassure the two of them,
'Have you thought it over carefully, folks ? It'sabig step. Y ou might be out for, say, afew hundred
years. Have you shopped for any professional advice about this?

The boy, glancing at hiswife, swallowed and murmured, 'No, sir. We just decided between us.
Neither of us can get ajob and were about to be evicted from our dorm. We don't even own awhes!,
and what can you do without awhedl ?'Y ou can't go anywhere. Y ou can't even look for work.' Hewas
not a bad-looking boy, Lackmore noticed. Possibly eighteen, he still wore the coat and trousers which
were army-separation issue. The girl had long hair; she was quite small, with black, bright eyesand a
ddicately-formed amost doll-like face. She never ceased watching her husband.

'I'm going to have ababy, the girl blurted.

'Aw, the heck with both of you,' Lackmore said in disgust, drawing his breath in sharply. 'Y ou both
get right out of here!

Ducking their heads guiltily the boy and hiswife turned and started from Lackmore's office, back
outside onto the busy downtown early-morning Oakland, Cdifornia street.

'Go see an abort-consultant!’ Lackmore called after them irritably. He resented having to help them,
but obvioudy someone had to; look at the spot they had gotten themsalves into. Because no doubt they
were living on agovernment military pension, and if the girl was pregnant the pension would
automaticdly be withdrawn.

Plucking hesitantly at the deeve of hiswrinkled coat the Col boy said, 'Sir, how do we find an
abort-consultant ?

The ignorance of the dark-skinned strata, despite the government's ceasel ess educationa campaigns.
No wonder their women were often preg. 'L ook in the phone book," Lackmore said. ‘Under
abortionists, therapeutic. Then the subsection advisors. Got it ?

'Yes, sir. Thank you.' The boy nodded rapidly.

'‘Canyouread ?

'Yes. | stayed in school until | wasthirteen.' On the boy's face fierce pride showed; his black eyes
gleamed.

Lackmore returned to reading his homeopape; he did not have any moretimeto offer gratis. No
wonder they wanted to become bibs. Preserved, unchanged, in a government warehouse, year after
year, until - would the labor market ever improve ? Lackmore personaly doubted it, and he had been
around along time; hewas ninety-fiveyearsold, a jerry. In histime he had put to deep thousands of
people, amost dl of them, likethis couple, young. And - dark.

The door of the office shut. The young couple had gone again as quietly asthey had come.

Sighing, Lackmore began to read once more the pape's article on the divorce tria of Lurton D.
Sands, Jr, the most sensationd event now taking place; as always, he read every word of it avidly.

This day began for Darius Pethel with vidphone cals from irate customers wanting to know why
their Jiffi-scuttlers hadn't been fixed. Any time now, he told them soothingly, and hoped that Erickson
was dready at work in the service department of Pethel Jiffi-scuttler Sdles & Service.

As soon as he was off the vidphone Pethel searched among the litter on his desk for the day's copy
of U.S Business Report; he of course kept abreast of al the economic developments on the planet.
Thisdone set him above his employees; this, hiswedth, and his advanced age.



'What'sit say ? his salesman, Stu Hadley, asked, standing in the office doorway, robant magnetic
broom in hand, pausing in hisactivity.
Silently, Pethel read the mgor headline.

EFFECTSON THE NATION'SBUSINESS
COMMUNITY OF A NEGRO PRESIDENT

And there, in 3-D, animated, was apic of James Briskin; the pic cameto life, Candidate Briskin
smiled in miniature, as Pethel pressed the tab beneath it. The Negro's mustache-obscured lips moved
and above his head a balloon appeared, filled with the words he was saying.

My first task will be to find an equitable disposition of the tens of millions of sleeping.

'‘And dump every last bib back on the [abor market,” Pethel murmured, releasing the word tab. 'If
thisguy getsin, the nation'sruined.’ But it wasinevitable. Sooner or later, there would be aNegro
president; after al, since the Event of 1993 there had been more Cols than Caucs.

Gloomily, he turned to page-two for the latest on the Lurton Sands scandal; maybe that would cheer
him up, the palitical news being so bad. The famous org-trans surgeon had becomeinvolvedin a
sensationa contested divorce suit with his equaly famous wife Myra, the abort-consultant. All sorts of
juicy details were beginning to filter out, charges on both sides. Dr Sands, according to the homeopapes,
had a mistress; that was why Myra had stomped out, and rightly so. Not like the old days, Pethel
thought, recalling hisyouth in the late decades of the twentieth century. Now it was 2080 and public -
and private - morality had worsened.

Why would Dr Sands want amistress anyhow, Pethel wondered, when there's that Golden Door
Moments of Bliss satellite passing overhead every day ? They say therere five thousand girlsto choose
from.

He, himsdlf, had never visited Thisbe Olt's satellite; he did not approve of it, nor did very many
jerries - it wastoo radical asolution to the overpopulation problem, and seniors, by letter and telegram,
had fought its passage in Congress back in "72. But the bill had gone through anyhow ... probably, he
reflected, because most Congressmen had the idea of taking ajet'ab up there themselves. And no doubt
regularly did, now.

'If we whites stick together - * Hadley began.

‘Listen," Pethel said, ‘that time has passed. If Briskin can dispose of the bibs, more power to him;
persondly, it keeps me awake at night, thinking of al those people, most of them just kids, lying in those
gov warehouses year after year. Look at the talent going to waste. It's - bureaucratic! Only aswollen
socidist government would have dreamed up asolution like that.' He eyed his sdlesman harshly. 'If you
hadn't gotten this job with me, even you might -

Hadley interrupted quietly, 'But I'm white.'

Reading on further, Pethel saw that Thisbe Olt's satdllite had grossed a billion U.S. dollarsin 2079.
Wow, hesaid to himsdf. That's big business, Before him was apic of Thisbe; with cadmium-white hair
and little high conical breasts she was a superb sight, an aesthetic aswell asasexud treat. Thepic
showed her serving mae guests of her satdllite atequilasour - an added fillip because tequila, being
derived from the mesca plant, had long beenillega on Earth proper.

Pethel touched the word tab of Thisbe's pic and at once Thisbe's eyes sparkled, her head turned,
her stable, dense breasts vibrated subtly, and in the balloon above her head the proper words formed.

Embarrassing personal urgency, Mr. American businessman ? Do as many doctors
recommend: visit my Golden Door!

It was an ad, Pethel discovered. Not an informative article.
'Excuseme.’ A customer had entered the store and Hadley moved in his direction.



Ohlord, Darius Pethd thought as he recognized the customer. Don't we have his 'scuttler fixed yet ?
Heroseto hisfeet, knowing that he would be personally needed to appease the man; thiswas Dr Lurton
Sands, and because of his recent domestic troubles he had become, of late, demanding and
hot-tempered.

'Yes, Doctor,' Pethel said, walking toward him. 'What can | do for you today ? Asif hedidn't
know. Trying to fight off Myraaswell askeep hismigtress, Cdly Vae, Dr Sands had enough problems;
he redlly needed the use of his Jffi-scuttler. Unlike other customersit was not going to be possible to put
thisman off.

Plucking by reflex a his great handlebar mustache, presidential candidate Jm Briskin said tentatively,
'Wereinarut, Sa. | ought to fire you. Y ou're trying to make me out the epitome of the Cols and yet
you know |'ve spent twenty years playing up to the white power structure. Frankly, | think we'd have
better luck trying to get the white vote, not the dark. I'm used to them; | can apped to them.’

'Y ou'rewrong,' his campaign manager, Salisbury Heim, said. 'Y our gppedl - listen and understand
this, Jm - isto the dark kid and his wife scared to deeth their only prospect iswinding up bibsin some
gov warehouse. "Bottled in bond," asthey say. In you these people see...'

‘But | fed guilty.’

'Why ? Sd Heim demanded.

‘Because I'm afake. | can't close the Dept of SPW warehouses; you know that. Y ou got meto
promise, and ever since I've been swesating my life away trying to conceive how it could be done. And
thereisn't any way.' He examined his wristwatch; one quarter-hour remained before he had to give his
speech. 'Have you read the speech Phil Danville wrote for me ? He reached into his disorganized, lumpy
coat-pouch.

‘Danvillel' Haim's face convulsed. 'l thought you got rid of him; give methat.' He grabbed the folded
sheets and began going over them. 'Danvilleisanut. Look.' He waved the first sheet in Jm Briskin's
face. 'According to him, you're going to ban traffic from the U.S. to Thisbe's satellite.

That'sinsane! If the Golden Door is closed, the birth rate will jump back up again where it was -
what then ? How does Danville manage to counter that ?

After apause Briskin said, The Golden Door isimmord.'

Spluttering, Heim said, 'Sure. And animals should wear pants.

"Theré'sjust got to be a better solution than that satellite.’

Heim lapsed into silence as he read further into title speech. 'And he has you advocate this
outmoded, thoroughly discredited planet-wetting technique of Bruno Mini.' He tossed the papersinto
Jm Briskin'slap. 'So what do you wind up with ?'Y ou back a planetary colonization schemetried
twenty years ago and abandoned; you advocate closing the Golden Door satdllite - you'll be popular,
Jm, after tonight. But popular with whom, though ? Just answer me; who isthisaimed at 7 He waited.

Therewas silence.

'Y ou know what | think 7 Heim said presently. 'l think thisis your elaborate way of giving up. Of
saying to hdll with the whole thing. It's how you shed responsihility; | saw you start to do the samething
at the convention in that crazy doomsday speech you gave, that morbid curiosity which till has everyone
baffled. But fortunately you'd aready been nominated. It was too late for the convention to repudiate
you.'

Briskin said, 'l expressed my red convictionsin that speech.’

'What, thet civilization is now doomed because of this overpopulation biz ? Some convictionsfor the
first Col President to have. Heim got to hisfeet and walked to the window; he stood looking out a
downtown Philadelphia, at tide jet-copters landing, the runnels of autocars and ramps of footers coming
and going, into and out of every high-rise building in Sight. 'l onceinawhilethink,’ Hem saidinalow



voice, 'that you fed it's doomed becauseit's nominated a Negro and may eect him; it'saway of putting
yoursdlf down.'

'No,' Briskin said, with calm; hislong face remained unruffled.

I'll tell you what to say in your speech for tonight,’ Heim said, his back to Briskin. 'First, you once
more describe your relationship with Frank Woodbine, because people go for space explorers;
Woodbine is a hero, much more so than you or what's-his-name. Y ou know; the man you're running
againg. The SRCD incumbent.’

'William Schwarz.

Heim nodded exaggeratedly. 'Y es, you're right. Then after you gas about Woodbine - and we show
afew shots of you and him standing together on various planets - then you make ajoke about Dr
Sands.’

'‘No," Briskin said.

'Why not ?|s Sands a sacred cow ? Y ou ain't touch him ?

Jm Briskin said dowly, painstakingly, '‘Because Sandsisagreat doctor and shouldn't beridiculed in
the mediathe way heisright now.’

'He saved your brother'slife. By finding him awet new liver just in the nick of time. Or he saved
your mother just when..."

‘Sands has preserved hundreds, thousands, of people. Including plenty of Cols. Whether they were
ableto pay or not.' Briskin was slent amoment and then he added, 'Also | met hiswife Myraand |
didnt like her. Yearsago | went to her; | had made agirl preg and we wanted abort advice.'

'Good!' Heim said violently. "We can use that. Y ou made agirl pregnant - that, when Nonovulidis
free for the asking; that shows you're a provident type, Jm.' He tapped his forehead. "Y ou think ahead.’

'l now havefive minutes,’ Briskin said woodenly. He gathered up the pages of Phil Danville€'s speech
and returned them to hisingde coat pouch; he ill wore aformal dark suit even in hot weeather. That,
and aflaming red wig, had been his trademark back in the dayswhen he had telecast asa TV
newsclown.

'Give that speech,’ Heim said, 'and you're palitically dead. And if you're..." He broke off. The door
to the room had opened and hiswife Patricia stood there.

‘Sorry to bother you,' Pat said. 'But everyone out here can hear you ydling. Heim caught a glimpse,
then, of the big outsde room full of teen-age Briskinettes, uniformed young volunteers who had come
from al over the country to help elect the Republican Liberal candidate.

'Sorry," Helm murmured.

Pet entered the room and shut the door after her. 'l think Jinv'sright, Sal." Smal, gracefully-built -
she had once been adancer - Pat lithely seated herself and lit acigar. "The more naive Jm appears, the
better.' She blew gray smoke from between her luminous, paelifts. 'He still has alingering reputation for
being cynica. Whereas he should be another Wendd |l Wilkie.!

'Wilkielogt," Heim pointed ot.

'‘And Jm may lose,' Pat said; she tossed her head, brushing back her long hair from her eyes. 'But if
he does, he can run again and win next time. The important thing isfor him to appear sensitive and
innocent, a sweet person who takes the world's suffering on his own shoulders because he's made that
way. He can't help it; he hasto suffer. You see ?

'‘Amateurs,’ Heilm said, and groaned.

The TV cameras stood inert, as the seconds passed, but they were ready to begin; the time for the
gpeech lay just ahead as Jm Briskin sat at the small desk which he employed when addressing the

people. Before him, near a hand, rested Phil Danville€'s speech. And he sat meditating asthe TV
technicians prepared for the recording.



The speech would be beamed to the Republican-Liberd Party's satdllite relay station and fromiit
telecast repeatedly until saturation point had been achieved. States Rights Conservative Democrat
attemptsto jam it would probably fail, because of the enormous signd-strength of the R-L satellite. The
message would get through despite Tompkins Act, which permitted jamming of politica materid. And,
smultaneoudy, Schwarz' speech would be jammed in return; it was scheduled for release a the same
time

Acrossfrom him sat PatriciaHeim, lost in acloud of nervous introspection. And, in the control
room, he caught aglimpse of Sd, busy with the TV engineers, making certain that the image recorded
would beflaitering.

And, off inacorner by himsdlf, sat Phil Danville. No one talked to Danville; the party bigwigs,
passing in and out of the studio, astutely ignored his existence.

A technician nodded to Jm. Timeto begin his speech.

'It'svery popular these days, Jm Briskin said to the TV camera, 'to make fun of the old dresmsand
schemesfor planetary colonization. How could people have been so nutty ? Trying to livein completely
inhuman environments ... on worlds never designed for Homo sgpiens. And it'samusing that they tried
for decadesto dter these hostile environments to meet human needs - and naturaly failed." He spoke
dowly, amost drawlingly; he took histime. He had the attention of the nation, and he meant to make
thorough use of it. 'So now we'relooking for a planet ready-made, another "Venus', or more accurately
what Venus specifically never was. What we had hoped it would be: lush, moist and verdant and
productive, a Garden of Eden just waiting for usto show up.'

Reflectively, PatriciaHeim smoked her El Producto atacigar, never taking her eyesfrom him.

'Wdll," Im Briskin said, 'well never find it. And if wedo, it'll betoo late. Too smdll, too late, too far
away. If we want another Venus, a planet we can colonize, we'll have to manufacture it ourselves.
We can laugh ourselves sick a Bruno Mini, but thefact is, he wasright.’

In the control room S Heim stared at him in gross anguish. He had doneit. Sanctioned Mini's
abandoned scheme of recasting the ecology of another world. Madness revisited.

The cameraclicked off.

Turning his head, Jm Briskin saw the expression on Sal Heim'sface. He had been cut off therein the
control room; Sal had given the order.

"Yourenot going to let mefinish 7 Im said.
Sa'svoice, amplified, boomed, 'No, goddam it. No!'
Standing up, Pat caled back, "Y ou have to. He's the candidate. If he wantsto hang himself, let him.'

Also on hisfeet, Danville said hoarsdly, 'If you cut him off again I'll spill it publicly. I'll lesk the entire
thing how you're working him like a puppet!’ He started at once toward the door of the studio; he was
leaving. Evidently he meant what he had said.

Jm Briskin said, "Y ou better turn it back on, Sal. They' reright; you haveto let metak.' He did not
fed angry, only impatient. His desire was to continue, nothing else. '‘Come on, Sdl," he said quietly. 'I'm
waiting.

The party brass and Sal Heim, in the control room, conferred.

'Hell givein,’ Pat said to Im Briskin. 'l| know Sal." Her face was expressionless; she did not enjoy
this, but she intended to endureit.

‘Right," Jm agreed, nodding.

‘But will you watch a playback of the speech, Jim ? She said, 'For Sal's sake. Just to be sure you
intend what you say.'

'Sure, he said. He had meant to anyhow.

Sa Heim's voice boomed from thewall speaker. 'Damn your black Col hide, Jm!’



Grinning, Jm Briskin waited, seated at his desk, hisarmsfolded.
Theread light of the centra camera clicked back on.

2

After the speech Jm Briskin's press secretary, Dorothy Gill, collared him in the corridor. 'Mr.
Briskin, you asked me yesterday to find out if Bruno Mini isgtill dive. Heis, after afashion.’ MissGill
examined her notes. 'He's abuyer for adried fruit company in Sacramento, Cdifornia, now. Evidently
Mini's entirely given up his planet-wetting career, but your speech just now will probably bring him back
to hisold grazing ground.’

'Possibly not,’ Briskin said. '"Mini may not like theidea of a Col taking up hisideasand
propagandizing them. Thanks, Dorothy.'

Coming up beside him, Sal Heim shook his head and said, 'Jim, you just don't have politica ingtinct.’

Shrugging, Jm Briskin said, 'Possibly you'reright. He was in that sort of mood, now hefelt passve
and depressed. In any case the damage had been done; the speech was on tape and aready being
relayed to the R-L satdllite. Hisreview of it had been cursory at best.

I heard what Dotty said,’ Sdl said. "'That Mini character will be showing up here now; well have him
to contend with, aong with al our other problems. Anyhow, how about adrink ?

'Okay," Jim Briskin agreed. "Wherever you say. Lead theway.'

'‘May | joinyou ? Patricia said, appearing beside her husband.

'Sure, 'S said. He put hisarm around her and hugged her. ‘A good big tall one, full of
curioudy-refreshing tiny little bubblesthat last dl through the drink. Just what women like.!'

Asthey stepped out onto the sidewalk, Jm Briskin saw a picket - two of them, infact - carrying
sgns

KEEPTHE
WHITE HOUSE WHITE
LET'SKEEP AMERICA CLEAN!

The two pickets, both young Caucs, stared at him and he and Sal and Patricia stared at them. No
one spoke. Several homeopape camera men snapped picks; their flashbulbs it the static scene starkly
for aningtant, and then Sal and Patricia, with Jim Briskin following, started on. The two pickets
continued to pace back and forth dong their little routes.

"The bastards,' Pat said as the three of them sealed themsdlves at a booth in the cocktail lounge
acrossthe street from the TV studio.

Jm Briskin said, 'It'stheir job. God evidently meant them to do that.' It did not particularly bother
him; in oneform or another it had been apart of hislife aslong as he could remember.

'But Schwarz agreed to keep race and religion out of the election,’ Pat said.

‘Bill Schwarz did,' Jm Briskin said, 'but Verne Engd didn't. And it's Engel who runs CLEAN, not
the SRCD Party.'

'l know darn well the SRCD pays the money to keep CLEAN solvent," Sal murmured. "Without
their support it'd foldin aday.'

'I don't agree with you," Briskin said. 'l think therell dways be a hate organization like CLEAN, and

therell aways be peopleto support it." After all, CLEAN had a point; they did not want to see aNegro
President, and wasn't it their right to fed like that ? Some people did, some people didn't; that was



perfectly natural. And, he thought, why should we pretend that raceisnot theissue ? It is, redly. | ana
Negro. Verne Engel isfactually correct. Thered question was. how large a percentage of the electorate
supported CLEAN'S views ? Certainly, CLEAN did not hurt hisfedlings; he could not be wounded; he
had experienced too much dready in hisyears as anewsclown. In my years, he thought to himsalf
acidly, asan American Negro.

A smal boy, white, appeared at the booth with a pen and tablet of paper. 'Mr. Briskin, can | get
your autograph ?

Jm signed and the boy darted off to join his parents at the door of the tavern. The couple,
well-dressed, young, and obvioudy upper stratum, waved at him cheerily. "Were with you!" the man
cdled.

Thanks," Im said, nodding to them and trying - but not successfully - to sound cheery in return.
You'rein amood,' Pat commented.
He nodded. Mutely.

"Think of al those people with lily-white skins,' Sd said, ‘'who're going to vote for aCoal. My, my. It's
encouraging. Proves not adl of us Whites are bad down underneath.’

'Did | ever say you were 7 Jm asked.

'No, but you redly think that. Y ou don't really trust any of us:'

"Whereld you drag that up from 7 Jm demanded, angry now.

'What're you going to do 7 Sal said. 'Slash me with your el ectro-graphic magnetic razor ?

Pat said sharply, 'What are you doing, Sal ?Why are you talking to Jm like that ? She peered
about nervoudly. 'Suppose someone overheard.'

I'mtrying to jerk him out of hisdepression,’ Sdl said. 'l don't liketo see him givein to them. Those
CLEAN pickets upset him, but he doesn't recognizeit or fed it conscioudy.' He eyed Jm. 'I've heard
you say it many times. "'l can't be hurt." Hell, you sure can. Y ou were hurt just now. Y ou want everyone
to love you, White and Col both. | don't know how you ever got into politicsin thefirst place. You
should have stayed a newsclown, delighting young and old. Especidly the very young.

Jmsad, 'l want to help the human race.’

'By changing the ecology of the planets ? Are you serious ?

'If I'm voted into office | actudly intend to gppoint Bruno Mini, without even having met him, director
of the space program; I'm going to give him the chance they never let him have, even whenthey -

'If you get elected, ' Pat said, 'you can pardon Dr Sands.'

'Pardon him ? He glanced at her, disconcerted ... 'He's not being tried; he's being divorced.'

'Y ou haven't heard the rumes ? Pat said. 'Hiswifeisgoing to dig up something crimina he's done so
she can dispatch him and obtain their total property. No one knowswhat it isyet but she's hinted - *

'l don't want to hear,' im Briskin said.

'Y oumay beright,' Pat said thoughtfully. The Sands divorceisturning nasty; it might backfireif you
mentioned it, as Sal wants you to. The mistress, Cally Vae, has disappeared, possibly murdered.
Maybe you do have an ingtinct, Jm. Maybe you don't need us after al.’

'l need you," Jm said, 'but not to embroil mein Dr Sands marita problems.’ He sipped his drink.

Rick Erickson, repairman for Pethel Jffi-scuttler Sdles & Service, lit acigarette, tipped his stool
back by pushing with hisbony knees againgt hiswork bench. Before him rested the master turret of a
defectivejiffi-scuttler. The one, in fact, which belonged to Dr Lurton Sands,

There had always been bugsin the 'scuttlers. Thisfirst one put in use had broken down; years ago,
that had been, but the 'scuttlers remained basically the same now asthen.



Higtorically, the origina defective 'scuttler had belonged to an employee of Terran Devel opment
named Henry Ellis. After the fashion of humans Ellis had not reported the defect to hisemployers... or
50 Rick recaled. It had been before histime but myth persisted, an incredible legend, still current among
'scuttler repairmen, that through the defect in his'scuttler Ellis had - it was hard to believe - composed
theHoly Bible.

The principle underlying the operation of the 'scuttlerswas alimited form of timetravel. Along the
tube of his'scuttler - it was said - Ellis had found aweak point, ashimmer at which another continuum
completely had been visible. He had stooped down and witnessed a gathering of tiny personswho
yammered in speeded-up voices and scampered about in their world just beyond the wall of the tube.

Who were these people ? Initidly, Ellis had not known, but even so he had engaged in commerce
with them; he had accepted sheets - astonishingly thin and tiny - of questions, taken the questionsto
language-decoding equipment a TD, then, once the foreign script of the tiny people had been trandated,
taking the questions to one of the corporation's big computers to get them answered. Then back to the
Linguistics Department and at last at the end of the day, back up the tube of the Jiffi-scuttler to hand to
the tiny people the answers - in their own language - to their questions.

Evidently, if you believed this, Ellis had been a charitable man.

However, Ellis had supposed that thiswas anon-Terran race dwelling on aminiature planet in some
other system entirely. He was wrong. According to the legend, the tiny people were from Earth'sown
past; the script, of course, had been ancient Hebrew. Whether this had redlly happened Rick did not
pretend to know, but, in any case, for some breach of company rules Ellis had been fired by TD and had
long since disappeared. Perhaps he had emigrated; who knew ? Who cared ? TD'sjob was to patch the
thin spot in the tube and see that the defect did not reoccur in subsequent 'scuttlers.

All at once the intercom at the end of Rick'sworkbench blared. 'Hey, Erickson.’ It was Pethdl's
voice. 'Dr Sandsis up here asking about his'scuttler. When'll it be ready ?

With the handle of a screwdriver Rick Erickson savagely tapped the master turret of Dr Sands
'scutttler. | better go upstairs and talk to Sands, hereflected. | mean, thisisdriving me crazy. It can't
mafunction theway heclams.

Two steps at atime, Rick Erickson ascended to the main floor. There, at the front door, a man was
just leaving; it was Sands - Erickson recognized him from the homeopape pics. He hurried, reached him
outsde on the sdewalk.

‘Listen, doc - how come you say your 'scuttler dumps you off in Portland, Oregon and placeslike
that ?1t just can't; it isn't built that way!"

They stood facing each other. Dr Sands, well-dressed, lean and dightly balding, with deeply tanned
skin and athin, tapered nose, regarded him complexly, cautious about answering. He looked smart, very
smart.

So thisisthe man they're dl writing about, Erickson said to himself. Carries himself better than the
rest of usand has a suit made from Martian mole cricket hide. But - he felt irritation. Dr Sandsin genera
had a hel pless manner; good-looking, in his mid-forties, he had an easy-going, bewildered genidity
about him, asif unable to ded with or comprehend the forces which had overtaken him. Erickson could
seethat; Dr Sands had a crushed qudlity, still stunned.

And yet Sands remained agentleman. In aquiet, reasonable tone he said, 'But that'swhat it seems
todo | wish| could tell you more, but I'm not mechanicaly inclined." He smiled, athoroughly disarming
smilethat made Erickson ashamed of his own gruffness.

'‘Aw, hdll,' Erickson said, backtracking. 'It's the fault of TD - they could have ironed the bugs out of
the 'scuttlers years ago. Too bad you got alemon.' Y ou look like anot too bad guy, he reflected.

""A lemon,"'Dr. Sands echoed. 'Y es, that sumsit up." His face twisted; he seemed amused. 'Well,
that's my luck. Everything has been running like thisfor me, lately.’



'‘Maybe | could get TD to take it back," Erickson said. ‘And swap you another onefor it.'

'No.' Dr Sands shook his head vigoroudly. 'l| want that particular one." Histone had become firm; he
meant what he said.

'‘Why ? Who would want to keep an admitted lemon ? It didn't make sense. In fact, the entire
business had awrong ring to it, and Erickson's keen faculties detected this - he had seen many, many
cusomersin histime.

‘Becauseit'smine,’ Sandssaid. 'l picked it out originally.' He started on, then, down the sidewalk.
'Don't give methat,’ Erickson said, half to himsdlf.

Pausing, Sands said, 'What ? He moved a step back, his face dark, now. The genidity had
departed.

‘Sorry. No offense.’ Erickson eyed Dr Sands acutely. And did not like what he saw. Beneath the
doctor's suavity there lay a coldness, something fixed and hard. Thiswas no ordinary person, and
Erickson felt uneasy.

Dr Sandssaid in acrisp voice, 'Get it fixed and soon.' He turned and strode on down the sdewalk,
leaving Erickson standing there.

Jeez, Erickson said to himself, and whistled. My busted back. | wouldn't want to tangle with him, he
thought as he walked into the Sore.

Going downgtairs astep at atime, hands thrust deep in his pockets, he thought: Maybe I'll stick it all
back together and take atrip through it. He was again thinking of old Henry Ellis, the first man to receive
adefective 'scuttler; hewasrecdling that Ellis had not wanted to give up his particular one, either. And
for good reason.

Back in the service department basement once more, Rick seated himself at the work bench, picked
up Dr Sands 'scuttler-turret and began to reassembleit. Presently, he had expertly restored it to its
place and had hooked it back into the circuit.

Now, he said to himself as he switched on the power field. Let's see where it gets us. He entered the
big gleaming circular hoop which was the entrance of the'scuttler, found himself - asusud - withina
gray, formless tube which sretched in both directions. Framed in the opening behind him lay hiswork
bench, Andin front of him ?

New York City. An unstable view of an industrioudy-active street corner which bordered Dr Sands
office. And awedge, beyond it, of the vast building itself, the high rise Skyscraper of plagtic - rexeroid
compounds from Jupiter -with itsinfinitude of floors, endlesswindows ... and, past that, monojetsrisng
and descending from the ramps, aong which the footers scurried in swarms so dense asto seem
sdf-dedtructive. Thelargest city in the world, four-fifths of which lay subsurface; what he saw wasonly a
meager fraction, atrace of itsvisible projections. No onein hislifetime, evenajerry, could view it al;
the city was Smply too extensve.

See ? Erickson grumbled to himsdlf. Y our 'scuttler's working okay; thisisn't Portland, Oregon - it's
exactly what it's supposed to be.

Crouching down, Erickson ran an expert hand over tide surface of the tube. Seeking - what ? He
didn't know. But something which would justify the doctor'sins stence on retaining this particular
'scuttler.

Hetook histime. Hewas not in ahurry. And he intended to find what he was searching for.

3

The planet-wetting speech which Jm Briskin ddlivered that night - taped earlier during the day and
then beamed from the R-L satellite - wastoo painful for Saisbury Heim to endure. Therefore, he took



an hour off and sought relief as many men did: he boarded ajet'ab and shortly was on hisway to the
Golden Door Moments of Bliss satdllite. Let Jm blab away about Bruno Mini's crackpot engineering
program, he said to himsdlf as he rested in the rear seat of the rising 'ab, grateful for thisinterva of
relaxation. Let him cut hisown throat. But at least | don't have to be dragged down to defeat along with
him; I'm tempted, sometime before election day, to cut mysdlf loose and go over to the SRCD party.

Beyond doubt, Bill Schwarz would take him on. By an intricate route Heim had aready sounded the
opposition out. Schwarz had, through this careful, indirect linkage, expressed pleasure a the idea of
Heim joining forceswith him. However, Heim was not redlly ready to make his move; he had not
pursued the topic further.

At least, not until today. Thisnew, painful bombshell. And at atime when the party had troubles
enough aready.

Thefact of the matter was - and he knew thisfrom the latest polls - that Jm Briskin wastrailing
Schwarz. Despite the fact that he had al the Cal vote, and that included non-Negro dark races such as
Puerto Ricans on the East Coast and the Mexicans on the West. It was not a shoo-in by any means.
And why was Briskin trailing ? Because dl the Whiteswould be going to the polls, whereas only about
sixty per cent of the Colswould show up on dection day. Incredibly, they were apathetic toward Jm.
Perhaps they believed - and he had heard this said - that JJm had sold out to the White power structure.
That he was not authentically aleader of the Col people as such. And in asensethiswastrue.

Because Jm Briskin represented Whites and Cols aike.

'We'rethere, gir,' the "&b driver, aCol, informed him. The 'ab dowed, cameto rest on the
breast-shaped vehicle port of the satellite, adozen yards from the pink nipple which served asa
location-signal device. 'Y ou're Im Briskin's campaign manager ? the driver said, turning to face him.;
'Y eah, | recognize you. Listen, Mr. Heim; he's not asdll-out, ishe ? | heard alot of folk argue that, but
hewouldn't doiit; | know that.'

‘Jm Briskin,' Heim said as he dug for hiswallet *has sold out nobody. And never will. Y ou can tell
your buddiesthat becauseit'sthe truth.' He paid hisfare, feding grumpy. Grumpy as hell.

‘Butisit truethat ?

'He'sworking with Whites, yes. He's working with me and I'm White. So what ? Are the Whites
supposed to disappear when Briskin is elected ? Isthat what you want ? Becauseif it is, you're not
goingto get it.

'l seewhat you mean, | guess,' the driver said, nodding dowly. 'Y ou infer he'sfor al the people,
right ? He's got the interest of the White minority at heart just like tie hasthe Col mgority. HEs going to
protect everybody, even including you Whites!'

That'sright," Salisbury Heim said, as he opened the 'ab’ s door. 'Asyou put it, "even including you
Whites'." He stepped out on the pavement. Y es, even us, he said to himself. Because we merit it.

'Hello there, Mr. Heim." A woman's melodious voice. Heim turned -

"Thisbe," he said, pleased. 'How areyou ?

I'm glad to see that you haven't stayed below just because your candidate disapproves of us,' Thisbe
Olt said. Archly, sheraised her green-painted, shining eyebrows. Her narrow, harlequin-like face glinted
with countless dots of pure light embedded within her skin; it gave her eerie, nimbus-like countenance
the appearance of constantly-renewed beauty. And she had renewed hersdlf, over anumber of decades.
Willowy, dmost frail, she fiddled with atassdl of stone-impregnated fabric draped about her bare arms;
she had put on gay clothesin order to come out and greet him and he was gratified. He liked her very
much - had for sometime now.

Guardedly, Sd Heim said, "'What makes you think Jm Briskin has any bonesto pick with the

Golden Door, Thishe ?Has he ever actudly said anything to that effect ? Asfar ashe knew, Jm's
opinions on that topic had not been made public; at least he had tried to keep them under wraps.



'We know these things, Sal,' Thisbe said, 'l think you'd better go insde and talk with George Wt
about it; they're down on level C, in their office. They have afew thingsto say to you, Sdl. | know
because they've been discussing it.’

Annoyed, Sdl said, 'l didn't come here - ' But what was the use ? If the owners of the Golden Door
satdllite wanted to see him, it was undoubtedly advisable for him to come around. ‘Okay,’ he said, and
followed Thisbein the direction of the elevator.

It dways distressed him - despite his efforts to the contrary - to find himsalf engaged in conversation
with George Walt. They were amutation of aspecid sort; he had never seen anything quite like them.
Nonethel ess, athough handicapped, George Walt had risen to great economic power in thissociety. The
Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite, it was rumored, was only one of their holdings; they were
spread extensively over thefinancia map of the modern world. They were aform of mutated twinning,
joined at the base of the skull so that asingle cephalic structure served both separate bodies. Evidently
the persondity George inhabited one hemisphere of the brain, made use of one eye: theright, ashe
recalled. And the personality Walt existed on the other side, distinct with its own idiosyncrasies, views
and drives - and its own eye from which to view the outsde universe.

A uniformed attendant, a sort of cop, stopped Sid, as the elevator doors opened on level C.
‘Mr. George Walt wanted to see me," Sal said. 'Or so Miss Olt tellsme, at least.’

‘Thisway, Mr. Heim," the uniformed attendant said, touching his cap respectfully and leading Sd
down the carpeted, slent hall.

Hewas|let into alarge chamber - and there, on acouch, sat George Walt. Both bodies at once rose
to their feet, supporting between them the common head. The head, containing the unmingled entities of
tide brothers, nodded in greeting and the mouth smiled. One eye - the | eft - regarded him steedily, while
the other wandered vaguely off, asif preoccupied.

The two necks joined the head in such away that the head and face weretilted dightly back.
George Walt tended to look dightly over whomever they were talking to, and this added to the unique
impression; it made them seem formidable, asif ther attention could not redlly be engaged. The head
was normal size, however, aswere both bodies. The body to theleft - Sa did not recall which of them it
was - wore informal clothing, acotton shirt and dacks, with sandas on the feet. Theright hand body,
however, was formally dressed in asingle-breasted suit, tie and buttoned gray cape. And the hands of
the right body were jammed deep into the trouser pockets, a stance which gaveto it an aura of authority
if not age; it seemed ditinctly older than itstwin.

"Thisis George," the head said, pleasantly. 'How are you, Sal Heim ? Good to seeyou.' The left
body extended its hand. Sal walked toward the two of them and gingerly shook hands. Theright hand
body, Walt, did not want to shake with him; its hands remained in its pockets.

ThisisWadlt,' the head said, |ess pleasantly, then. We wanted to discuss your candidate with you,
Heim. Sit down and have adrink. Here, what can wefix for you ? Together, the two bodies managed
to walk to the sideboard, where an elaborate bar could be seen. Walt's hands opened a bottle of
Bourbon while George's expertly fixed an old fashioned, mixed sugar and water and hitterstogether in
the bottom of aglass. Together, George Walt made the drink and carried it back to Sal.

"Thanks, Sal Heim said, accepting the drink.

ThisisWalt,' the common head said to him. "'We know that if Im Briskin isdected hell ingtruct his
Attorney Genera to find waysto shut the satellite down. Isn't that afact ? The two eyes, together now,
fixed themsgves on him in an intense, astute gaze.

'I don't know where you heard that,' Sdl said, evasively.

"ThisisWalt,' the head said. "There'saleak in your organization; that's wherewe heard it. Y ou
reglize what this means. Well have to throw our support behind Schwarz. And you know how many
transmissonswe maketo Earthinasingleday.’



Sa sighed. The Golden Door kept a perpetua stream of junk, honky-tonk stag-type shows, pouring
down over avariety of channels, available to and widely watched by almost everyone in the country.
The shows - especidly the climactic orgy in which Thisbe hersdf, with her famous display of expanding
and contracting musclesworking in twenty directions smultaneoudly and in four colors, appeared - were
acome-on for the activity of the satellite. But it would be duck soup to work in an anti-Briskin bias; the
satdlite's announcers were dick prose.

Downing hisdrink he rose and started toward the door. 'Go ahead and stick your stag showson
Jm; well win the éection anyhow and then you can be sure helll shut you. Infact, | persondly guarantee
it right now."

The head looked uneasy. 'Dirty p-poal,’ it sammered.

SA shrugged. 'I'm just protecting the interests of my client; you've been making threats toward him.
Y ou started it, both of you.'

"Thisis George, the head said rapidly. 'Here'swhat | think we ought to have. Listen to this, Walt.
Wewant Jim Briskin to come up here to the Golden Door and be photographed publicly.' It added, in
applausefor itsdlf, '‘Good idea. Get it, SA ? Briskin arrives here, covered by dl the media, and visitsone
of thegirls; it'll be good for hisimage becauseit'll show he'sanorma guy - and not some creep. So you
benefit from this. And, while he's here, Briskin complimentsus.' It added, 'A good fina touch but
optiond. For instance, he saysthe national interest has-

'Hell never doit,' SA said. 'Hell losethe dection firs.'

The head sad, plaintively, 'WEéll give him any girl he wants, my lord, we have five thousand to
choose from!'

'No luck,' Sal Heim said. 'Now if you were to make that offer to mel'd takeyou up onitina
second. But not Jm. He's - old-fashioned.' That was as good away to put it as any. ‘He's a Puritan.
Y ou can cal him aremnant of the twentieth century, if you want.’

'Or nineteenth,’ the head said, venomoudly.

'Say anything you want,’ Sal said, nodding. 'Jim won't care. He knowswhat he bdievesin; he thinks
the satelliteisundignified. The way it'sal handled up here, boom, boom, boom - mechanicaly, with no
personal touch, no meeting of humans on ahuman basis. Y ou run an autofac; | don't object and most
people don't object, because it savestimes. But Jim does, because he's sentimental .

Two right arms gestured a Sal menacingly asthe head said loudly, The hell with that! Were as
sentimenta up here asyou can get! We play background music in every room - the girlsawayslearn the
customer'sfirst name and they're required to cal him by that and nothing else! How sentimenta can you
get, for chrissakes ?'What do you want ? In ahigher-pitched voice it roared on, 'A marriage ceremony
before and then a divorce procedure afterward, so it congtitutes alega marriage, isthat it ? Or do you
want usto teach the girls to sew mother hubbards and bloomers, and you pay to see their ankles, and
that'sit ? Listen, Sd." Its voice dropped atone, became ominous and deadly ‘Listen, Sal Heim,' it
repested. 'We know our business; don't tell us our business and wewon' tell you yours. Starting tonight
our TV announcers are going to insert aplug for Schwarz in every telecast to Earth, right in the middle of
the glorious chef-d'oeuvre you-know-what where the girls... well, you know. Yes, | mean that part.
And were going to make acampaign out of this, really put it over. We're going to insure Bill Schwarz
redection.’ It added, 'And insure that Col fink's thorough, total defeat.’

Sa said nothing. The great carpeted office was silent.
'No response from you, Sd ? Youregoingto sitidly by ?
'I came up heretovistagirl | like' Sal said. 'Sparky Rivers, her nameis. I'd like to see her now.’

Hefdt weary. 'She'sdifferent from al the others... at least, dl I'vetried." Rubbing hisforehead he
murmured, 'No, I'm too tired, now. I've changed my mind. I'll just leave.'

'If shelsasgood asyou say,' the head said, ‘it won't require any energy from you.' It laughed in



appreciation of itswit. 'Send afray named Sparky Rivers down here,' it instructed, pressing a button on
its desk.

Sd Heim nodded dully. There was something to that. And after dl, this was what he had come here
for, thisancient, appreciated remedy.

'Y ou're working too hard,' the head said acutely. "What's the matter, Sal ? Areyou losing ?
Obvioudy, you need our help. Very badly, infact.'

'Help, schmelp,’ Sal said. 'What | need is a six-week rest, and not up here. | ought to take an 'ab to
Africaand hunt spiders or whatever the crazeisright now.' With dl his problems, he had lost touch.

Those big trench-digging spiders are out, now,' the head informed him. ‘Now it's nocturnal moths,
again.' Walt'sright arm pointed at thewall and S saw, behind glass, three enormous iridescent
cadavers, displayed under an ultraviolet lamp which brought out al their many colors. ‘Caught them
mysdlf,' the head said, and then chided itsdlf. 'No, you didn't; | did, Y ou saw them but | popped them
intothekilling jar.'

Sd Heim sat slently waiting for Sparky Rivers, asthe two inhabitants of the head argued with each
other asto which of them had brought back the African moths.

The top-notch and expensive - and dark-skinned - private investigator, Tito Cravelli, operating out
of N'Y ork, handed the woman seated across from him the findings which his Altac 3-60 computer had
derived from the data provided it. It was agood machine.

'Forty hospitals,’ Tito said. 'Forty transplant operations within last year. Statigticaly, it's unlikely that
the UN Vita Organ Fund Reserve would have had that many organs availablein so limited atime, but it
Ispossible. In other words, we've got nothing.”

Mrs. Myra Sands smoothed her skirt thoughtfully, then lit acigarette. We'll select at random from
among the forty; | want you to follow at least five or six up. How long will it take for you to do that ?

Tito calculated silently. 'Say two days. If | have to go there and see people. Of coursg, if | cando
some of it on the phone-' He liked to work through the Vidphone Corporation of America's product; it
meant he could stick near the Altac 3-60. And, when anything came up, he could feed the data on the
spot, get an opinion without delay. He respected the 3-60; it had set him back a great dedl, ayear ago
when he had purchased it. And he did not intend to permit it to lieidle, not if he could helpit. But
sometimes-

Thiswas adifficult Stuation. Myra Sands was, not the sort who could endure uncertainty; for her
things had to be ether this or that, either A or not-A - Myramade use of Aristotle's Law of the
Excluded Middle like no one e se he knew. He admired her. Myrawas a handsome, extremely
well-educated woman, light-haired, in her middle forties; across from him she sat erect and trimin her
yellow Lunar squeak-frog suit, her legslong and without defect. Her sharp chin donelet on - to Tito at
least - the grimness, the no-nonsense aspect, of her persondity. Myrawas a businesswoman first, before
anything ese; as one of the nation'sforemost authoritiesin the field of thergpeutic abortions, she was
highly paid and highly honored... and shewas well aware of this. After al, she had been at it for years.
And Tito respected anyone who lived as an independent business person; after dl, he, too, was hisown
boss, beholden to no one, to no subsidizing organization or economic entity. He and Myra had
something in common. Although, of course, Myrawould have denied it, Myra Sandswas aterrible
goddam snob; to her, Tito Cravelli was an employee whom she had hired to find out - or rather to
establish asfact -certain information about her husband.

He could not imagine why Lurton Sands had married her. Surely it had been conflict - psychologica,
socid, sexud, professiond - from the sart.

However, there was no explaining the chemistry which joined men and women, locked themin
embraces of hate and mutual suffering sometimesfor ninety years on end. In hisline, Tito had seen plenty
of it, enoughtolast himeven ajerry lifetime.



'Cdl Lattimore Hospital in San Francisco, Myraingtructed in her crisp, vigilantly authoritative voice.
'In August, Lurton transplanted a spleen for an army magjor, there; | think his name was Walleck or some
such quiddity asthat. | recall, at thetime... Lurton had had, what shall | say ? A little too much to drink.
It was evening and we were having dinner. Lurton blurted out some darn thing or other. About "paying
heavily" for the spleen. Y ou know, Tito, that VOFR pricesarerigidly set by the UN and they're not
high; in fact they'retoo low ... that'sthe cardinal reason the fund runs out of certain vital organs so often.
Not from alack of supply so much asthe existence of too darn many takers!'

'Hmm,' Tito said, jotting notes.
‘Lurton always said thet if the VOFR only wereto raiseitsrates...’
"You're positive it was aspleen ? Tito brokein.

'Y es" Myranodded curtly, exhding streamers of gray smoke that swirled toward the lamp behind
her, acloud that drifted in the artificid light of the office. It was dark outside, now; thetimewas
seven-thirty.

'A spleen,’ Tito recapitulated. 'In August of thisyear. At Lattimore Generd Hospitd in San
Francisco. An army magjor named - '

‘Now I'm beginning to think it was Wozzeck,' Myraput in. ‘Or isthat an operacomposer ?

It'san opera,’ Tito said. 'By Berg. Seldom performed, now.' He lifted the receiver of the vidphone.
I'll get hold of the business office at Lattimore; it's only four-thirty out there on the Coast.'

Myraroseto her feet and roamed restlessly about the office, rubbing her gloved hands together in a
motion that irritated Tito and made it difficult for him to concentrate on hiscall.

'Have you had dinner ? he asked her, as he waited on theline.

‘No. But | never eat until eight-thirty or nine; it's barbaric to eat any earlier.’

Tito said, 'Can | take you to dinner, Mrs. Sands ? | know an awfully good little Armenian placein
the Village. The food's actudly prepared by humans''

'Humans ? As compared to what ?

'Automatic food-processing systems,” Tito murmured. 'Or don't you ever eat in autoprep restaurants
? After dl, the Sands were wedthy; possibly they normally enjoyed human-prepared food. 'Persondly,
| can't stand autopreps. The food's always so predictable. Never burned, never ..." He broke off; on the
vidscreen the miniature features of an employee a Lattimore had formed. 'Miss, thisis Life-factors
Research Consultants of N'Y ork calling. I'd like to inquire about an operation performed on aMgor
Wozzeck or Waleck last August, aspleen transplant.’

'Wait," Myrasaid suddenly. 'Now | remember; it wasn't aspleen - it was an idands of Langerhans,
you know, that part of the pancreas which controls sugar production in the body. | remember because
Lurton got to talking about it because he saw me putting two teaspoonfuls of sugar in my coffee.’

'l look that up,' the girl at Lattimore said, overhearing Myra. She turned to her files.

'‘What | want to find out,’ Tito said to her, 'isthe exact date at which the organ was obtained from
the UN's VOFR.

If you can give methat datum, please. He waited, accustomed to having to be patient. Hisline of
work absolutely required that virtue, above dl others, including intelligence.

Thegirl presently said, 'A Colonel Weiswasser received an organ transplant on August twelve of this
year. Idands of Langerhans, obtained from the VOFR the day before, August eleven. Dr Lurton Sands
performed the operation and of course certified the organ.'

"Thanks, miss," Tito said, and broke the connection. "The VOFR officeis closed,’ Myrasaid, ashe
began once moreto did. 'Y ou'll haveto wait until tomorrow.’

'l know somebody there,' Tito said and continued dialing.
At last he had Gus Anderton, his contact at the UN'svital organ bank. 'Gus, thisis Tito. Check



August deven thisyear for me. Idands of Langerhans; okay ? Seeif the org-trans surgeon we previoudy
had reference to picked up one there on that date.’

His contact was back dmost at once with the information. ‘Correct, Tito; it al checksout. Aug
eleven, Idands of Langerhans. Transferred by jet-hopper to Lattimore in San Francisco. Routinein
every way.'

Tito Craveli cut the circuit, exasperated.

After apause Myra Sands, gill pacing restlesdy about his office, exclamed, ‘But | know he's been
obtaining organsillegally. He never turned anybody down, and you know there never have been that
many organsin the bank reserve - he had to get them somewhere dse. He il is; | know it

'Knowing thisand proving thisaretwo ...

Turning to him, Myra snapped, 'And outside of the UN bank there's only one other place he would
or could go.'

'Agreed,’ Tito said, nodding. 'But as your attorney said, you better have proof before you make the
charge; otherwise helll sueyou for dander, libel, defamation of character, the entire biz. Hed haveto.

Y ou'd give him no choice!

You don't likethis' Myrasaid.

Tito shrugged. 'l don't haveto likeit. That doesn't matter.'

‘But you think I'm treading on dangerous ground.’

'l know you are. Evenif it'struethat Lurton Sands...’

'Don't say "even if". Hesafanatic and you know it; heidentifies so fully with his publicimage asa
savior of livesthat hes smply had to make a psychological break with redlity. Probably he started in a
small way, with what he told himself was a unique Situation, an exception; he had to have a particular
organ and hetook it. And the next time..." She shrugged. ‘It was easier. And so on.’

'| see, Tito said.

'l think | see what we're going to haveto do,” Myra said. "What you're going to have to do. Get
sarted on-this. Find out from your contact at the UN exactly what organ the bank lacks at thistime.
Then deliberately set up another emergency situation; have someonein ahospital somewhere apply to
Lurton for that particular transplant. | redizethat it'll cost one hell of alot of money, but I'm willing to
underwrite the expense. Do you see ?

I see,’ Tito said. In other words, trap Lurton Sands. Play on the man's determination to save thelife
of adying person ... make his humanitarianism the instrument of his destruction. What away to earn a
living, Tito thought to himsalf. Another day, another dollar ... it'shardly that. Not when you get involved
in something likethis

'I know you can arrange it, Myrasaid to him fervently. 'Y ou're good; you're experienced. Aren't
you ?

'Yes, Mrs. Sands,' Tito said. I'm experienced. Yes, possibly | can trap the guy. Lead him by the
nose. It shouldn't be too hard.’

'Make sure your "patient” offershim plenty," Myrasaid in abitter, taut voice. 'Lurton will biteif he
sensesagood financid return; that's what interests him - in spite of what you and the darn public may or
may not imagine. | ought to know; I've lived with him agood many years, shared hismost intimate
thoughts." She smiled, briefly. 'It ssemsashame | haveto tell you how to go about your business, but
obvioudy | haveto.' Her smile returned, cold and exceedingly hard.

'| appreciate your assistance,’ Tito said woodenly.

'No you don'. Y ou think I'm trying to do something wicked. Something out of mere spite.’

Tito sad, 'l don't think anything; I'm just hungry. Maybe you don't eat until eight-thirty or nine, but |
have pyloric spasmsand | haveto eat by seven. Will you excuse me ? Heroseto hisfeet, pushing his



desk chair back. 'l want to close up shop.' He did not renew his offer to take her out to dinner.
Gathering up her coat and purse, Myra Sands said, ‘Have you located Cdly Vae and if so where ?
'No luck,' Tito said, and felt uncomfortable.

Staring a him, Myrasaid, '‘But why can't you locate her ? She must be somewhere ! She looked as
if she could not believe her ears.

"The court process servers can't find her either,’ Tito pointed out. 'But I'm sure shelll turn up by tria
time." He, too, had been wondering why his staff had been unable to locate L urton Sands mistress; after
all, there were only alimited number of places a person could hide, and detection and tracing devices,
especidly during the last two decades, had improved to an almost supernatural accuracy.

Myrasaid, 'I'm beginning to think you're just not any good. | wonder if | shouldn't put my businessin
somebody else's hands!

That'syour privilege,' Tito said. His somach ached, a series of spasms of hispyloric valve. He
wondered if hewas ever going to get an opportunity to eat tonight.

'You must find MissVae,' Myrasaid. 'She knows all the details of hisactivity; that's why he's got
her hidden - in fact she's pumping blood with a heart he procured for her.’

'Okay, Mrs. Sands," Tito agreed, and inwardly winced at the growing pain ...

4

The black-haired, extremely dark youth said shyly, "We came to you, Mrs. Sands, because we read
about you in the homeopape. It said you were very good and aso you take people without too much
money.' He added, 'We don't have any money at al right now, but maybe we can pay you later.’

Brusguely, Myra Sands said, 'Don't worry about that now.' She surveyed the boy and girl. 'Let's
see. Your names are Art and Rachagl Chaffy. Sit down, both of you, and let'stalk, al right ? She smiled
a them, her professond amile of greeting and warmth; it was reserved for her clients, given to no one
else, not even to her husband - or, as she thought of Lurton now, her former husband.

In asoft voicethe girl, Rachael, said "Wetried to get them to let us become bibs but they said we
should consult an advisor first." She explained, 'I'm - well, you see, somehow | got to be preg. I'm sorry.'
She ducked her head fearfully, with shame, her cheeks flushing deep scarlet. 'It'stoo bad they don't just
let you kill yoursdlf, likethey did afew years ago,’ she murmured. 'Because that would solveit.”

‘That law," Myrasaid firmly, ‘was abad idea. However imperfect deep-deepis, it'scertainly
preferable to the old form of self-destruction undertaken on anindividua basis. How far advanced is
your pregnancy, dear ?

'‘About amonth and ahdf,' Rachael Chaffy said, lifting her head atrifle. She managed to meet
Myras gaze; for amoment, at least.

"Then abort-processing presents no difficulty,’ Myrasaid. 'It'sroutine. We can arrange for it by noon
today and have it done by six tonight. At any one of severd free government abort clinicsherein the
area. Just amoment.' Her secretary had opened the door to the office and was trying to catch her
atention. 'What isit, Tina?

'An urgent phone call for you, Mrs. Sands!'

Myraclicked on her desk vidphone. On the screen Tito Craveli's features formed in replica, puffy
with agitation.

'Mrs. Sands,' Tito said, 'sorry to bother you at your office so early this morning. But anumber of
tracking devices weve been employing here have wound up their term of service and have come home.
| thought you'd want to know. Cally Vaeis nowhere on Earth. That's absolutely been determined; that's
definite’ Hewas silent, then, waiting for her to say something.



"Then she emigrated,’ Myrasaid, trying to picture the dainty and rather nauseetingly fragile MissVae
in the rugged environment of Mars or Ganymede.

'No," Tito Cravelli said emphatically, shaking his head. 'We've checked on that, of course. Cally
Vale did not emigrate. It doesn't make sense, but thereit is. No wonder we're making no headway;
we're faced with an impossible situation.' He did not appear very happy about it. His features sagged
dumly.

Myrasad, 'She's not on Earth and she didn't emigrate. Then she mugt..." It was obviousto her; why
hadn't they thought of it right away, when Cdly originaly vanished from sight ?'She'sentered a
government warehouse. Caly'sabib.’ It was the only possibility left.

'We'relooking into that,’ Tito said, but without enthusiasm. I admit it's possible but frankly | just
don't buy it. Persondly, | think they've thought up something new, something origind; 1'd stake my job
onit, everything | have' Tito'stonewasinsistent, now. No longer hesitant. 'But welll check all the Dept.
of SPW warehouses, all ninety-four of them. That'll take a couple of days at least. Meanwhile ? He
caught sight of the young couple, the Chaffys, waiting silently. 'Perhaps; 1'd better discussit with you
later; theres no urgency.'

Maybe what the homeopapes are hinting at actualy did take place, Myrathought to hersdlf. Perhaps
Lurton has actudly killed her. So she can't be subpoenaed by Frank Fenner at thetrid.

‘Do you believe Cdly Vadeisdead ? Myrasaid to Tito bluntly. She ignored the young couple seated
opposite her; they did not at the moment matter; thiswasfar too important.

I'minno pogition ..." Tito began. Myracut him off; she broke the connection, and the screen faded.
I'min no position to say, shefinished for him. But who is? Lurton ? Maybe even he doesn't know where
Cdly is. She might have run out on him. Gone to the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite and joined
thearmy of girlsthere, under an assumed name. With relish, Myra pondered that, picturing her former
husband's mistress as one of Thisbe's creatures, sexless and mechanical and automatic. Which will it be,
Caly ? One, two, three or four ? Only, the choice isn't yours. It'stheirs. Every time. Myralaughed. It's
where you ought to be, Cally, she thought. For the rest of your life, for the next two hundred years.

'Please forgive the interruption, Myra said to the young couple seated opposite her. 'And do go on.'

'Well,' the girl Rachadl said awkwardly, 'Art and | felt that - we thought over the abortion and we
just don't want to doit. I don't know why, Mrs. Sands. | know we should. But we can't.’

There was slence, then.

I don't see what you cameto mefor,” Myrasaid. 'If you've made up your minds againgt it aready.
Obvioudy, from apractica standpoint you should go through with it; you're probably frightened... after
al, you are very young. But I'm not trying to talk you into it. A decision of this sort hasto be your own.’

Inalow voice Art said, 'We're not scared, Mrs. Sands. That's not it. We - well, we'd like to have
thebaby. That'sdl.’

Myra Sands did not know what to say. She had never, in her practice, run into anything quite like
this; it baffled her.

She could see already that this was going to be abad day.

Between thisand Tito's phone cdll - it wastoo much. And so early. It was not yet even nineam.

In the basement of Pethdl Jiff-scuttler Sales & Service, the repairman Rick Erickson prepared, for
the second day in arow, to enter the defective 'scuttler of Dr Lurton Sands, Jr. He still had not found
what he was searching for.

However, hedid not intend to give up. Hefdt, on an intuitive level, that he was very close. It would
not be long now.

From behind him avoice said, 'What are you doing, Rick ?
Startled, Erickson jumped, glanced around. At the door of the repair department stood his



employer, Darius Pethel, heavy-set in the wrinkled dark-brown ol d-fashioned /i>jerry -type wool suit
which he customarily wore.

‘Listen,' Erickson said. 'Thisis Dr Sands 'scuttler. Y ou can laugh, but | think he's got hismistressin
here, somewhere.’

'What ? Pethel laughed.

I meanit. | don't think she's dead, even though | talked to Sands long enough to know he could do
itif hefdt it was necessary - he'sthat kind of guy. Anyhow nobody's found her, even Mrs. Sands.
Naturaly they can't find her, because Lurton's got his 'scuttler in here with us, out of Sght. He knowsit's
here, but they don't. And he doesn't want it back, no matter what he says, he wantsit stuck down here,
right in this basement.’

Staring at him Pethel said, 'Great fud. Isthiswhat you've been doing on my time ? Working out
detective theories ?

Erickson said, Thisisimportant! Even if it doesn't mean any money for you. Hell, maybe it does; if
I'm lucky and find her, maybe you can sdll her back to Mrs. Sands.’

After apause Darius Pethdl shrugged in a philosophica way. 'Okay. So look. If you do find her ?

Beside Pethd the sdlesman of the firm, Stuart Hadley, appeared. He said breezily, 'What's up, Dar
7 Asaways cheerful and interested.

'Rick's searching for Dr Sands mistress.’ Pethdl said. Hejerked histhumb at the 'scuttler.

'Isshe pretty ? Hadley asked. 'Well started ? He looked hungry.

'Y ou've seen her picsin the homeopapes,' Pethdl said. 'She's cute. Otherwise why do you suppose
the doctor risked hismarriage, if she wasn't something exceptiona ? Come on, Hadley; | need you

upstairs on the floor. We can't al three be down here - someonell walk away with the register.’ He
started up the stairs.

'‘And she'sin there ? Hadley said, looking puzzled as he bent to peer into the 'scuttler. 'l don't see
her, Dar.'

Darius Pethel guffawed. 'Neither do |. Neither does Rick, but he's still searching - and on my time,
goddamiit! Ligten, Rick; if you find her she's my mistress, because you're on my time, working for me.’

All three of them laughed at thet.

'Okay,' Rick agreed, on his hands and knees, scraping the surface of the 'scuttler tube with the blade
of ascrewdriver. 'Y ou can laugh and | admit it'sfunny. But I'm not stopping. Obvioudy, therent isn't

vighle; if it was, Doc Sands wouldn't have dared leave it here. He may think I'm dumb, but not that
dumb - he'sgot it concealed and real well.'

""Rent,"'Pethel echoed. He frowned, startling back afew steps down the stairs and into the
basement once more. 'Y ou mean like Henry Ellisfound, years ago ? That rupture in the tube-wall that
led to ancient Israel ?

'lsrad isright,’ Rick said briefly, as he scraped. His keen, thoroughly-trained eye saw dl a oncein
the surface near a hand adight irregularity, adistortion. Leaning forward, he reached out his hand...
His groping fingers passed through the wall of the tube and disappesred.

‘Jesus,’ Rick said. Heraised hisinvisble fingers, felt nothing at first, and then touched the upper edge
of therent. 'l found it,’ he said. He looked around, but Pethel had gone. 'Darius!’ he yelled, but there
was no answer. 'Damn him!" he said in fury to Hadley.

"Y ou found what ? Hadley asked, Sarting cautioudy into the tube. Y ou mean you found the Vae
woman ?Cally Vae?

Headfirgt, Rick Erickson crept into the rent.

He sprawled, snatching for support; falling, he struck hard ground and cursed. Opening his eyes, he
saw, above, apae blue sky with afew meager clouds. And, around him, ameadow. Bees, or what



looked something more or lesslike bees, buzzed in tall-stemmed white flowers aslarge as saucers. The
ar smelled of sweetness, asif the flowers had impregnated the atmosphereitself.

I'm there, he said to himsdlf. | got through; thisiswhere Doc Sands hid his mistressto keep her from
testifying for Mrs. Sands at thetria or hearing or whatever it's caled. He stood up, cautioudly. Behind
him he made out a hazy shimmer: the nexus with the tube of the Jiffi-scuttler back in the store's basement
in Kansas City. | want to keep my bearings, he said to himself warily. If | get lost, | may not be ableto
get back again and that might be bad.

Whereisthis ? he asked himsdf. Must work that out - now.

Gravity like Earth's. Must be Earth, then, he decided. Long time ago ? Long time in the future ?
Think what thisisworth; the hell with the man's mistress, the hell with him and his persona problems -
that's nothing. Helooked wildly around for some sign of habitation, for something animal-like, or human;
something to tell him what epoch thiswas, past or future, Saber-tooth tiger, maybe. Or trilobite. No, too
late for the trilobite aready; ook at those bees. Thisisthe break Terran Development has been trying to
uncover for thirty years now, he said to himsdlf. And therat that found it used it for his own snesky
goings-on, as a place merely to hide his doxie. What aworld! Erickson began dowly to walk, step by
step...

Far off, afigure moved.

Shading his eyes againgt the glare of the sky, Rick-Erickson tried to make out what it was. Primitive
man ? Cro-Magnon or some such thing ? Big-domed inhabitant of the future, perhaps ? He squinted - it
was awoman; he could tell by her hair. She wore dacks and she was running toward him. Cdly, he
thought. Doc Sands mistress, hurrying toward me. Mugt think I'm Sands. In panic, he hdted; what'll |
do ? He wondered. Maybe | better go back, think this out. He started to turn in the direction he had
come.

Out of the corner of hiseye he saw the girl's arm come up swiftly.

No, he thought. Don'.

He stumbled as he snatched at the hazy, smdl loop which connected the two environments, entrance
to the 'scuttler tube.

The red glow of an aimed |aser-beam passed over hishead.

Y ou missed me, he thought in terror. But - he clawed! for the entrance, found it, began to struggle
back through. But next time. Next time!

'Stop," he shouted at her without looking at heir. His voice echoed in the bee-zooming plain of
flowers.

The second laser-beam caught him in the back.

He put hishand out, saw it pass through the haze and disappear beyond. It was safe, but he was

not. She had killed him; it wastoo late, now, too late to get away from her. Why didn't she wait ? he
asked himsdlf. Find out who | was ? Must have been afraid.

Again the |aser-beam nicked. It touched the back of hishead and that was that. Therewas no
returning for him, no reentry into the safety of the tube.

Rick Erickson was dead.

Standing on thefar side, in the tube of Dr Sands Jiffi-scuttler, Stuart Hadley waited nervoudy, then
saw Rick Erickson'sfingersjerk through thewall near the floor; the fingers writhed, and Hadley stooped
down and grabbed Erickson by thewrist. Trying to get back, he redlized, and pulled Erickson by the
armwith al hisstrength. It was a corpse that he drew into the tube beside him.

Horrified, Hadley rose unsteadily to hisfeet; he saw the two clean holes and knew that Erickson had
been killed with alaser rifle, probably from adistance. Stumbling down the tube, Hadley reached the
controls of the 'scuttler and cut the power off; the shimmer of the entrance hoop at once vanished, and



he knew or hoped - that now they, whoever they were who had murdered Rick Erickson, could not
follow him through.

'Pethel!" he shouted. 'Come down here!" He ran to Erickson's work bench and the intercom. 'Mr.
Pethel," he said, 'come back down here to the basement right away. Erickson's dead.’

The next he knew, Darius Pethel stood beside him, examining the body of the repairman. 'He must
have found it," Pethel muttered, ashen-faced and trembling. "Well, he got paid for his nosiness; he sure
got paid.

"We better get the police, Hadley said.

'Y es.' Pethel nodded vacantly. 'Of course. | see you turned it off. Good thing. We better leave it
grictly aone. The poor guy, the poor goddam guy; look at what he got for being smart enough to figure
it al out. Look, he's got something in his hand. He bent down, opening Erickson'sfingers.

The dead hand held awad of grass.

'No org-trans operation can help him, either,’ Pethdl said. 'Because the beam caught him in the head.
Got hisbrain. Too bad.' He glanced a Stuart Hadley. 'Anyhow the best org-trans surgeon is Sands and
he isn't going to do anything to help Erickson. Y ou can make book on that.'

‘A place where theré's grass," Hadley murmured, touching the contents of the dead man's hand.
"Where can it be ? Not on Earth. Not now, anyway.'

'Must be the past,’ Pethel said. 'So we've got time-travel. Isn't it great ? His face twisted with grief.
"Terrific beginning, one good man dead. How many |eft to go ? Imagine aguy's reputation meaning that
much to him, that he'd let this happen. Or maybe Sands doesn't know; maybe she was just given the
laser gun to protect hersdlf. In case hiswifé's private cops got to her. And anyhow, we don't know for
aureif shedidit; it could have been someone e se entirely, not Cdly Vaeat al. What do we know
about it ? All we know isthat Erickson is dead. And there was something basically wrong with the
theory hewas going on.’

'Y ou can give Sands the benefit of the doubt, if you want,' Hadley said, 'but I'm not going to." He
stood up, then, taking a deep shuddering breath. ‘Can we get the police, now ? Y ou cdl them; | can't
talk well enough to. Y ou do it, Pethel, okay ?

Unsteadily, Darius Pethel moved toward the phone on Erickson's work bench, his hand extended
gropingly, asif his perception of touch had begun to disintegrate. He picked up the receiver, and then he
turned to Stuart Hadley and said, ‘Wait. Thisisamistake. Y ou know who we'vegot to call ? The
factory. We haveto tell Terran Development about this; it'swhat they're after. They comefirst.

Hadley, saring at him, said, 'l - don't agree.’

Thisis more important than what you think or | think, more important than Sands and Caly Vae,
any of us' Dar Pethdl began to did. 'Evenif one of usisdead. That till doesn't matter. Y ou know what
I'm thinking about ? Emigration. Y ou saw the grassin Erickson's hand. Y ou know what it means. It
means the hdll with that girl onthefar Sde, or whoever it is over there who shot Erickson. It meansthe
hell with any of usand dl of us, our sentiments and opinions.' He gestured. 'All our lives put together.’

Dimly, Stuart Hadley understood. Or thought he did. 'But shelll probably kill the next person who ..."

'Let TD worry about that,’ Pethel said savagely. That'stheir problem. They've got company police,
armed guardsthey usefor patrol purposes; et them send them over, first." His voice waslow and harsh.
‘Let them lose afew men, so what. The lives of millions of people areinvolved in this, now. Y ou get that,
Hadley ? Do you ?'

'Y-yes,' Hadley said, nodding.

'‘Anyhow,’ Pethd said, more camly, now, it'slegitimately within the jurisdiction of TD becauseit
look place within one of their 'scuttlers. Call it an accident; think of it that way. Unavoidable and awful.
Between an entrance and an exit hoop. Naturally the company has to know.' He turned his back to
Hadley, then, concentrating on the vidphone, calling Leon Turpin, the chief of TD.



' think," Salisbury Heim said to his presidential candidate James Briskin, 'l have something cooking
youwon't like. I've been talking to George Walt..."

At once Jm Briskin said, 'No deal. Not with them. | know what they want and that's out, Sd.'

'If you don't do business with George Walt, Heim said steedily, 'I'm going to have to resign as your
campaign manager. | just can't take any more, not after that planet-wetting speech of yours. Thingsare
breaking too badly for usasit is, we can't take George Walt on in addition to everything e se.’

"There's something even worse,' Jm Briskin said, after a pause. 'Which you haven't heard. A wire
came from Bruno Mini. He was delighted with my speech and he'son hisway hereto - ashe putsit -
"join forceswithme." '

Heim sad, ‘But you can dill...!

'Mini's already spoken to homeopape reporters. So it'stoo late to head him off media-wise. Sorry.'

'You'regoing to lose!’

'Okay, I'll havetolose!

'What gets me,' Helm said bitterly, 'what redlly gets meisthat evenif you did win the election you
couldn't haveit al your way; one man just can't dter things that much. The Golden Door Movements of

Bliss satdllite is going to remain; the bibs are going to remain; so are Nonovulid and the abort-consultants
you can chip away alittle here and there but not..."

He ceased, because Dorothy Gill had come up to Jim Briskin. ‘A phone cdl for you, Mr. Briskin.
The gentleman saysit's urgent and he won't be wasting your time. Y ou don't know him, he says, so he
didn't give hisname." She added, 'He'sa Cal. If that helpsyou identify him.'

It doesn't,’ Im said. ‘But I'll talk to him anyhow." Obvioudy, he was glad to bresk off the
conversation with Sdl; relief showed on hisface. 'Bring the phone here, Dotty.'

'Yes, Mr. Briskin.' She disappeared and presently was back, carrying the extension vidphone.

"Thanks." Jm Briskin pressed the hold button, releasing it, and the vidscreen glowed. A face formed,
swarthy and handsome, a keen-eyed man, well-dressed and evidently agitated. Whoishe ? Sal Heim
asked himsdf. | know him. I've seen apic of him somewhere.

Then heidentified the man. It wasthe big-time N'Y ork investigator who wasworking for Myra
Sands; it was aman named Tito Cravelli, and he was atough individua indeed. What did he want with
Jm?

Theimage of Tito Cravelli said, 'Mr. Briskin, I'd like to have lunch with you. In private. | have
something to discusswith you, just you and me; it's vitaly important to you, | assure you.' He added,
with aglance toward Sd Heim, 'So vita | don't want anybody else around.’

Maybethisisgoing to be an nation attempt, S Heim thought. Someone, afanatic from
CLEAN, sent by Verne Engd and his crowd of nuts. "Y ou better not go, Jm," he said doud.

'Probably not," im said. 'But | am anyhow.' To the image on the vidscreen he said, 'What time and
where ?

Tito Cravelli said, Theresalittle restaurant in the N'Y ork dum ares, in the five hundred block of
Fifth Avenue; | aways eat there when I'm in N'Y ork - the food's prepared by hand. It's called Scotty's
Place. Will that be satisfactory ? Say a one p.m., N'York time.'

‘All right," Jm Briskin agreed. ‘At Scotty's Place at one o'clock. I've been there.' He added tartly,
They'rewilling to serve Cols!'

'Everyone serves Cols,' Tito said, 'when I'm along." He broke the connection; the screen faded and
died.

'l don't likethis Sal Heim said.

'We're ruined anyhow," Jm reminded him. 'Didn't you say, just aminute ago ? He smiled laconically.



'I think the time has arrived for meto clutch at straws, Sal. Any straw | can reach. Even this!'

'What shdl | tell George Walt ? They're waiting. I'm supposed to set up avisit by you to the satellite
within twenty-four hours; that would be by six o'clock tonight.’ Getting out his handkerchief, Sal Heim
mopped hisforehead. 'After that ..."

‘After that,” IJm said, 'they begin systematicaly campaigning against me!'

Sd nodded.

Y ou can tdl George Wadt,' Im said, 'that in my Chicago speech today I'm going to come out and
advocate the shutting of the satellite. And if I'm lected ...

"They know dready,' Sal Heim said. Therewas alesk.
‘Therésawaysaleak ... im did not seem perturbed.

Reaching into his coat pocket, Sal brought out a sealed envelope. 'Here's my resignation.' He had
been carrying it for sometime,

Jm Briskin accepted the envelope; without opening it he put it in his coat-pouch. 'l hope you'll be
watching my Chicago speech, Sdl. 1t's going to be an important one.' He grinned sorrowfully at his
ex-campaign manager; hispain at this breakdown of their relationship showed in the deep lines of his
face. The bresk had been long in coming; it had hung there in the atmosphere between them in their
former discussions.

But Jim intended to go on anyhow. And do what had to be done.

5

Asheflew by Jet'ab to Scotty's Place, Jm Briskin thought: At least now | don't have to come out
for Lurton Sands; | don't have to follow Sd's advice any more on any topic becauseif he's not my
campaign manager he can't tell me what to do. To some extent it was ardief. But on adeeper level Jm
Briskin felt acutely unhappy. I'm going to have trouble getting dong without Sd, heredlized. | don't want
to get dong without him.

But it was dready done. Sdl, with hiswife Peatricia, had gone on to hishomein Cleveland, for a
much-delayed rest. And Jm Briskin, with his speechwriter Phil Danville and his press secretary Dorothy
Gill, was on hisway in the opposite direction, toward downtown N'Y ork, itstiny shops and restaurants
and old, decaying apartment buildings, and al the microscopic, outdated business offices where peculiar
and occult transactions continualy took place. It was aworld which intrigued Jm Briskin, but it was also
aworld he knew little about; he had been shielded from it most of hislife,

Seated beside him, Phil Danville said, 'He may come back, Jm. Y ou know Sa when he gets
overburdened; he blows up, falsinto fragments. But after aweek of lazing around...’

'Not thistime,' Jm said. The split wastoo basic.

‘By theway," Dorothy said, 'before heleft, Sal told me who this man you're mesting is. Sal
recognized him; did hetdll you ?1t's Tito Cravdli, Sd says. Y ou know, Myra Sands investigator.'

'No," IJmsaid. 'l didn't know." Sal had said nothing to him; the period in which Sal Heim gave him
the benefit of his experience was over, had ended there on the spot.

At Republican-Liberd campaign headquartersin N'Y ork he stopped briefly to et off Phil Danville
and Dorothy Grill, and then he went on, alone, to meet with Tito Cravelli at Scotty's Place.

Cravelli, looking nervous and keyed-up, was aready in abooth in the rear of the restaurant, waiting
for him, when he arrived.

Thanks, Mr. Briskin,' Tito Cravelli said, as Jm seated himsalf across from him. Hurriedly, Cravdli
Spped what remained of his cup of coffee. Thiswon't takelong. What | want for my informationisa
great dedl. | want a promise from you that when you're elected - and you will be, because of this- youll



bring mein at cabinet rank." Hewas slent, then.

'‘Good god,' im said mildly. ‘Isthat al you want ?

I'mentitled to it,’ Cravelli said. ‘ For getting thisinformation to you. | came acrossit because | have
someone working for mein ... He broke off abruptly. 'l want the post of Attorney Generd; | think | can
handlethejob ... I think I'd be agood Attorney Generdl. If I'm not, you can fire me. But you haveto let
mein for achanceat it'

"Tell mewhat your information is. | can't make that promise until | heer it.’

Cravelli hesitated. 'Oncel tell you - but you're honest, Briskin. Everyone knowsthat. Theré'saway
you can get rid of the bibs. Y ou can bring them back to activity, full activity.'
‘Where ?'

‘Not here,' Cravelli said. 'Obvioudy. Not on Earth. The man | have working for me who picked this
up isan employee of Terran Development. What does that suggest to you ?

After apause Jm Briskin said, 'They've made a bregkthrough.'

‘A littlefirm has. A retailer in Kansas City, repairing a defective Jffi-scuttler. They did it - or rather
found it. Discovered it. The'scuttler'sat TD, now, being gone over by factory engineers. It was moved
east two hours ago; they acted immediately, as soon asthe retailer contacted them. They knew what it
meant." He added, 'Just asyou and | do, and my man working for them.’

"Where's the break-through to ? What time period ?

‘No time period, evidently. The conversion seemsto have taken place in spacia terms, as near as
they can determine. A planet with about the same mass as Earth, smilar aamosphere, well-developed
faunaand flora, but not Earth - they managed to snap a sky-chart, get a stellar reading. Within another
few hoursthey'll probably have plotted lit exactly, know which star-systemiit liesin. Apparently it'sa
long, long way from here. Too far for direct degps-ace shipsto probe - at least for some time to come.
This bresk-through, this direct shorted-out route, will have to be utilized for at least the next few
decades.’

Thewaitress, camefor Jm'sorder.

'Perkin's Syn-Cof," he murmured absently.

The waitress departed.

'Cdly Gdéesthere,' Tito Cravelli said.

'What!"

'Doctor put her across. That's why my man got in touch with me; as you may know, 1've been
retained to search for Cally, trying to produce her on demand for thetrid. It'samess; shelasered an

employee of this Kansas City retailer, its one and only tried and true 'scuttler repairman. He had gone
across, exploring. Too bad for him. But in the grest scheme of all things..."

'Yes,' Im Briskin agreed. Cravelli wasright; it was small cost indeed. With so many millions of lives
- and, potentidly, billions - involved.

‘Naturally TD has declared this top-secret. They've thrown up an enormous security screen; | was
lucky to get hold of the poop at all. If | hadn't already had aman in there ...' Cravelli gestured.

I'll name you to the cabinet,’ Jm Briskin said. '‘As Attorney Generd. The arrangement doesn't please
me, but | think it'sin order.' It'sworth it, he said to himsdlf. A hundred times over. To me and to
everyone dse on Earth, bibs and non-bibs dike. To dl of us.

Sagging with relief and exultation,, Tito Cravelli burbled, 'Wow. | can't believeit; thisisgreat!' He
held out his hand, but Jm ignored it; he had too much else on his mind at the moment to want to
congratulate Tito Cravelli.

Jmthought, Sal Heim got out a little too soon. He should have stuck around. So much for Sd's
politica intuition; at the crucid moment it had failed to materidizefor him.



Seated in her office, abort-consultant Myra Sands once more |eafed through Tito's brief report. But
aready, outsde her window, a news machine for one of the major homeopapes was screeching out the
newsthat Caly Vae had been found; it had been made public by the police.

| didn't think you could do it, Tito, Myrasaid to hersdf. Well, | waswrong. Y ou were worth your
fee largeasitis.
[t will bequiteatrid, she said to herself with rdlish.

From anearby office, probably the brokerage firm next door, the amplified sound of aman'svoice
rose up and then was turned down to amore reasonable level. Someone had tuned inthe TV, was
watching the Republican-Libera presidentia candidate giving hislatest peech. Perhaps| should ligten,
too, she decided, and reached to turn on the TV set at her desk.

The set warmed, and there, on the screen, appeared the dark, intense features of Jm Briskin. She
swiveled her chair toward the set and momentarily put aside Tito's report. After dl, anything James
Briskin said had become important; he might easily be their next president.

... aninitid action on my part,’ Briskin was saying, ‘and one which many may disapprove of, but one
dear to my heart, will betoinitiate legd action against the so-cdled Golden Door Moments of Bliss
satellite. I've thought about thistopic for sometime; thisis not a snap decison on my part. But, much
more vital than that, | think we will seethe Golden Door satellite become thoroughly obsolete. That
would be best of al. Therole of sexudity in our society could return to its biological norm: asameansto
childbirth rather than anend initsdf.

Oh, redly ? Myrathought archly. Exactly how ?
'l am about to give you a piece of newswhich none of you have heard,’ Briskin continued. 'It will

make avast differencein al our lives.... S0 gredt, in fact, that no one could possibly foreseeitsfull extent
a thistime, A new possibility for emigration is about to open up at last. At Terran Development...'

On Myras desk the vidphone rang. Cursing in irritation, she turned down the sound of thetelevision
Set and took the receiver from its support. ThisisMrs. Sands,' she said. 'Could you plesse call back in
afew moments, thank you ?1'm extremely busy right now.’

It was the dark-haired boy, Art Chaffy. 'We were just wondering what you'd decided,” he mumbled
apologeticaly. But he did not ring off. It meansalot to us, Mrs. Sands.'

I know it does, Art, Myra Sands said, 'but if you'll just give me afew more minutes, possibly half an
hour ..." She strained to hear what James Briskin was saying on the television; dmost, she could make
out the low murmur of words. What was his new news ? Where were they going to emigrateto ? A
virgin environment ? Well, obvioudy; it would haveto be. But precisely whereisit ? Myrawondered.
Areyou about to pull thisvirgin world out of your deeve, Mr. Briskin ? Becauseif you are, | would like
to see it done; that would be worth watching.

'Okay,' Art Chaffy said. 'I'll call you later, Mrs. Sands. And I'm sorry to pester you.' He rang off,
then.

'Y ou ought to be listening to Briskin's speech,’ Myra murmured aloud as she swung her chair back
to face the television set; bending, she turned the audio knob and the sound of Briskin's voice rose once
moreto clear audibility. You of al people, she said to herself.

"... and according to reports reaching me," Briskin said dowly and gravely, ‘it has an atmosphere
nearly identical to that of earth, and asimilar massaswell.'

Good grief, Myra Sands said to hersdlf. If that's the case then I'm out of ajob. Her heart |abored
painfully. No one would need abort brokers any more. But frankly I'm just as glad, she decided. It'sa
task I'd liketo see end - forever.

Hands pressed together tautly, she listened to the remainder of Jm Briskin's momentous Chicago
speech.



My god, she thought. Thisisa piece of history being made, thisdiscovery. If it'strue. If thisisn't just
acampaign stunt.

Somewhere insde her she knew that it was true. Because Jim Briskin was not the kind of person
who would make thisup.

At the Oakland, California, branch of the U.S. Government Department of Specid Public Welfare,
Herbert Lackmore aso sat listening to presidentia candidate Jm Briskin's Chicago speech, being
carried on dl channelsof the TV asit was beamed from the R-L satdllite above.

He'll be elected now, Lackmore redized. Well have aCol president at last, just what | was afraid
of.

And, if what he's saying is S0, this business about a new possibility of emigration to an untouched
world with faunaand floralike Earth's, it meansthe bibswill be awakened. In fact, he redized with a
thrill of fright, it meansthere won't be any more bibs. At dl.

That would mean that Herb Lackmore'sjob would come to an end. And right away.

Because of him, Lackmore said to himsdlf, I'm going to be out of work; I'll be in the same spot asall
the Colswho come by herein asteady stream, day in day out - I'll be like some nineteen-year-old
Mexican or Puerto Rican or Negro kid, without prospects or hope. All I've established over the years -
wiped out by this. Completely.

With shaking fingers, Herb Lackmore opened the local phone book and turned the pages.

It wastimeto get hold of - and join - the organization of Verne Engd'swhich called itself CLEAN.
Because CLEAN would not st idly by and let this happen, not if CLEAN believed as Herb Lackmore
did.

Now wasthetimefor CLEAN to do something. And not necessarily of anon-violent nature; it was
too late for non-violence to work. Something more was required, now. Much more. The Situation had
taken adreadful turn and it would have to be rectified, by direct and quick action.

And if they won't do it, Lackmore said to himsdlf, I will. I'm not afraid to; | know it hasto be done.

Onthe TV screen Jm Briskin'sface was stern ashe said. ... will provide anatural outlet for the
biologica pressures a work on everyonein our society. Wewill befreeat last to ...

"Y ou know what this means ? George of George Walt said to his brother Walt.

I know," Walt answered. ‘It meansthat nurf Sal Heim got nothing for us, nothing at al. Y ou watch
Briskin; I'm going to cal Verne Engd and make some kind of arrangements. Him we can work with.'

'Okay, George said, nodding their shared head. He kept hiseye onthe TV screen, while his brother
dided the vidphone.

‘All that gabble with Sal Heim," Walt grumbled, and then became silent as his brother stuck him with
his elbow, signaling that he wanted to listen to the Chicago speech. "Sorry,’ Wt said, turning hiseyeto
the vidscreen of the phone.

At the door of their office Thisbe Olt gppeared, wearing afawnskin gown with aternating stripes of
magnifying transparency. 'Mr. Heim isback,' she informed them. 'To see you. Helooks - dgjected.’

"Welve got no business to conduct with Sal Heim," George said, with anger.

Tell himto go back to Earth," Walt added. 'And from now on the satellite is closed to him; he can't
vigt any of our girls- a any price. Let him dieamiserable, lingering death of frustration; it'll serve him
right.’

George reminded him acidly, 'Heim won't need us any more, if Briskin istdling the truth.’

'Heis' Walt said. 'He'stoo smple ahorsesassto lie; Briskin doesn't have the ability.' His call had
been put through on the private circuit, now. On the vidscreen gppeared the miniature image of one of



Verne Engd's gaudily-uniformed persond pragtorian flunkies, the green and silver outfit of the CLEAN
people. 'Let metalk directly to Verne' Walt said, making use of their common mouth just as George
was about to address afew more remarksto Thisbe. Tel him thisisWalt, on the satellite.’

'Run dong,’ George said to Thisbe, when Walt had finished. 'We're busy.’

Thisbe eyed him momentarily and then shut the office door after her.

On the screen Verne Engdl's pinched, wabble-like face materialized. 'l seeyou - at least half of you
- arefollowing Briskin'srabble-rousing,’ Engel said. 'How did you decide which half wasto cal me and
which haf wasto listen to the Col ? Engel's distorted featurestwisted in aleer of derison.

'Watch it - that's enough,’ George Walt retorted simultaneoudly.

‘Sorry. | don't mean to offend you,' Engel said, but his expression remained unchanged. ‘Wdll, what
can | dofor you ? Please makeit brief; 1'd like to follow Briskin's harangue too.'

'Y ou're going to require help,’ Walt said to Engdl. 'If you're going to stop Briskin now; this speech
will put him across, and | don't think even concerted transmissions from our satdllite - as we discussed -
will be sufficient. It's just too damn clever the speech hes making. Ian't it, George ?

It certainly is," George said, eye fixed on the TV screen. 'And getting better each second as he goes
aong. Hesbardy getting; started; it's agenuine spellbinder. Whacking fine!'

His eye on the vidscreen, Wt continued, 'Y ou heard Briskin come out againgt us; you must have
heard that part - everyone elsein the country certainly did. Planet-wetting with Bruno Mini isn't enough,
he's aso got to take us on. Big plansfor a Col, but evidently he and his advisorsfed he can handleit.
WEell see. What do you plan to do, Engdl ? At thisvery crucia point ?

I've got plans, I've got plans,’ Engd assured him.

'Still no-violence stuff ?

There was no audible answer, but Engel's face contorted oddly.

'‘Come up hereto the Golden Door,' Walt said, 'and let'stalk. | think my brother and | can see our
way clear to make adonation to CLEAN, say in the neighborhood of ten or eeven mil. Would that help
?'Y ou ought to be able to buy what you need with money like that.'

Engel, white with shock, ssammered, 'S-sure, George or Walt, whichever you are.’

'Get up here as soon as you can, then,' Wat ingtructed him, and rang off. 'l think helll doiit for us,' he
said to hisbrother.

‘A gorp likethat can't handle anything;,' George said sourly.

"Then for pop's sake, what do we do 7 Walt demanded.

'We do what we can. We help out Engel, we prompt him, shove him if necessary. But we don't pin

our hopeson him, at least not entirely. We go ahead with something on our own, just to be certain. And
we haveto be certain; thisistoo serious. That Col actualy meansto shut us down.'

Both their eyes, now, turned toward the TV screen, and both George and Walt sat back in their
specid wide couch to listen to the speech.

In the luxurious gpartment which he maintained in Reno, Dr Lurton Sands sat raptly listening to the
televison s, the Col candidate James Briskin ddivering his Chicago speech. He knew what it meant.
There was only one place that Briskin could have happened across a'lush, virgin world'. Obvioudy
Cdly had been found.

Going to hisdesk drawer, Lurton Sands got out the small laser pistol which he kept there and thrust
itinto his coat pocket. I'm amazed he'd do it, Sands thought. Capitalize off my problems - evidently |
migudged him.

Now so many liveswhich | could have saved will be forfeited, Sandsredized. Dueto this. And
Briskinisresponsble ... he'staken the healing power out of my hands, darkened the force working for



the good of man.

At the vidphone Sands dialed the local jet'ab company. 'l want an "ab to Chicago. As soon as
possible’ He gave his address, then hurried from his apartment to the elevator. Those that are hounding
Cdly and meto our desths, he thought, Myra and her detectives and the homeopapes ... now they've
been joined by Jm Briskin. How could he align himsdlf with them ? Haven't | made clear to everyone
what | can do in the service of human need ? Briskin must be awar e; thisain't be merely ignorance on
his part.

Frantically Sandsthought. Could it possibly bethat Briskin wants the sick to die ? All those waiting
for me, needing my help ... help which no one else, after I've been pushed to my desth, can possibly
provide.

Touching the laser pistal in his pocket, Sands said doud, glumly, 'It certainly is easy to be mistaken
about another person.’ They can take you in so easily, he thought. Deliberately midead you. Yes,
deliberately!

The jet'ab swept up to the curb and did open its door.

6

When he had finished his speech Jim Briskin sat back and knew that thistime he had done, at last, a
damn good job. It had been the best speech of his palitical career, in some respectsthe only really
decent one.

And now what ? he asked himsdlf. Sal isgone, and dong with him Patricia I've offended the
powerful and immensdy wealthy unicephalic brothers George Walt, not to mention Thisbe hersdlf ... and
Terran Development, which isno smal potatoes, will be furious that its bresk-through has been made
public. But none of this matters. Nor does the fact that I'm now committed to naming awell-known
private operator as my Attorney General; even that isn't important. My job was to make that speech as
soon as Tito Cavelli brought me that information. And - that's exactly what | did. To the letter. No
meatter what the consequences.

Coming up to him, Phil Danville dapped him warmly on the back. ‘A hell of agood fuss, Jm. You
redly outdid yoursdlf.'

‘Thanks, Phil," Jm Briskin murmured. Hefdt tired. He nodded to the TV cameramen and then, with
Phil Danville, walked over to join the knot of party brasswaiting at the rear of the studio.

'l need adrink,' m said to them as several of them extended their hands, wanting to shake with him.
'After that.' | wonder what the opposition will do now, he said to himself. What can Bill Schwarz say ?
Nothing, actually. I've taken the lid off the whole thing, and there€'s no putting it back. Now that everyone
knows there's a place we can emigrate to, the rush will be on. By the multitudes. The warehouses will be
emptied, thank god. Asthey should have been long ago.

| wish | had known about this, he thought abruptly, before | began publicly advocating Bruno Mini's
planet-wetting technique. | could have avoided that - and the break with Sal aswell.

But anyhow, he said to himself, I'll be elected.

Dorothy Gill said quietly to him, 'Jm, | think you'rein.'

'I know heis,' Phil Danville agreed, grinning with pure delight. 'How about it, Dotty ?It'snot like it
was alittle while ago. How'd you get hold of that info about TD, Jm ? It must have cost you ...

It did," Im Briskin said shortly. ‘It cost me too much. But I'd pay it two times over.'

‘Now for the drink,’ Phil said. 'Therésabar around the corner; | noticed it when we were coming in
here. Let'sgo.' He started for the door and Jim Briskin followed, hands deep in his overcoat pockets.

The sidewalk, he discovered, was crowded with people, amob which waved at him, cheered him;



he waved back, noticing that many of them were Whites aswell as Cols. A good sign, he reflected as his
party moved step by step through the dense mass of people, uniformed Chicago city police clearing a
path for them to the bar which Phil Danville had picked ouit.

From the crowd ared-headed girl, very smdll, wearing dazzling wubfur lounging pgames, the kind
fashionable with the girls on the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite, came hurrying, gliding and
ducking toward him breathlesdy. 'Mr. Briskin ...

He paused unwillingly, wondering who she was, and what she wanted. One of Thisbe Olt's girls,
evidently. 'Yes, hesaid, and smiled & her.

'Mr. Briskin,' thelittle red-haired girl gasped, ‘there's arume going around the satellite - George
Walt's doing something with VVerne Engdl, the man from CLEAN." She caught hold of him anxioudy by
the arm, stopping him. "They're going to assass nate you or something. Please be careful.’ Her face was
gark with darm.

"What's your name ? Jim asked.

"Sparky Rivers. | - work there, Mr. Briskin.'

Thanks, Sparky," he said. 'I'll remember you. Maybe sometime | can give you acabinet post.' He
continued to smile at her, but she did not smile back. I'm just joking," he said. 'Don't be downcast.’

'l think they're going to kill you,' Sparky said.

'Maybe s0." He shrugged. It was certainly possible. He leaned forward, briefly, and kissed her on
the forehead. Take care of yoursdlf, too," he said, and then walked away with Phil Danville and Dorothy
Gill.

After atime Phil said, 'What are you going to do, Jm ?

‘Nothing. What can | do ?Wait, | guess. Get my drink.’

'Y ou'll haveto protect yoursdlf,” Dorothy Gill said. If anything happensto you - what'll we do then ?
Therest of us;.

Jm Briskin sad, 'Emigration will dill exist, even without me. Y ou can gtill wake the degpers. Asit
saysin Bach's Cantata 140, "Wachet auf”. Seepers, awake. That'll have to be your watchword, from
now on.'

'Heré'sthe bar,' Phil Danville said. Ahead of them, a Chicago policeman held the door open for
them, and they entered one at atime.

It was darn nice of that girl to warn me," Jm Briskin said.

A man'svoice, closeto him, said, 'Mr. Briskin ? 1'm Lurton Sands, Jr. Perhaps you've been reading
about mein the homeopapes, lately.’

'Oh, yes," Jm said, surprised to see him; he held out his hand in greeting. I'm glad to meet you, Dr
Sands, | want to ...

'‘May | tak, please ? Sands said. '| have something to say to you. Because of you, my life and the
humanitarian work of two decades iswrecked. Don't answer; I'm not going to get into an argument with
you. I'm smply telling you, so you'll understand why." Sands reached into his coat pocket. Now he held
alaser pigtal, pointed directly at Jm Briskin's chest. 'l don't quite understand what it is about my
dedication to the sick that offended you and made you turn against me, but everybody el se has, so why
not you ? After al, Mr. Briskin, what better life-task could you set yourself than wrecking mine ? He
squeezed the trigger of the pistol The pistol did not fire, and Lurton Sands stared down at it in disbelief.
'Myra, my wife." He sounded almost apol ogetic. 'She removed the energy cartridge, obvioudly.
Evidently, she thought I'd try to useit on her." He tossed the pistol away.

After apause Jm Briskin said huskily, "Well, now what, Doctor ?

‘Nothing, Briskin. Nothing. If | had had more time | would have checked the gun out, but | had to
hurry to get here before you left. That was quite aheroic speech you made; itll certainly give most



people the impression that you're seeking to alleviate man's problems ... although of courseyou and |
know better. By the way - you do realize you won't be able to awaken all the bibs; you can't fulfill that
promise because some are dead. I'm responsible for that. Roughly four hundred of them.’

Jm Briskin gtared at him.

That'sright,” Sands said. 'I've had access to Department of Specia Public Welfare warehouses. Do
you know what that means ? Every organ I've taken has created a dead human - when the time comes
for them to be revived, whenever that may be. But | suppose the trump hasto be played sooner or later.
doesntit ?

'You'd do that 7 Jm Briskin said.

'l did that," Sands corrected. 'But remember this: | killed only potentially. Wheress, in exchange, |
saved someone right now, someone conscious and alive in the present someone completely dependent
onmy skill.'

Two Chicago policemen shoved their way up to him; Dr Sands jerked irritably away but they
continued to hold onto him, pinning him between them.

Pde, Phil Danville said, That - wasamost it, Jm. Wasn't it 7 He deliberately stepped between Jm
Briskin and Dr Sands, shielding Briskin. 'History revisited."

'Yes,' Im managed to say. He nodded, his mouth dry. Basicdlly hefdlt resigned. If Lurton Sandsdid
not manageto carry it off then, certainly someone else would, given time. It wasjust too easy. Weapons
technology had improved too much in the last hundred years; everyone knew that, and now the assassin
did not even haveto bein hisvicinity. Like an act of evil magic it could be done from adistance. And the
ingruments were chegp and available to virtualy anyone - even, as history had shown, someignorant,
worthless smdlfry, without friends, funds, or even afanatica purpose, an overriding politica cause.

Thisincident with Lurton Sandswas avile harbinger.

'Well,' Phil Danville said, and sighed, 'l guess we have to go on. What do you want to drink ?

‘A Black Russian,” Jm decided, after apause. 'Vodkaand ...

I know," Phil interrupted. His face still ragged with fear and gloom, he made hisway unsteadily over
to the bar to order.

To Dotty, Jm said, 'Evenif they get me, I've done my job. | keep telling myself that over and over
again, anyhow. | broke the news about TD's break-through and that's enough.'

'Do you actualy mean that ? she demanded. "Y ou're that fatdistic about it, about your chances ?
She dared un-wincingly up into hisface.

'Yes' hesad, findly. And well he might be.

| have afeding, he thought to himsdlf, that thisis not the time aNegro isgoing to makeit to the
presidency.

His contact within CLEAN came viaan individud named Dave DeWinter. DeWinter had joined the
movement at itsinception and had reported to Tito Cravelli throughout. Now, hurriedly, DeWinter told
his employer the most recent - and urgent - news.

They'll try it late tonight. The man actualy doing it is not amember. Hisnameis Herb Lackmore or
Luckmore. and with the equipment they're providing him he doesn't need to be an accurate shot.'
DeWinter added, The equipment, what they call a boulder, was paid for by George Walt, those two
mutants who own the Golden Door.'

Tito Cravelli said, 'l see’ There goes my post as Attorney General, he said to himself. '‘Where can |
find this Lackmore right now ?

'In hiscon gpt in Oakland, California. Probably esting dinner; it's about six, there.'

From thelocked closet of hisoffice, Tito Cravelli got a collapsible high-powered scope-sight laser



rifle, he folded it up and stuffed it into his pocket, out of Sght. Such ariflewas gtrictly illegd, but that
hardly mattered right now; what Cravelli intended to do was againgt the law with any kind of weapon.

But it was dready too late to get Lackmore or Luckmore or whatever his name was. By thetime he
reached the West Coast Lackmore would certainly be gone, on hisway east to intercept Jm Briskin;
their flightswould cross, hisand Lackmore's. Better to locate Briskin and stick closeto him, get
Lackmore when he showed up. But Herb Lackmore would not have to show up, in the strict sense, not
with the variety of weapon which the mutant brothers had provided him. He could be asfar away asten
miles- and till reach Briskin.

George Wt will haveto cdl him off, Cravelli decided. It'sthe only sureway - and eventhat is
merdy relatively sure.

I'll have to go to the satellite, he said to himself. Now, if | expect to accomplish anything at dl. The
mutants George Wat would not be expecting him; they had no knowledge of histieswith Jm Briskin -
or so0 he hoped. And aso, he had three individuas working for him on the satellite, three of the girls.
That gave him three separate placesto stay - or hide - while he was up there. Afterwards, after he took
care of George Walt, it might well mean the differencein saving hislife.

That, of course, would be if George Walt wouldn't do businesswith him, if they choseto fight it out.
In afight, they would lose; Tito Cravelli wasacrack shot. And in addition the initiative would be with
him.

Where was the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satdllite right now ? Getting the evening homeopape,
he turned to the entertainment page. If it was, say, over India, he had no chance; he would not be ableto
reech the brothersintime.

The Golden Door Moments of Bliss satdllite, according to the time-schedule shown in the paper,
was right now over Utah. By jet'ab he could reach it within three quarters of an hour.

That was soon enough.

‘Thanksalot, he said to Dave De Winter, who stood awkwardly in the middie of the office, wearing
his splendid green and silver CLEAN uniform. "Y ou trot on back to Engd I'll keep in touch with you.'
He left the office on adead run, then, racing down the stairs to the ground floor.

Presently, he was on hisway to the satellite,

When the jet'ab had |anded at the field, Cravelli hurried down the ramp, purchased aticket from the
nude, golden-haired attendant, and then rushed through gate five, searching for Francy's door. 705, it
was - or S0 herecalled, but under so much tension he fdt rattled. With five thousand doors spread out in
corridor after corridor - and al around him, on every side, the animated pics of the girlstwisted and
chirped, trying to snare his attention and entice him to thejoysinside.

I'll have to consult the satellite's directory, he decided. That would waste precious time, but what
dternative did he have ? Feverishly, heloped down the corridor until he arrived at the immensely
extensve, cross-indexed, illuminated directory board, with dl its nameswinking on and off asrooms
emptied and refilled, as customers hurried in and out.

It was 507, and it was empty of customers.

When he opened the door Francy said, 'Hdlo!" and sat up, then, blinking in surpriseto see him. 'Mr.
Cravdli, she sad uncertainly. 'Iseverything dl right 7 She did from the bed, wearing a pale smock of
some cheap thin materia, and came hesitantly up to him, her body bare and smooth. "'What can | do for
you ? Areyou herefor...

'Not for pleasure,’ Tito Cravelli informed her. '‘Button up your damn smock and listen to me. Isthere
any way you can get George Walt up here ?

Fancy pondered. "They never visit acrib, normdly. I...

‘Suppose there was trouble. A customer refusing to pay.'

'No. A bouncer would show up then. But George Walt would come hereif they thought the FBI or



some other police agency had moved in here and was officidly arresting us girls.' She pointed to an
obscure button on the wall. 'For such an emergency. They have aregular neurosis about the police; they
think it's bound to come, sooner or later - they must have a guilty conscience about it. The button,
connectsto that great big office of theirs.'

'Ring the button,' Cravelli said, and got out hislaser rifle seating himself on Francy's bed, he began to
asEambleit.

Minutes passed.

Standing uneadily at the door, listening, Francy said 'What's going to happen in here Mr. Craveli 2?1
hope theré'sno ..."

‘Bequiet, he said sharply.

The door of the room opened.

The mutants George Walt sood in the entrance, one hand on the knob, the other three gripping
short lengths of metd piping.

Tito Cravdli leveled thelaser rifleand said, 'My intention is not to kill both of you but merely one of
you. That'll leave the other with half adead brain, one dead eye, and a deteriorating body attached to
him. | don't think you'd gppreciate that. Can you threaten me with anything equaly dreadful ?1 serioudy
doubt it.'

After a pause one of them - he did not know which - said, 'What - do you want ? The face was
twisting and livid, the two eyes, not in unison, staring, one of them at Tito, the other at hislaser rifle.

'‘Comein and close the door,' Tito Cravelli said.

'Why ? George Walt demanded. 'What's this al about, anyhow ?

‘Just comeonin,’ Tito said, and waited.

The mutants entered. The door shut after them and they stood facing him, still gripping the three
lengths of metal piping. Thisis George,' the head said presently. "'Who are you ? Let's be reasonable; if
you're dissatisfied with the service you've received from this woman - no, can't you seethisisa
strong-arm robbery ? the head interrupted itsalf as the other brother took control of the vocal
apparatus. 'He's here to rob us; he brought that weapon with him, didn't he ?

"Y ou're going to get in touch with Verne Engd,’ Tito said. 'And he's going to get in touch with his
gunsdl, Herbert Lackmore. Together you're going to cal this Lackmore back in. Well do it from your
office; obvioudy we can't call from thiswoman's crib.’ To Francy he said, 'Y ou go ahead of them, lead
the way. Start now, please. Thereé's no excess of time." Within him his pyloric valve began to writhein
spasms, he gritted histeeth and for an ingtant shut hiseyes.

A length of piping whistled past his head.

Tito Craveli fired the laser rifle at George Walt. One of the two bodies sagged, hit in the shoulder; it
was wounded but not dead. "Y ou see ? Cravelli said. 'It would be terrible for the one of you that
urvived.!

'Y es," the head said, bobbing up and down in agrotesque pumpkin-like fit of nodding. "Well work
with you, whoever you are. Well call Engel; we can get thisal straightened out. Please.’ Both eyes, each
fixed on adifferent spot, bulged in glazed fear. The right one, on the same side as the laser-wound, had
become opague with pain.

'‘Good enough,' Tito Cravelli said. Hethought, | may be Attorney Genera yet. Herding them with his
laser rifle, be moved George Walt toward the door.

The weapon which Herb Lackmore had been provided with contained a costly replicaof the



encephalic wave-pattern of James Briskin. He needed merely to place it within afew miles of Briskin,
screw in the handle and then, with a switch, detonate it.

It was amechanism, he decided, which supplied little, if any, persond satisfaction. However, at least
it would do the job and that, in thelong run, was dl that counted. And certainly it insured his persona
escape, or at least greatly aided it.

At thismoment, nine o'clock at night, Jm Briskin sat upgtairsin aroom at the Galton PlazaHotdl, in

Chicago, conferring with aides and idea-men; pickets of CLEAN, parading before the notably first class
hotel, had seen him enter and had conveyed the word to Lackmore.

I'll doit at exactly nine-fifteen, Lackmore decided. He sat in the back of arented whedl, the
mechanism assembled beside him; it was no larger than afootbal but rather heavy. It hummed faintly,
off-key.

| wonder where the funds for this apparatus appeared from, he wondered. Because these items cost
ahdll of alot, or so I'veread.

Hewas, afew minutes later, just making the final preparatory adjustments when two dark, massive,
upright shapes materiaized aong the nocturna sidewalk close beside the whed. The shapes appeared to
be wearing green and slver uniforms which sparkled faintly, like moonlight.

Cautioudy, with anear-Psionic sense of suspicions, Lackmore rolled down the whed window.
'What do you want ? he asked the two CLEAN members.

'Get out,' one of them said brusquely.
'Why ? Lackmore froze, did not budge. Could not.

There's been an dteration of plans. Engedl just now buzzed us on the portable seek-com. You'reto
givethat boulder back to us!'

'No,' Lackmore said. Obvioudy, the CLEAN movement had at the last moment sold out; he did not
know exactly why, but thereit was. The assassination would not take place as planned - that was al he
knew, all he cared about. Rapidly, he began to screw the handlein.

'Engd saysto forget it!" the other CLEAN man shouted. 'Don't you understand ?

'l understand,’ Lackmore said, and groped for the detonating switch.

The door of hiswheedl popped open. One of the CLEAN men grabbed him by the collar, yanked
him from the back seet and dragged him kicking and thrashing from the whed and out onto the sdewalk.
The other snatched up the boulder, the expensive wegpon, from him and swiftly, expertly, unscrewed
the detonating handle.

Lackmore bit and fought. He did not give up.

It did him no good. The CLEAN man with the boulder had aready disappeared into the night
darkness; dong with the weapon he had vanished - the boulder, and al of Lackmorestireless, busy,
brooding plans, had gone.

'l kill you," Lackmore panted futilely, struggling with the fat, powerful CLEAN man who had hold
of him.

"You'l kill nobody, fella,' the CLEAN man answered, and increased his pressure on Lackmore's
throat.

It was not an even fight; Herb Lackmore had no chance. He had sat at a government desk, stood
idly behind a counter too many years.

Camly, with clear enjoyment, the CLEAN man made mincemeet out of him.
For someone supposedly devoted to the cult of non-violence, it was amazing how good hewas at it.

From the two mutants plush, Titan elk-beetle fuzz; carpeted office, Tito Cravelli vidphoned Jm
Briskin at the Gallon Plaza Hotel in Chicago.



‘Areyou dl right ? heinquired.

One of the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satdllite's nurses was engaged in attempting futilely to
bind up the injured brother with a dermofax pack; she worked silently, as Cravelli held the laser rifle and
Francy stood by the office door with a pistol which Tito had located in the brothers desk.

I'mall right,’ Briskin said, puzzled. He evidently could see around Tito, past him to George Walt.

Tito said. 'lI've got a snake by thetail here, and | can't let go. Y ou have any suggestions ? I've
prevented your nation, but how the heck am | going to get out of here ? He was beginning to
become redlly worried.

After meditating, Briskin said, 'l could ask the Chicago palice..."

‘Niddy," Cravelli said, in derison. They wouldn't come." He knew that for acertainty. "They have no
jurisdiction up here; that's been tested countlesstimes - thisian't part of the United States, even, let alone
Chicago.’

Briskin said, 'All right. | can send some party volunteers up to help you. They'll go wherel say. We
have afew who've clashed on the streets with Engel's organization; they might know exactly what to do."

"That'smorelikeit, Craveli sad., rdieved. But his ssomach was il killing him; he could scarcely
stand the pain and he wondered if there were any way he could obtain aglass of milk. Thetenson's
getting me down, he said. 'And | haven't had my dinner. They'll have to get up here pretty soon, or
frankly I'm going to fold up. I thought of taking George Walt off the satellite entirely, but I'm afraid I'd
never get them to the launch field. We'd have to pass too many Golden Door employees on the way.'

"You'redirectly over N'York now," Jm Briskin said. 'So it won't take too long to get afew people
there. How many do you want ?

‘Certainly at least ahopper-load. Actualy, al you can spare. Y ou don't want to lose your future
Attorney Genera, doyou ?

'Not especidly.’ Briskin seemed calm, but his dark eyes were bright. He plucked at his greeat
handlebar mustache, then, pondering. ‘Maybe I'll come aong,’ he decided.

‘Why ?

"To make sureyou get avay.'

It'suptoyou, Cravelli said. '‘But | don't recommend it. Things are somewhat hot, up here. Do you
know any girls a the satellite who could lead you through to George Walt's office ?

'No," Jm Briskin said. And then a peculiar expression gppeared on hisface. 'Wait. | know one. She
was down here in Chicago today but perhaps she's gone back up again.’

'Probably has' Cravdli said. They flit back and forth like lightning bugs. Take achanceonit,
anyhow. I'll see you. And watch your step.' He rang off at that point.

As he started to board the big jet-bus, which wasfilled with R-L volunteers, Jm Briskin found
himsdlf facing two familiar figures

'Y ou can't go to the satellite,’ Sal Heim said, stopping him. Beside him Petriciastood somberly in her
long coat, severing in the evening wind that drew in off the lakes. 'It's too dangerous ... | know George
Wt better than you do - remember ? After dl, | had you figured for abusiness dedl with them; that was
to be my contribution.’

Pat said, 'If you go there, Jm, you'll never come back. | know if. Stay here with me." She caught
hold of hisarm, but he tugged loose.

'l haveto go, hetold her. 'My gunsel isthere and | have to get him away; he's done too much for
mejust to leave him there.'

I'll goinstead of you,' Sd Heim said.

"Thanks." It was agood offer, well meant. But - he had to repay Tito Cravelli for what held done;
obvioudy he had to see that Tito got safely away from the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satdllite. It



was as Smple asthat. The best | can offer you," he said, 'is the opportunity to ride dong.' He meant it
ironicaly.

‘All right." Sal said, nodding. 'I'll come with you.' To Pat he said, 'but you stay down below here. If
we get back, we should be showing up right away - or not at al. Come on, Jim." He climbed the steps
into the jet-bus, joining the others dready there.

"Take care of yoursdlf,' Pat said to Jim Briskin.

'What did you think of my speech ? he asked her.

'l wasin thetub; | only heard part of it. But | think it was the best you ever made. Sal said o, too,
and he heard it al. Now he knows he made a terrific mistake; he should have stuck with you.'

‘Too bad he didn't,’ Jim said.

"Y ou wouldn't say something along the lines of "better late than...”

'Okay," he said. 'Better late than never.' Turning, he followed Sal Heim onto the jet-bus. He had said
it, but it was not true. Too much had happened; too late wastoo late. He and Sal had split forever. And
both of them knew it ... or rather, feared it. And sought ingtinctively for anew rapprochement without
having any idea how it could be done.

Asthe jet-bus whirled upward in brisk ascent, Sal leaned over and said, "Y ou've accomplished alot
sincel saw you last, Jm. | want to congratulate you. And I'm not being ironic. Hardly that.'

Thanks,' Jm Briskin said, briefly.

‘But you'll never forgive me for handing you my resignation when | did, will you ?Well, | can't redlly
blameyou.' Sa was slent, then.

'Y ou could have been Secretary of State,' Jim said.

Sa nodded. 'But that's the way the fifty yarrow stalks fall. Anyhow, | hope you win, Jim. | know you
will, after that speech; that certainly was a masterpiece of promising everything to everybody - abillion
gold chickensin ahillion gold pots. Needlessto say | think you'll make a superb president. Onewe al
can be proud of.' He grinned warmly. ‘Or am | making you sick ?

The Moments of Bliss satdllite lay directly ahead of them; in the center of the breast-shaped landing
field thewinking pink nipple guided their vehicleto itslanding, amammary invitation beckoning to dl.
Theprinciple of Yin, out in space, inflated to cosmic proportions.

'It'sawonder George Walt can perambulate,’ Jm said. 'Joined at the base of the skull, the way they
are. Must be damned awkward.’

"What's your point 7 Sal sounded tense and irritable now.

Jm Briskin said, 'No particular point. But you'd think one would have sacrificed the other long ago,
for purpose of utility.'

'Have you ever actudly seenthem ?

‘No." He had never even been to the satellite.

"They'refond of each other,' Sdl Heim said.

The jet-bus began to settle on to the landing field of the satdllite; the spin of the satdllite provided its
constant magnetic flux, sufficient to hold smaller objectsto it, and Jm Briskin thought, That'swhere we
made our mistake. We should never have allowed this place to become attractive -in any sense
whatsoever. It was feeble wit, but the best he could manage under the circumstances. Maybe Pat'sright,
heredized. Maybe| - and Sd Heim - will never return from this place. It was not the kind of thought he
enjoyed thinking; the Golden Door satdllite was not at al the kind of place he wanted to wind up. Ironic
that 1 should be going here now, for thefirst time, under these circumstances, he said to himself.

The doors of the jet-bus did back asthe busrolled to a halt.

'Herewe are, Sal Heim said, and got quickly to hisfeet. 'And here we go.' Along with the party
volunteers he moved towards the nearest exit. Jm Briskin, after amoment, followed.



At the entrance gate the pretty, dark-haired, unclad attendant on duty smiled awhite-tooth smile at
them and said, 'Y our tickets, please.’

'We'redl new here’ Sal Heim said to her, getting out hiswallet. "Well pay in cash.'

‘Arethere any girlsyou wish to vist in particular ? the attendant asked, as she rang the money up on
her regidter.

Jm Briskin sad, ‘A girl named Sparky Rivers!

'‘ALL OF YOU ? The attendant blinked, then shrugged her bare shoulders urbanely. 'All right,
gentlemen. De gustibus non disputandum est. Gate three. Watch your step and don't jostle, please.
She'sin room 395." She pointed toward gate three and the group moved in that direction.

Ahead, beyond gate three, im Briskin saw rows of gilded, shining doors, over some lights glowed
and he understood that those were empty at the moment of customers. And, on each door, he saw the
curious animated pic of the girl within; the pics called, enticed, whined at them as they approached each
in turn, searching for room 395.

'Hi there!’

'Hello, big felow.’

‘Could you hurry ? I'mwaiting ..."

'Well, how areyou ?

Sd Heim said, 'It's down thisway. But you don't need her, Jm; | can take you to their office.’

Can| trust you ? Jm Briskin asked himsdf sllently. 'All right," he said. And hoped it wasawise
choice.

‘Thiselevator,’ Sal said. Pressthe button marked C.' He entered the elevator; the rest of the group
followed, crowding in after him, as many as could makeit. More than haf the group remained outsidein
the corridor. 'Y ou follow us," Sal instructed them. 'As soon as you can.'

Jm touched the C button and the elevator door shut soundlessly. 'I'm depressed,’ he said to Sal. 'l
don't know why.'

It'sthisplace,’ Sal said. 'Itisn't your style at al, Jm. Now, if you were anecktie or aflatware or a
poriferous vobile salesman, you'd likeit. Y ou'd be up here every day, hedth permitting.’

'l don't believe s, Jm said. ‘'No matter what line of work | wasin." It went against everything ethical
- and esthetic - in his makeup.

The eevator door did back.

'Herewe are, Sal said. 'Thisis George Walt's private office.' He spoke matter of factly. 'Hello,
George Walt,' he said, and stepped out of the elevator.

The two mutants sat at their big cherrywood desk in their specially constructed wide couch. One of
the bodies sagged like alimp sack and one eye had become fused-over and empty, lolling asit focused
on nothing.

Inashrill voicethe head said, 'He's dying. | think he's even dead; you know he's dead.’ The active
eyefixed maignantly on Tito Craveli, who stood with hislaser rifle, on the far side of the office. In
despair, one of the living hands poked at the dangling, inert arm of his companion body. 'Say something!’
the head screeched. With immense difficulty theliving body struggled to its feet; now its slent companion
flopped againgt it and in horror it pushed the burdening lifeless sack away.

A faint spasm of life stirred the dangling sack; it was not quite dead. And, on the face of the
uninjured brother, wild hope appeared. At once it tottered grotesquely toward the door.

'Run!" the head bleated, and clumsily groped for escape. 'Y ou can makeit!" it urged its still-living
companion. Thefour-legged, scrambling joint creature bowled over the surprised volunteers at the door;
together they dl went down in afloundering heap, the mutant among them, squealing in panic asthe
injured body buried the other beneeth it, struggling to rise.



Jm Briskin, as George Walt lurched upright, dived at them. He caught hold of an arm and hung on.
Thearm came off.

He held onto it as George Walt stumbled up to their four feet and out the office door, into the
corridor beyond.

Staring down at it, he said, Thething's artificid.' He handed it to Sa Heim.

'Soitis' Sa agreed, gonily. Tossing the arm aside he hadtily ran after George Walt; Jm
accompanied him and together they followed the mutants aong the thick-carpeted corridor. The
three-armed organism moved badly, crashing into itsdlf asitstwin bodies swung first wide gpart and then
stunningly together. It sprawled, then, and Sa Heim seized the right hand body around the wai <.

The entire body came loose, arm and legs and trunk. But without the head. The other body - and
single head - managed, incredibly, to get up and continue on.

George Wdt was not amutant at dl. It - he - was an ordinarily-congtituted individud. Jm Briskin
and Sal watched him go, histwo legs pumping vigoroudy, arms svinging.

After alongtime Jm said, 'Let's - get out of here!’

‘Right." Nodding in agreement, Sal turned to the party volunteerswho had trickled out into the
corridor behind them. Tito Cravelli emerged from the office, riflein hand; he saw the severed one-armed
trunk which had been hdf of the two mutants, glanced up swiftly with perceptive understanding asthe
remaining portion disappeared from view past a corner of the corridor.

'WEell never catch them now,' Tito said.

'Him," Sd Heim corrected bitingly. 'l wonder which one of them was synthetic, George or Walt.
And why did hedo it ?| don't understand."

Tito said, 'A long time ago one must have died.’

They both stared at him.

'Sure,' Tito said calmly. "What happened here today must have happened before. They were
mutants, adl right, joined from birth, and then the one body perished and the surviving one quickly had
this synthetic section built. It couldn't have gone on done without the symbiotic arrangement because the

brain - ' He broke off. "Y ou saw what it did to the surviving one just now; he suffered terribly. Imagine
how it must have been thefirst time, when ...

‘But he survived it,' Sdl pointed ouit.

'Good for him," Tito said, without irony. 'I'm frankly glad he did; he deserved to." Knedling down, he
inspected the trunk. 'It looksto me asif thisis George. | hope he can get it restored. Intime. Herose,
then. 'Let's get upstairs and back to the field; | want to get out of here." He shivered. 'Then | want aglass
of warm, non-fat milk. A big one." The three of them, with the party volunteers struggling behind, made
their way slently back to the elevator. No one stopped them. The corridor, mercifully, was empty.
Without even apic to leer and cgole at them.

When they arrived back in Chicago, PatriciaHeim met them and at once said, Thank God.' She put
her arms around her husband, and he hugged her tight. "What happened ? It seemed to take so long, and
yet it actualy wasn't long a al; you've only been gone an hour.'

I'll tell you later,” Sal said shortly. ‘Right now | just want to teke it easy.'

'‘Maybe I'll cease advocating shutting the Golden Door satellite down,’ Jim said suddenly.

'What ? Sal said, astonished.

'l may have been too hard. Too puritanical. I'd prefer not to take away hislivelihood; it ssemsto me
he's earned it." He felt numb right now, unable redlly to think about it. But what had shocked him the

most, changed him, had not been the sght of George Wat coming apart into two entities, one artificid,
one genuine. It had been Lurton Sands disclosure about the mass of maimed bibs.

He had been thinking about this, trying to see away out. Obvioudly, if the maimed bibs wereto be



awakened at al they would have to belast in sequence. And by then perhaps replacement organs would
be available in supply from the UN's organ bank. But there was another possibility, and he had come
ontoit only just now. George Walt's cor porate existence proved the workability of wholly
mechanical organs. And in this JJm Briskin saw hope for Lurton Sands victims. Possibly aded could
be made with George Walt; he - or they - would be left doneif they would revea the manufacture of
their highly sophidticated and successful artificia components. It was, most likely, aWest German firm;
the cartels were most advanced in such experimentation. But it could of course be engineers under
contract to the satellite aone, in permanent residence there. In any case, four hundred lives represented
agreat number, worth any effort at saving. Worth any dedl, he decided, with George Walt, which could
be brought off.

‘Let'sget something warm to drink,' Pet said. 'I'm freezing.' She started toward the front door of
Republican-Liberd party headquarters, key in hand. "We can fix some synthetic non- toxic coffee
ingde’

Asthey stood around the coffee pot waiting for it to heat, Tito said, Why not let the satellite decline
naturally ? Asemigration beginsit can serve asteadily dwindling market. Y ou implied something dong
those linesin your Chicago speech anyhow.’

'I've been up there before,' Sal said, 'as you know. And it didn't kill me. Tito's been there before,
too, and it didn't warp or kill him.'

'Okay, okay,' Jm said. 'lIf George Walt leaves me done, I'll leave them done. But if they keep after
me, or if they won't make adedl regarding artif-org construction - then it'll be necessary to do
something. In any case the welfare of those four hundred bibs comesfirst.’

'Coffee'sready.' Pat said, and began pouring.

Sipping, S Heim said, Tastes good.'

'Yes," Jm Briskin agreed. In fact the cup of hot coffee, synthetic and non-toxic asit had to be (only

low-stratum dorm-housed Cols drank the genuine thing) was exactly what he needed. It made himfed a
lot better.

Although the time was dreadfully late at night, Myra Sands had made up her mind to cdl Art and
Rachadl Chaffy at their dorm. She had reached adecision regarding their case, and the moment had
arived to tell them.

When the vidphone connection had been made to their public hal booth, Mrs. Sands said, 'I'm sorry
to bother you so late, Mr. Chaffy.’

"That'sal right," Art said, deepily. Obvioudy, he and hiswife had goneto bed. 'What isit ?

'l think you should go ahead and have your baby,’ Myra said.

"You do ?But...

'If you had listened to Jim Briskin's Chicago speech, you would know why," Myrasaid. Ther€ll
soon be aneed for new families; everything has changed. My advice to you and your wifeisto apply to

Terran Development for permission to emigrate by means of their new system. Y ou might aswell be
among thefird. You deserveto be!

Bewildered, Art Chaffy said, 'Emigrate ?'Y ou mean they findly found a place ? We don't have to
say here ?

‘Buy ahomeopape,’ Myrasaid patiently. ‘Go out now and get it; find avending machine, read about
the speech. It'll be on the front page. And then start packing your things.' TD will have to accept you,
she knew. Because of Jim Briskin's speech. They've been deprived of achoice.

'Gee, thanks, Mrs. Sands," Art Chaffy mumbled, dazed. 'I'll tell Rachad! right away; I'll wake her up.
And - thanksfor caling.

‘Good night, Mr. Chaffy," Myrasaid. '"And good luck." She hung up, then, satisfied.



Too bad, she thought, that thereésno way | can celebrate. Unfortunately no one elseisup thislate.
Because that'swhat this callsfor: somekind of aparty.

But at least she could go to bed tonight with aclear conscience.
For perhapsthefirs timein years.

8

For seventy years Leon Turpin had ruled the great industrial syndrome which comprised the
enterprise Terran Development. A jerry , Turpin was now one hundred and two years old and till
vigorous mentally, athough physicdly frail. The problem for aman of hisagelay in the area of the
unforeseen accident; abroken hip would never mend and would put him permanently in bed.

However, no such accident had yet occurred to him, and, aswas his custom, he arrived at the
centra adminigtrative offices of TD, located in Washington, D.C., & eight in the morning. His chauffeur
let him off a his own entrance, and from there he was raised by specid lift to hisfloor of the building and
his congtdllation of offices, through which he moved during the working day by three-wheded eectric
cart.

Today the ederly chief of TD twitched with ill-concedled nervousness as hislift raised him to floor
twenty. Last night he had heard someone, apolitical candidate of some sort, discussing what up to then
Turpin had imagined to be his corporation's top secret. Now TD's hand was tipped. Anxioudy, Leon
Turpin tried to picture to himsalf the possible means by which the news had lesked out. Politicsisthe
enemy of a sound economic entity, he mused. New laws, harsher tax rates, meddling ... and now this.
When, asamatter of fact, he himsaf had not even had an opportunity to inspect this new development.

Today hewould visit the scene of the technological breskthrough. Possibly, if it was safe, he would
pass over to the other side.

Turpin liked to see these things with his own eyes. Otherwise he could not quite grasp what was
happening.

As he stepped cautioudy from thelift, he made out the Sight of his adminigrative assstant, Don
Stanley, coming toward him. 'Can we go over ? he asked Don Stanley. 'Isit safe ? | want to seeit.' He
felt eager desreriang up ingde him.

Stanley, aportly man, bald with heavy-rimmed glasses, said, '‘Before we do that, Mr. Turpin, I'd like
to show you the stellar shots they took over there.' Hetook hold of Leon Turpin'sarm, supporting him.
'Let'sgt down, Sr, and discussthis.!

Disappointed, Turpin said, 'l don't want to see any charts; | want to go there.' However, he seated
himsalf with Stanley beside him opening alarge manilaenvelope.

The stdlar charts show,' Stanley said, ‘that our initid agppraisa of the Situation wasincorrect.’

'It's Earth, Leon Turpin said. He felt keenly discouraged.

'Yes,' Stanley said.

'Past or future ?

Stanley, rubbing hislower lip, said, 'Neither. If you'd look at the star chart, which...'

‘Just tell me," Turpin said. He could not decipher the star chart; his eyes were not that good any
more.

'Suppose we go over there now," Stanley said, 'and I'll do my best to show you. It's perfectly safe;
our engineers have shored up the nexus, expanded and reinforced it, and we're experimenting with the
idea of abroader power supply.’

'You'reredly surewell get back ? Turpin asked queruloudy. 'l understand therésagirl over there
who killed somebody.'



Don Stanley said, 'Weve caught her. A group of company police went across; she didn't try to fight
it out with them, fortunately. She'sin N'Y ork now. Hold by the New Y ork state police.' He assisted
Turpininrisng to hisfeet. 'Now, asto the stellar chart: | fed like aBabylonian when | Sart talking about
"celestid bodies' and their positions, but ... He glanced a Turpin, Thereés nothing to distinguish it froma
sky-shot taken on this side of the tube.”

What that sgnified, Leon Turpin could not tell. However, he said, 'l see,’ and nodded soberly.
Eventudly, he knew, hisvice presdents; and executive saff, including Stanley, would explainit to him.

'l tell you who we've got to conduct you across,” Don Stanley said. To be entirely on the safe side
we've hired Frank Woodbine!'

Impressed, Leon Turpin said, ‘Good idea. He's that famous deep-space explorer, isn't he ? The one
who's been to Alpha Centaurus and Proximaand ... He could not recall the third star-system which
Woodbine had visited; his memory was just not what it once had been. 'He's an expert,’ Turpin finished
lamdly, 'invisting other planets!

'You'll bein good hands,” Stanley agreed. 'And | think you'll like Woodbine. HE's competent,
integrated, although you never know what he's going to say. Woodbine seestheworld in hisown
Cregtive way.'

I likethat,’ Turpin said. "Y ou've notified our PR people that we have Woodbine on the payroll, of
course.

‘Absolutdy,’ Stanley said. Therell beteamsfrom al the mediaaong, catching everything you and
Woodbine do and say. Don't worry, Mr. Turpin; your trip across will be well-covered.'

Tickled, Leon Turpin giggled in glee. Terrific!" he exclamed. 'l think you've done agood job, Don.
It'll be an adventure, going over thereto ... He broke off, again puzzled. 'Wheredo you say itis?It's
Earth; | understand that. But..."

'It'll be easier to show you than to tell you,” Stanley said'So let'swait until we're actualy there!'

'Yes, of course,' Leon Turpin said. He had aways found that it paid to do what Don Stanley told
him; he trusted Stanley's judgment completely. And, as he aged, he trusted Don more and more.

On the second subsurface level of TD's Washington plant, Leon Turpin met the deep-space explorer
Frank Woodbine, about whom he had heard so much. To hisvast surprise, he found Woodbine to be
dainty and dight. The man was dapper, with atiny waxed mustache and rapidly blinking eyes. When
they shook, Woodbine's hand was soft and alittle damp.

'How'd you ever get to be an explorer ? Turpin asked bluntly; he was too old, too experienced, to
beat around the bush.

Stammering dightly, Woodbine said, ‘Bad blood.'

Turpin, amused, laughed. 'But you're good. Everybody knowsthat. What do you know about this
place we're going to ? He had spied the Jiffi-scuttler within which the breakthrough had occurred; it was
surrounded by TD researchers and engineers - and armed company guards.

'l know very little,’ Woodbine said. 'lI've studied the star charts that have been taken, and | don't
argue thefact that it's Earth on the other side; that's certain.' WWoodbine had on his heavy trouble-suit,
with helmet, supply of oxygen, propulsion jets, meters and atmosphere andlyss gear, and, of course,
two-way com system. Always he was pictured gotten up thisway; everyone expected it of him. ‘It'snot
my job to make adecision in this matter; that's up to your company geologists.

Puzzled, Turpin turned to Don Stanley. 'l didn't know we had any geologists:

Ten of them,' Stanley said.

'Y our astrophysicists have done dl they can,’ Woodbine said. ‘'Now that the observation satellite has
been launched. Seeing that Turpin did not understand, he amplified. 'Earlier this morning, a Queen Bee
satdllite and launcher were taken through to the other sde, and the satellite was successfully put into
orbit; it'saready sending back TV reports of what it sees.



"That's correct,’ Don Stanley added. 'So far it's functioning perfectly. From that vantage point we
can learn more about this other world in an hour than fifty surface teams can learn in ayear. But of
course were going to augment the TB's data with geologica analys's; that's what WWoodbine was
referring to. And we've borrowed a botanist from Georgetown Univergity; he's over there right now,
ingpecting plants. And there's azoologist on the way from Harvard; he should arrive any time now.’
After apause, Stanley said thoughtfully, 'And we've contacted the sociology and anthropology
departments at the Univeraty of Chicago to stand by in case, we need them.'

'Hmm,' Turpin said. What did that mean, for heaven's sake ? He was lost. Anyhow, Stanley and
Frank Woodhine appeared to have the Situation well in hand; evidently there was nothing to worry
about. Evenif he did not quite comprehend the situation, they did.

‘I'm anxious; to go over,' Woodbine said. 'l| haven't been there yet, Turpin; they asked meto wait for
you.'

"Then let's get started,’ Turpin said eagerly. ‘Lead the way.' He started toward the 'scuttler.

Frank Woodbine lit acigar. ‘Good enough. But don't be too disappointed, Turpin, if it leads usright
back here. This break-through may be nothing but adoorway to our own world, aconnection with
some remote spot, say the extreme northern part of Indiawhere | understand native trees and grasses
are dtill alowed to grow wild. Or it may turn out to be an African bird sanctuary.’ He grinned. "That will
upset my good friend Mr. Briskin, if it'sso.'

‘Briskin ? Leon Turpin echoed. 'lI've heard of him. Oh yes; he'sthat politica fellow.'

'He's the one who made the speech,’ Don Stanley said, accompanying the two of them through the
smdl mob of engineers and researchers, up to the hooped entrant of the 'scuttler.

Puffing out clouds of gray cigar smoke, Woodbine stepped through the hoop and into the tube.
Assgting Leon Turpin, Stanley followed. The three of them were at once followed by agang of TV
cameramen and homeopape autonomic recording machines aswel as human reporters. Already the
data-gathering extensors of the mediawere busily at work, collecting, recording, transmitting al.
Woodbine did not seem to be bothered, but Leon Turpin felt dightly irritable. Publicity was of course
necessary, but why did they have to push so close ? | guessthey're just interested, he decided. Doing
their job. Can't blame them; thisisimportant, especidly with Woodbine here. He wouldn't have comeif
thiswasn't something big. And they know it.

Hafway down the tube of the Jiffi-scuttler Frank Woodbine conferred with a TD engineer and then
stooped down. His cigar jutting stiffly ahead of him, he crept headfirst through thewall of the tube and
disappeared.

I'll be darned!" Turpin said, amazed. 'Can | get through there, Don ?1 mean, it'sall been tested, like
you sad; it'ssafe ?

With the assistance of three TD engineers Turpin managed to kneel down and crawl tremuloudly
after Woodbine. Felt like akid again, Turpin said, to himsdlf, experiencing both fear and delight. Haven't
done anything likethisin ninety years. Thewall of the tube shimmered before him. 'Y ou in there
somewhere, Frank ? he called as he gingerly made hisway forward. The shimmer passed over him, and
now he saw blue sky and a horizontal procession of grest trees.

Taking hold of him by the shoulders, Woodbine lifted Turpin to hisfeet and set him upright on the
grass-covered soil. Theair smelled of weird things. Leon Turpin inhaed, perplexed; the scentswere old
and familiar, but he could not place them. I've experienced this before, in my childhood, sometime, he
sad to himsdlf. Back in the twentieth century. Y es, this certainly is Earth; nothing ese could smell this
way. Thisisno dien, foreign planet. But was that good or bad ? He did not know.

Bending, Woodbine picked a meager white flower. 'Have amorning glory,' he said to Turpin.

Ahead of them, TD space engineers sat at mobile high-frequency receiving equipment; they were no
doubt accepting communications from the Queen Bee satellite somewhere overhead. The 'scope of the
centra van revolved dowly, apeculiar presence on this pastora landscape.



'Were particularly interested in what it obtains from the dark side,’ Don Stanley said. 'That'swhere it
is, now.'

Glancing a him, Woodbine said, 'Lights, you mean.’

'Yes." Stanley nodded.

‘Lights of what ? Turpin asked.

'If there arelights,’ Stanley said patiently, ‘anywhere, in any quantity, it meansthat thisplaceis
inhabited by a sentient race.’ He added, 'It's found roads, aready, on the sun sde. Or at least what
appear to be roads. The QB isn't by any meansthe best observation satdllite; actually it was selected
becauseit's the easiest and quickest to launch. Wed follow it up in afew days with more sophiticated
equipment, of course,’

'If adeveloped society exists here,' Woodbine said, 'it'll be of enormous importance
anthropologically. But it'll hurt JIm Briskin. Hiswhole speech took asits premise the unestablished fact
that this planet is vacant and available for colonization. | don't know which to hopefor; I'd persondly
like to see the bibs revived and conveyed here, but...'

'Yes,' Turpin agreed. 'We put afortune into those language trand ating machines, decades ago, and
never got anything back. Woodbine, where do you think we are ?

'Y ou figureit out, Turpin,” Woodbine said with a spasmodic grimace. 'After dl, you people built the
'scuttler. In fact, you invented it. | don't work by apriori theory; I'm adatatype. | have to gather agood
ded of information before | can figure out what's going on.' He gestured. 'Like those people who
followed us over here." Behind them the media reporters had appeared, still hard at work at their job of
scrutinizing everything in sight. They did not appear very awed by what they had found so far.

'I don't care about the bibs," Turpin said candidly. He saw no need to obscure his personal
convictions. 'And | certainly don't care about what happensto that politician,, whatever hisnameis.
Briskett or Briskman - you know, the one who made the speech. That's not my problem; I've got other
things to worry about. For instance ... He broke off, because a communi cations systems engineer was
coming toward them, temporarily leaving the gear which monitored the satellite. 'Maybe this man can tell
us something,’ Turpin said. ‘But I'll say one thing more: when | look around heredl | seeisgrassand
trees, 0if it'sinhabited, itstenants certainly don't have full control of the environment. That might leave
room for limited colonization.'

The com-sys engineer said respectfully, 'Mr. Turpin, you don't know me but I'm Bascolm Howard; |
work for you and have been for years. It'sagreat honor for meto give you the newsthat the QB
satellite has picked up sequences and arrangements of lights on the dark side of thisbody. Theré's
absolutely no doubt about it; they're assemblages of habitation. In other words, towns.’

'Well, that'sthat,” Stanley said.

'Not at al," Woodbine said sharply. To Howard he said, "Where are these conglomerations of lights
? Where they're supposed to be 7

Frowning, Howard said, 'l don't quite...'

'At London 7 Woodbine said. 'Paris ? Berlin ? Warsaw ? Moscow ? All the big centers ?

'‘Some arein the right places,’ Howard said. '‘But some aren't. For instance, we're picking up no
lightsfrom the British Ides, and there should be colossa numbers, there. And, oddly, the image
transmitted from above Africashows many lights. Many more than there ought to be. But overdl there
are distinctly fewer lights than were accustomed to; we noticed it right away. Perhagps only onethird or
onefourth as many as anticipated.’

'As anticipated where 7 Woodbine said. ‘Back home ? But we're not back home, are we ? Or don't
you bdlieve that ? What is your operating theory ? Just where do you imagineyou are ?

Flushing, Howard said, 'It's not my job to figure out where | am; | wastold to come here and set up
monitoring systemsfor a QB satdllite, and that’ swhét 1've done. We've had sufficient rotations aready



to assure usthat we're on Terra; we've seen dl the normal land-mass outlines, dl the familiar continents
and idands. Personaly, I'm content smply to accept the obviousfact that thisis our own world, dthough
somehow atered; as, for example, the reformation of light-clusters. And, in addition, weve not been
ableto pick up transmissions from any satellite except the QB launched earlier today. Theair isdead.’

'On what frequencies ? Woodbine said.
'On every frequency weve tried. Starting with the thirty-meter band and working on up.’

‘Nothing ? Woodhbine persisted. 'Nothing at al ? That'simpossible. Unlesswe're back before the
daysof radio.' He glanced at Stanley and Turpin. '‘Back before 1900. But even so the U.K. should belit
up; it's one of the most densely populated areasin the world and was such back in the 1900s ... back
for centuries. | don't understand.’

'Cloud layers 7 Stanley asked Howard. 'Masking the surface ?

'Possibly,’ Howard said. 'But that wouldn't explain the concentration of lights on the African
Continent. Nothing explainsthat.’

'We must have gone ahead into the future, Stanley said.
"Then why no radio transmissions on any frequency ? Woodbine said.

'Maybe they don't need to use the airwaves any more," Stanley said. ‘Maybe they communicate by
direct mind-to-mind telepathy or something on that order which we know nothing about.'

‘But the sky map," Woodbine said. 'The stellar charts which your astrophysicists developed ditinctly
st the time as being identica with ours. We're coeva with thisworld, whether welikeit - or can make
up atheory about it - or not. Let's face thisfact and not try to weasdl around it. But why waste time
theorizing ? All we redlly have to do ismake physica contact with one of these illuminated settlements
and welll know the answers. He looked extremely impatient. 'Haul some sort of vehicle over here, a
jet-hopper perhaps, and let’ s get started.’

Stanley said, 'Thereisa'hopper over here already. From the beginning, we intended to provide Mr.
Turpinwith an agrid view. After dl, thisentire place, whatever it is, belongsto him.'

Snorting, Woodbine said, " The government may have something to say about that. Especidly if
Briskin iselected, which | understand is certain now.’

'WEell fight it in the courts,’ Turpin said. Typical socidism, bureaucratic governmentd interferencein
the free enterprise system; we've had enough of that. Anyhow, TD and TD aone has the means of
getting over here. Or doesthe fedgov plan to seize the 'scuttler ?

'Very probably it does, Woodbine said. 'Or will, after Briskinisin. Even Bill Schwarz may want to;
he's not that stupid.'

Brigtling, Turpin said, 'Look here, Woodbine, you're working for TD, now. Our opinion isyour
opinion, whether you likeit or not. This place is company property, and no one can come here without
TD'spermission. And that includes you,’ Turpin said, turning toward the news media people. 'So watch
your step.'

‘Just amoment,' Howard said. " The boys want me back.' He hurried over to his post at the
monitoring gear. Presently he returned, a perplexed expression on hisface. They're picking up no lights
from Audtrdia,’ he said. ‘But atremendous concentration from Southeast Asiaand from the region of the
Gobi Desert. The greatest concentrations yet. And al throughout China. But nonein Japan.’

"Where are we on the planet's surface ? Woodbine asked. 'According to the QB 7
'In North Americaon the East Coast. Near the Potomac. Where the TD central complex islocated
- or a least in that vicinity, give or take ten miles!’

Therésno TD here," Woodbine said. 'And no Washington D.C. So that'sthat. We haven't gone
through acircular doorway and found ourselves led back to aremote area of our own world. Thismay
be Earth, but it'sobviousthat it isn't our Earth. Inthat case, whoseisit ? And how many Earthsare
there ?



'I thought there was only one,’ Turpin said.

'And they used to think that one wasflat,' WWoodbine reminded him. 'Y ou learn as you go dong. I'd
like to get into that jet-hopper right now, if no one objects, and get started surveying. Isthat agreegble,
Turpin?

'Yes, itis' Turpin said eagerly. 'What do you think well find, Frank ?1sthismore or less exciting
than exploring planetsin other star systems 7 He chuckled knowingly. I can seeyou're dl steamed up,
Frank; this Situation has got you hooked.'

Shrugging, Woodbine said, 'Why not ? He started toward the jet-hopper; Leon Turpin and Stanley
followed. 'l never implied | was jaded; | certainly am not about to fall adeep over this!

'l know what thisidl' Leon Turpin bleated excitedly. 'Listen, thisisaparallel Earth, in another
universe; do you get it ? Maybe there are hundreds of them, al alike physicaly but you know, branching
off and evolving differently.’

Sourly, Woodbine said, ‘Let's not go up in the 'hopper; let's just stand herein one spot with our eyes
shut and theorize!'

But | know I'mright, Leon Turpin said to himsdlf. I've got asure ingtinct, sometimes; that's how |
rose to be chairman of the board of directors of TD. Frank Woodbine will find out, pretty soon, and
hell have to apologize to me. I'll wait for that and not say anything more.

Together, Woodbine and Stanley assisted the old man in entering the *hopper. The hatch did shut;
the 'hopper rosein the air and headed out across the meadow and over the nearby grest trees.

If that'strue, Turpin redized suddenly, then TD owns an entire Earth. And, since| control TD, what
Don Stanley said istrue; Earth belongsto me. This particular Earth, anyhow. But isn't one as good as
another ? They'redl equaly red.

Rubbing his hands together with excitement, Turpin said, 'lsn't thisalovely virgin place ? Look at
that forest down below; look at adl that timber!" And mines, he redlized. Maybe there's never been any
cod mined hereor oil wellssunk. All the metals, al the ores, may till be buried, on this particular Earth
- unlike our own, where everything val uable has been brought up long ago.

I'd rather possess this one than our own, Turpin said to himsdlf. Any day. Who wants aworn-out
world, thoroughly exploited over tens of centuries?

I'll carry it to the Supreme Court," he said doud, 'with the finest legal mindsin theworld. I'll put all
thefinanciad resources of TD into this, eveniif it breaks the company's back. It beworth it.'

Both Stanley and Woodbine glanced a him sourly.

Below them, directly ahead, lay an ocean. Evidently it wasthe Atlantic, Turpin decided. It looked
like the Atlantic, at least. Gazing down at the shoreline, he saw only trees. No roads, no towns- in fact
no sign of human habitation of any variety whatsoever. Like it was before the damn Pilgrims showed up
here, he said to himsalf. But he al'so saw no Indians, elther. Strange. Assuming he was correct, assuming
thiswas an Earth parald to their own, why wasit so underpopulated ? For instance, what had become
of theracia groupswhich had lived in North America before the whites arrived ?

Could pardld Earthsdiffer that much and till be considered authentically paralel ? Unpardld is
morelikeit, Turpin decided.

All a oncein ahoarse voice, Don Stanley said, "Woodbine, something isfollowing us.'

Turpin looked back, but his eyes were not good enough; he made out nothing in the bright blue
mid-morning sky. Woodbine, however, seemed able to seeit; he grunted, rose from the controls of the
'hopper and stood peering. By autopilot, the 'hopper continued on.

It'slosing ground,’ Stanley said. 'We're leaving it behind. Want to turn around and approach it ?

'What'sit seem to be 7 Turpin asked apprehensively. "We better not get too close; it may shoot us
down." He cringed from the idea of an emergency crash: he waswell aware of the brittleness of his
bones. Any sort of unsafe landing would end hislife. And he did not want it ended, just now. Thiswas



theworst possibletime.

I'll swing back that way," Woodbine said, returning to the controls. A moment later the 'hopper had
reversed itsdirection.

And, a last, Turpin could perceive the other object in the sky. It was clearly not abird; no wings
flapped, and anyhow it wastoo large. He knew, saw with his own eyes, that it was an artificid construct,
aman-made vehicle

The vehiclewas hurrying off asragpidly aspossible.

Woodbine said, ‘It won't belong; it'svery dow. You know what it lookslike ? A boat, agoddam
boat. It'sgot ahull and sails. It'saflying boat.' Hi; laughed tautly. ‘It's absurd!

Y es, Turpin thought. It doeslook grotesque. It's awonder it can stay up. And now, sure enough, the
boat-shaped airborne vehicle was dipping down in increasingly narrowing spirds, its sails hanging limply.
The vehicle held one single person who, they could now see, was working frantically with the controls of
his craft. Was hetryingto land it or keepitinthe air ? Turpin did not know, but in any casethe vehicle
was about to land - or crash.

It landed. In an open pasture, away from trees.

Asthe 'hopper began to descend after it, the figure within legped from the vehicle and scampered off
to disappear into the closest stand of trees.

'We frightened him," Woodbine said, as he brought the 'hopper expertly down beside the parked,
abandoned craft. '‘But anyhow we get to examine his ship; that ought to tell usalot, practically everything
we want to know.' Immediately he dammed the cabin hatch back and scrambled out, to drop to the
ground. Without waiting for Stanley or Turpin, he sprinted toward the parked dien vehicle,

Ashe, too, clambered out of the 'hopper Don Stanley murmured, ‘It looks like it's made out of
wood.' He dropped to the ground and walked over to stand beside Woodbine.

I'd better stay here, Leon Turpin decided. Too risky for meto try to get out; | might bresk aleg.
And anyhow it'stheir job to ingpect thisflying machine. That'swhat | hired them for.

It'swood, dl right," Stanley said, his voicefiltering to Leon Turpin, mixing with the rushing of wind
through the nearby trees. 'And acloth sal; | guessit's canvas!'

'But what makesit go ? Woodbine said, walking dl around it. 'Isit just aglider ? No power supply
2

‘That was certainly atimid individud init, Stanley said.

'How do you think ajet-hopper would look to the innocent eye ? Woodbine said severely. 'Pretty
horrible. But he had the courage to follow usfor atime." He had climbed up on the vehicle and was

peering inside. 'It'slaminated wood," he said suddenly. 'Very thin layers. Looks to be extremely strong.'
He banged on the hull with hisfigt.

Stanley, examining therear of the craft, straightened up and said, 'It has a power supply. Lookslike
aturbine of somekind. Or possibly acompressor. Takealook at it.'

Together, as Leon Turpin watched, Frank Woodbine and Stanley studied the machinery which
propelled the craft.

'What isit ? Turpin yelled. Hisvoice, in the open like this, sounded feeble.

Neither man paid any attention to him. He felt agitated and peeved, and he shifted about irritably,
wishing they'd come back.

‘Apparently," Woodbine said, ‘the turbine or whatever it isgivesit aninitid thrust which launchesit.
Thenit glidesfor awhile. Then the operator starts up the turbine once more and it receives an additiona
thrust. Thrust, coad, thrust, coast and so on. Odd damn way to get from, one place to another. My god,
it may haveto land at the end of each glide. Could that be ? It doesn't seem likely.'

Stanley said, 'Like aflying squirrdl.' He turned to Woodbine. 'Y ou know what ? he said. ‘The



turbine is made out of wood, too.'

‘It can't be, Woodbine said. ‘I’ Il incinerate.’

'Y ou can scrape the paint off,’ Stanley said. He had a pocket knife open and was working withiit.
'I'd guessthisis asbestos paint; anyhow it's heat resstant. And underneath it, more laminated wood. |
wonder what the fudl is." He left the turbine, began walking al around the craft. 'l smell ail, hesaid. 'l
guessit could burn ail. The late twentieth century turbines and diesel enginesdl burned low-grade oil, so
that's not too impossible.’

'Did you notice anything peculiar about the man piloting this ship ? Woodbine said.

'No," Stanley said. 'We weretoo far off. | could just barely make him out.’

Woodbine said, thoughtfully, 'He was hunched. | noticed it when heran. He loped aong decidedly
bent over.’

Lateat night, Tito Craveli sat in his conapt, before agenuinefire, spping Scotch and milk and
reading over the written report which his contact a Terran Development had alittle earlier in the evening
submitted to him.

Softly, histape deck played one of the cloud chamber pieces by the great mid-twentieth century
composer, Harry Parch. The instrument, called by Parch ‘the spoils of war', consisted of cloud
chambers, arasper, amodernized musical saw, and artillery shell casings suspended so asto resonate,
each a adifferent frequency. And, asaground bass accompanying the spoils of war instrument, one of
Parch's hollow bamboo marimbarlike inventions tapped out an intricate rhythm. It was apiece very
popular these days with the public.

But Cravelli was not listening. His attention was fixed on the report of TD's activities.

Theold man, Leon Turpin himsalf, had crossed over viathe defective Jiffi-scuttler, dong with
various company personnel and media people. Turpin had managed to shake the reporters off and had
made a sortie by jet-hopper. Something had been found on that sortie and had been carefully brought
back to TD; it was now in their [abs being examined. Cravelli's contact did not know precisely what it
was.

However, one fact was clear. The object brought, back was an artifact. It was manmade.

Apparently Jm Briskin went off half-cocked, Cravelli said to himsdlf. Were going to emigrate -
compel the bibsto emigrate - into aregion already occupied. Too bad Jm didn't think of that. Too bad |
didnt think of it, for that matter.

Wewerefooled, it gppeared, by theinitial visua impression of the place. It seemed deserted,
seemed susceptibleto immigration.

Wéll, it can't be helped now, heredized. Jm made his speech; we're committed. Well haveto go
on, hoping that we can il pull it off anyhow. But damn it, he thought. If only we had waited one more
day!

Maybe we can kill them off, he thought. Maybe they'll catch some plague from us, dielikeflies,

He hated himsdlf for having such thoughts. But there it was, clear in hismind. We need the room so
badly, he realized. We've got to have it, no matter what. No matter how we have to go about it.

But will Jm agree ? He's so damn soft-hearted.

He'sgot to agree, Cravelli said to himsalf. Or it'sthe end -politically, for us, and in every way for the
bibs.

While hewas rereading the rather meager report, his door number was all at once tapped out;
someone stood at the entrance to the conagpt building, wanting permission to enter and visit him. Cravelli



put the report away and crossed the room to the audio-video circuit which connected his apt with the
front door.

'Whoisit 7 he said, guardedly. As adways, he was somewhat wary of nocturna visitors.

It'sme... Earl,’ the speaker informed him. There was no video image, however; the man was
standing deliberately out of range. 'Areyou adone ?

Instantly Cravelli said, 'Entirely.’ He pressed the release button; fifteen stories below him the door
automaticaly opened to admit Earl Bohegian, his contact at TD. 'Y ou'll have to get by the doorman,’
Cravdli told him. 'The key word for the building today is"potato.” '

Severa minuteslater Bohegian, adark, somber-looking man in hislatefifties, entered the gpartment.
With asigh, he seated himsdlf facing Tito Cravelli. 'How about abeer ? Cravelli asked him. "Y ou look
tired.

'Fine. Bohegian nodded. 'l amtired. | just left TD; | came directly here. Were al on emergency
double-shift. Frankly, | waslucky to get away at dl; | told them | had amigraine headache and had to
leave. So the company guardsfinaly let me out.'

'What'sup ? Cravdli said, getting the beer from the refrigerator in the kitchen.

"Thething they hauled back here,' Earl Bohegian said. 'What | mentioned in my written report. The
artifact they've been going over it, and it's gpparently the damnedest junk you ever heard of. It'sa
vehicle of somekind; | finally managed to find that out by hanging around in the executives washroom,
drinking "Coke", and listening to stray colloquies. It's made out of wood, but it's not primitive. It'sthe
turbine, though, that's redly throwing the engineers on Level One." Gratefully, he accepted the beer and
gulped at it. "It works by compressing gases. I'm not an engineer - you know that - so | can't help you
out on technica details. But anyhow, by compressing gases it manages to freeze atrapped chamber of
water. So help me, Cravelli, the rumor going around TD isthat the damn thing isrun by ..." He laughed.
'Excuse-me, but it'sfunny. It runs by expansion of theice. The water freezes, expands asice, and drives
apiston upward with enormous force, then theiceis melted - al this happens extremely fast - and the
gases expand again, which gives another thrust to the piston, driving it back down in the cylinder again.
Ice! Did you ever hear of such asources of power ?

It'sfunnier than steam, isit ? Cravelli said.

Laughing until tearsfilled his eyes, Bohegian nodded. 'Y es, alot funnier than steam. Becauseit's so
darn cumbersome. And so utterly ineffective. Y ou should seeit. It'sincredibly complicated, especidly in
view of the meager thrugt it ultimately managesto ddliver. The vehicle coasts forward on runners, not
whedls, and findly getstip into theair, but just for avery few moments. Then it glides back down. It'sa
kind of wooden rocketship with asail. That'swhat they're building on the other sde of the defective
'scuttler. That'stheir technology. What kind of acivilization isthat ? Hefinished his beer, set the glass
down. "The story going around TD isthat one of the better engineersgot into it, cranked it up, literaly,
and manageto fly around the |ab for fifteen or sixteen seconds, at aheight of about four feet,
gpproximately waist level.'

'Y our report,’ Cravelli said, once more getting it out, 'saysthat the stellar charts made by TD's
astro-physicigts prove that the planet, beyond any reasonable doubt, is Earth ?

Earl Bohegian became serious, then. 'Y es, and right here in the present. There's been no time-travel
at dl, not even so much asafraction of asecond. Don't ask meto explain it; they can't explainit, and
they're supposed to know about these things. | know what the old man believes, though. According to
him - and evidently he hatched this out on hisown - it's an Earth that started out like ours and then split
off and took adifferent course; at least itsevolution did, its development at the level of human society.
Say, ten thousand years back. Maybe even further, even as far back as the Pleistocene Period. The
flowers and plants seem to beidentica with ours, anyhow. And the continental configurations show no
deviation from ours. All the land masses are congruent with ours, so the split-off can't be too long ago.
For instance San Francisco Bay. And the Gulf of Mexico. They don't differ from ours, and | understand



they formed asthey are now in quasi-historicd tunes:
'How grest isthe population, do they think ?

‘Not grest, certainly not like ours. By the number of lights on the dark side they assumethat it liesin
themillions - a most. And certainly not in the billions. For instance, whole areas don't appear to be
inhabited at dl, at least if you accept thelights asan index.’

'Maybe theresawar on,’ Cravelli said, 'and they're blacked out.’

‘But asthelight sde moves, Bohegian said, ‘thereslittle indication of cities, only what appesar to be
roads and some sort of small, town-like structures... they'll know more about that in aday or so. The
whole businessis bizarre, to say the least. Because of thetotal lack of radio signds, TD isbeginning to
speculate that, athough they have developed aturbine of sorts, they for some reason haven't ran onto
eectricity. And the use of wood, laminated and then coated with asbestos paint; it's possible - athough
virtudly incredible -that they don't work with metd. At leest not in industry.'

'What language do they speak ?

"TD doesn't even pretend to know. They'rein the process of hauling anumber of linguistic decoders
over from the linguistics department, so when they finally manage to nab one of the citizens over there,
they'll be able to converse with him or her. That should happen any time. Infact it may aready have
occurred after | left TD and came here. | tell you, thisis going to be the apol ogia pro sua vita of every
sociologist, ethnologi<t, and anthropologist in the world. They're going to be migrating from hereto there
indroves. And | don't blame them. God knows what they'll find. Isit actually possible that a culture
could develop aturbine-powered, airborne craft and not have, say, awritten language ? Because,
according to the scuttlebutt at TD, there were no letters, sgns or figures anywhere on the craft, and they
certainly scrutinized it thoroughly for thet.

Half to himsdlf, Cravelli said, "1 frankly don't care what they have and have not developed. Aslong
astherésroom on their planet for immigration. Massimmigration, in terms of millions of people.’

They each had a second beer, he and Earl Bohegian, and then Bohegian departed.

Y ou're lucky, Jm Briskin, Cravelli thought as he shut the door after Bohegian. Y ou took a chance
when you made that speech, but evidently you're going to be ableto swing it after al. Unlessyou balk at
sharing this ater-Earth with its natives ... or unless they happen to possess some mechanism by which
they can hdt us.

God, I'd liketo go there, Cravdli redized. Seethiscivilization with my own eyes. Before we smear it
up, asweinevitably will. What an experience it would be! They may have developed into areas which
weve never even imagined. Scientificaly, philosophicaly, even technicaly, in terms of machinery and
industria techniques, sources of power, medicines- in fact in every area, from contraceptive devicesto
visons of God. From books and cathedrals, if any, to children'stoys.

Well probably initiate events, he reflected, by murdering afew of them, just to be on the safe side.
Too bad thisisn't in the hands of the government; it's damn bad luck that so far it's entirely the persond
property of aprivate business corporation. Of course, when Jm isdected, al that will change. But
Schwarz. Hewon't do anything; helll just sit. And TD will be permitted to go ahead in any way it
chooses.

To himsdf Sd Heim said: I've got to arrange ameeting between Leon Turpin, head of Terran
Development, and Jm Briskin. Jm had to be photographed over therein that new world - not just
talking about it, but actualy standing onit.

And the way to make the contact, Heim redlized, is through Frank Woodbine, because Jm and
Frank are old-timefriends. I'll get hold of Woodbine and fix it al up, and that will be that. Well have Jm

over there and maybe Frank with him, and what a boost to our campaign that'll be. We've just got to
haveit, that'sall.



'Get on the vidphone," he ingtructed his wife Pat. 'Start them searching down Frank Woodbine; you
know, the deep space explorer, the hero.’

'I know,' Pat said. Shelifted the recaiver and asked for information.

‘A hero isagood thing to have around,’ Sal said meditatively as he waited. 'It dways was my hope
to get Jm involved with Woodbine during this campaign. Now | think we've got the exact tie-inwe
want." Hefdt pleased with himsdlf; he had a good idea, and he knew it. All his professiond ingtinctstold
him that he was onto something, atwo-birds-with-one-stone item.

On TV he had seen the medias excursion across into tine other world. Along with the rest of the
nation, he had witnessed scenes of blissful trees and grass and clear sky, and he had reacted vigoroudly.
Thiswasit, dl right. Assoon as he had viewed it for himsdf, he had redlized how profound Jm'sinsight
had been. A new epoch in human history had begun, and his candidate had called the shotsright from
the start. Now, if they could just get Jm over there dong with Woodbine, this one last essentia act...

'l have him," Pat said, breaking into histhoughts. 'Here." She held the vidphone receiver toward him.
'He knows who you are. Because of Jim, he accepted the call.'

'Mr. Woodbine,' Sal said, seating himsdlf at the vidphone. 'It's darn nice of you to take aminute or
50 off from your busy schedule to hear me out. Jm Briskin would like very much to vist this other world.
"Canyou arrangeit with Turpin at TD ? He explained, then, why it was vitd, just in case Woodbine was
ignorant of Jim's Chicago speech. But Woodbine was not ignorant of it; he understood immediately what
the Stuation was.

'I think," Woodbine said thoughtfully, ‘that you'd better have Jm drop by my conapt. Tonight, if
possible. | want to discuss with him the material we've uncovered on the far sde. Before he goes across,
he should know about it. I'm sure TD won't mind; they're going to release it to the media sometime
tomorrow anyhow.’

'Fine' SA said, immensdly pleased. 'I'll have him shoot right over to your place. He thanked
Woodbine profusdly and then rang off.

Now let'sseeif | can light the proper fire under Jm, he said to himself ashedialed. Get himto do
this What if hewon't ?

'Maybe | can help,’ Pat said, from behind him. 'l can usually persuade Jm when it'sgenuinely in his
interest. and this certainly is, beyond adoubt.'

I'm glad you seeit thisway,' Sdl said, 'because I'm very anxious about this." He wondered what
materid TD had uncovered in the new world; evidently, it wasimportant. And the way Woodbine had
talked, he was obvioudy concerned.

Hmm, Sal thought. Hefdlt alittleworried. Jugt alittle: thefirgt stirrings.

Frank Woodbine answered the knock on his conapt door, and there on the threshold stood histall
and very dark friend Jm Briskin, looking gloomy as aways.

It'sbeen ahell of along time,' Woodbine said, ushering Jm in. ‘Come over here; | want to show
you right away what we've turned up on the other sde.’ Heled Jm to thelong tablein the living room.
"Their compressor.' He pointed to the photograph. 'There are a hundred better waysto build a
compressor than this. Why'd they choose the most cumbersome way possible ?'Y ou can't call aculture
primitiveif it'sgot such artifactsin it as piston engines and gas compressors. In fact, their ability to
congtruct apower glider aone puts them out of that class automatically. And yet, something's obvioudy
wrong. Tomorrow, of course, well know what it is, but 1'd like to know tonight, before we establish
contact with them.'

Picking up the photo of the compressor, Jm Briskin studied it. 'The homeopapes thought you'd
found something like this, when you hauled that object back. According to the rumor, you've actualy ...

'Y es, Woodbine said. "The rumor's correct. Hereésapic of it." He showed Jim the photograph of



the power glider. 'It'sin TD's basement. They're smart, and yet they're dumb - the people on the other
sde, | mean. Come on along with me tomorrow; we're going to set down exactly here Helaid out a
sequence of shots taken by the QB satellite. 'Recognize theterrain ? It'sthe coast of France. Over here
... Hepointed.'... Normandy. A town of theirs. Y ou can't call it acity, becauseit'ssmply not that large.
But it'sthe largest one the QB has been able to detect. So we're going there .To confront them in their
own bailiwick. By doing so, we get adirect confrontation vis-a-vistheir culture, the totaity of what
they've managed to develop. TD is supplying linguistics machines, we've got anthropol ogists, sociologists
... Hebroke off. "Why are you looking at me likethat, Jm ?

Jm Briskin sad, 'l thought it was aplanet in another star system. Then the hintsin the mediawere
right, after dl. But I'll come with you; I'm glad to. Thanksfor letting me.'

‘Don't take it so hard, "Woodbine said.
‘But it'sinhabited,’ Jm said.
‘Not entirely. My god, ook on the bright Sde. Thisis atremendous event, an encounter with another

civilization entirely, what 1've been searching for over three star-systems and atime-period of four
decades. Y ou're not going to begrudge us that, are you ?

After apause Jm said, "You'reright, of course. I'm just having trouble adjusting to this. Give mea
litletime’

'Are you sorry now that you made that Chicago speech ?

'No," Jm said.

'l hope your attitude doesn't have to change. There's one more thing we found: no oneat TD has so

far been able to make out what it signifies. Look at this pic.' He placed the glossy print before Jm. ‘It
wasin the glider, poked down out of sight, obvioudy ddiberately concedled. In alittle leather bag.'

'Rocks 7 Jm said, scrutinizing the pic.

‘Diamonds. Rough, not cut. Just asthey come out of the ground. The inference isthat these people
prize precious stones but don't know how to cut or polish them. So, in this one respect at least, they're
some four or five thousand years behind us. What would you say about a culture that can build a power
glider, including piston engine and compressor, but hasn't learned to cut and polish gems ?

Jmsad, 'l - don't know."

'We're taking some cut stones with us tomorrow. Couple of diamonds, opals, agold ring set with a
nice fat ruby donated by the wife of one of TD'svice presidents. And werre dso taking this." Hetossed a
sheet of rolled-up paper before Jim. 'A schematic of avery smple, efficient turbine. And this' He
bounced another tube of paper onto the table. 'A schematic of amedium-size steam engine, circa 1880,
used as adonkey enginein minework. But, of course, our main effort will be directed toward finding a
few of their technological experts, if there are any, over here. Turpin wantsto show them around TD, for
example. And after that, probably N'Y ork City.'

'Has the government made an effort to get involved in this?
‘Schwarz, | understand, has asked Turpin if amixed bag of specidists from various bureaus can

accompany ustomorrow. | don't know what the old man has decided; it's up to him. After al, TD can
shut down the nexus any time it so desires. Schwarz knows that.'

Jm sad, 'Would you hazard any kind of estimate asto the leved of their culturein terms of
chronology relative to ours ?

‘Sure,' Frank Woodbine said. ‘Somewhere between 3000 B.C. and A.D. 1920. Does that answer
your question ?

'So it can't be graded on atime-scale which comparesit to us.

'Well know tomorrow, Frank said. 'Or rather - and | fully expect this, Jm - well know that they're

s0 damn different from usthat they might aswell live on aplanet in some other star systemn, asyou'd like
them to be. A non-terrestrial race entirely.'



'With six legs and an exoskeleton,” Im murmured.

'If not worse. Something that would make George Walt look perfectly ordinary. Y ou know, that's
what we ought to do: take George Walt over with us tomorrow. Tell the people on the other side that
George Walt isour god, that we worship him and they'd better, too, or helll make the bad atomsrain
down on them and cause them to die of leukemia.’

'Probably,’ Jm said, ‘they've not reached the level of developing atomic power. Either for industry or
warfare!

'For dl | know," Frank said quietly, ‘they've got an atomic tactical bomb made out of wood.'

‘That'simpossible. It'sajoke. You're kidding.'

I'mnot kidding - I'm just terribly upset. Nobody in our world ever knew that you could build
complex modem machinery out of wood, asthese people have. If they can manage to do that, athough
God knows how long it took them to do it, they can do anything. At least, that'sthe way it Strikes me.
I'm going to st the jet-hopper down in Normandy tomorrow with my heart in my mouth, and I've been
to more star-systems than any other human being; don't forget that. I've seen alot of dienworlds!

Somberly, Jm Briskin picked up the photo of the wooden engine and once more studied it.

'Of course,' Frank added, 'l keep saying to myself, "Look what we can learn." And look what they
canlearnfromus'!'

'Yes,' Jm agreed, ‘we have to look on this as an opportunity,’ Histone, however, was grave.

'Y ou know, just as| know, that something is awfully wrong.'

Jm Briskin nodded.

In the middle of the night Don Stanley, adminigtrative assistant to Leon Turpin, was awakened by the
ringing of hisvidphone.

Sitting up groggily, he managed to locate the receiver in the dark. Y es ? he said, switching on the
light. In the bed, hiswife dept on.

On the vidscreen the physiognomy of atop-level TD researcher cameinto view. 'Mr. Stanley, were
cdling you ingtead of Mr. Turpin. Somebody at policy has to know this.' The researcher's voice was
jumpy with tenson. The QB isdown.’

'Down what ? Stanley could not focus hisfaculties.

"They shot it down. God knows how. Just now, not ten minutes ago. We don't know whether we
should try to put up another oneto replaceit or just wait.'

Stanley said, 'Maybe the QB merely mafunctioned. Maybeit's up there coasting around dead.’
'It'snot up there at all; we've got anumber of instruments capable of registering that. Y ou know,
bringing down an orbiting satellite requires a pretty exact science of weapons devel opment; it's not easy

todo.

Stll haf-adegp, Don Stanley had amomentary hypnogogic vision of an enormous crossbow with a
cord capable of being stretched back amile. He shook the vision off and said, '"Maybe we shouldn't
send Woodbine over there tomorrow. We don't want to lose him.’

"Whatever you and Mr. Turpin decide," the researcher said. 'But sooner or later we have to make
forma contact with them, don't we ? So why not right away ? It seemsto methat, in view of their
maneuver againgt the QB, we can't afford to wait. We've got to know what they possess!’

'WEell go ahead,” Stanley decided, 'but well see that Woodbine is accompanied by company police.
And well keep in congtant radio contact with him dl the time he'sthere.’

""Company police," the researcher said in disgust. 'What Woodbine needs is the United States
Army.
'We don't want the government meddling into this,’ Stanley said sharply. 'If TD can't handlethis,



well shut down the 'scuttler and abolish the nexus. Forget the entire matter.' He felt irritable. This putsan
entirely new light on everything, this about the QB, he redlized. In no way - or at least in no important
way - are these people lagging behind as. We're not going to be able to get away with trading them a
basketful of glass beadsin exchange for North America. He recadled the leather bag of uncut diamonds
found in thisglider. They may not be able to finish up stones, he though , but at least they know what's
redlly valuable. Therésacrucid difference between carrying around abagful of rough diamonds and,
say, abagful of seashells.

"You've dtill got ateam on the other side, don't you' Stanley said. 'Y ou didn't pull them back over
here!

‘They're there,’ the researcher said, 'but they're just standing by, waiting for dawn and the party of
university professors and the linguistics machines, al that stuff that's been promised.

"We don't want to get into abrawl with these people,,’ Stanley said, ‘even if they did get to our
satdlite. TD wantsindugtria techniques from them, wants their know-how hardwarewise. Let's not spoil
that. Okay ?

'‘Okay," the researcher agreed, 'and lots of luck.'

Don Stanley hung up, sat for atime, then rose and walked to the kitchen of his conagpt to fix himself
something to edt.

Tomorrow's going to be quite aday, he said to himsdlf. | wish | was going along, but, in view of this,
I think I'll stay onthisside. After al, I'm adesk man, not aleg man; let somebody else do it. Somebody
like Woodbine who's paid to take risks. Thisis exactly why we hired him.

Hedid not envy Woodbine.

And then dl at onceit occurred to him that old Leon Turpin might order him to go dong. Inwhich
case hewould haveto - or lose hisjob. And losing one's job, these days, was no joke.

His appetite was gone. L eaving the kitchen, Don Stanley returned to his bed, gloomily aware that
with such thoughts on his mind he would probably be unable to get back to deep.

It turned out that he wasright.

10

Because the defective Jffi-scuttler technicaly belonged to him, Darius Pethdl could not effectively be
denied permission to cross over, aong with the group of top scientific and linguistic expertsleaving in the
morning. Wearing acarefully ironed and starched white shut and new tie, he arrived a TD's centra
adminigrative officesin Washington, D.C., at exactly eight am. He felt confident. TD employeeshad
treated him with deference ever since he had turned the defective 'scuttler over to them. After al, he
could take it back... or, at least, so Pethel reasoned.

Two officids of the company, both of them tense, accompanied him to Mr. Turpin's office on the
twentieth floor, depositing him there, and at once hurrying off. Now he was on hisown.

The board chairman of TD did not awe Darius Pethel. 'Morning, Mr. Turpin," he said in greeting. 'l
hope I'm not late.' He was not sure where the group was assembling. Probably down in the subsurface
labs near the 'scuttler.

'Ump,’ the old man said, glancing at him sideways, the wrinkled neck twisting like aturkey's. 'Oh,
yes. Pedd.’

'Pethdl

'So you want to bein on things, do you ? Leon Turpin studied him, smiling athin, gleeful smile.

I want to keep in touch,' Pethel said. He pointed out: "After dl, it ismy, property.’

'Oh, yes, we're very conscious of thet, Pethdl. Y ou're ahighly important figurein al that's going on.



Being abusinessman, you'll no doubt be useful on this mission; you can establish trade relations with
these people. In fact, we expect you to start selling them 'scuttlers.’ Leon Turpin laughed. 'All right, Mr.
Pethel. Y ou go ahead downgtairs to the labs and join the group; make yourself at home hereat TD. Do
whatever you fed like. | mysdlf - I'm staying here. Onetrip acrossis enough for aman of my age; I'm
sure you can appreciate that.'

Conscious that he had been made fun of, Darius Pethdl left Mr. Turpin's office and took the e evator
down. Smouldering, he said to himsdlf, | can be important in this. The people on this dternative Earth
or whatever it is can probably use an improved method of transportation even better than we can. After
all, from what the TV newsman said, they seem to be backward, compared to us. There was something
about a primitive ship or airplane. Something obsolete in our world severd centuries ago.

The devator let him off at the guarded lower floors of the building, and he made hisway down the
corridor, following the ingtructions painted on the walls, to the main [ab proper.

When he opened the lab door he found himsalf facing aman whom he had seen many timeson TV.
It was the Republican-Libera candidate for president, James Briskin, and Pethdl halted in awe and
urprise.

‘Let'sget ashot of you standing at the entrance hoop,' a photographer was saying to Briskin. ‘Could
you move over there, please ?

Obligingly, Briskin walked to the 'scuttler.

Thisisthe big time, Pethel redlized. Our next president is here along with me. | wonder what would
happen if | said hello to him, he wondered. Would he answer back ? Probably would because he's
campaigning; after he getsinto office, hewon't haveto.

To Jdm Briskin, Pethe said humbly, 'Hello, Mr. Briskin. Y ou don't know me, but I'm going to vote
for you.' He had just made up hismind; seeing Briskinin red life had decided him. 'I'm Darius Pethel .’

Glancing a him, Briskin said, 'Hello, Mr. Pethel .

"This Jffi-scuttler belongsto me," Pethel explained. 'l discovered therent init, the doorway to the
other universe. Or rather, my repairman Rick Erickson did. But he's dead now.' He added, 'Very tragic;
| was there when it happened,’

A TD officid, appearing besde Jm Briskin, said, 'Were ready to get started, Mr. Briskin.'

A smdll, rather handsome man strolled up, and Darius, with a start, recognized him, too. Thiswas
Frank Woodbine, the famous deep-space explorer. Good lord, Pethel said to himsalf, and I'm going
with them!

'Jm, Woodbine said to Jm Briskin, ‘wereal carrying laser pistols except you. Don't you think
you're making amisteke ?

'Hey,' Pethd said tremuloudy, 'nobody gave me apigtal.’

A TD employee passed apistal, in its holster, over to him. 'Sorry, Mr. Pethel .’

That'smorelikeit,’ Dar Pethel said, wondering if he was supposed to hold the thing in his hands or
strap it on somehow.

'l don't need agun,’ Jm Briskin said.

'Of course you do," Woodbine said. 'Y ou want to come back, don't you ? To Pethel, Woodbine
sad, Tdl him heneedsagun.”

'Y ou ought to have one, Mr. Briskin,' Pethel said eagerly. 'No one knows what welll run into over
there!’

At last, with massive reluctance, Briskin accepted agun. Thisisnot the way,' he said, to no onein
particular. "We shouldn't be doing this, going to meet them armed like this." He looked melancholy.

"What choice have we got 7 Woodbine said and disappeared through the entrance hoop of the
Jiffi-scuttler.



I'll go inwith you,. Mr. Briskin,' Pethdl said. 'Instead of with those scientists.” He indicated the group
which had formed behind them. 'l can't talk their language; I've got nothing in common with them.'

A man whom he recognized as Briskin's campaign manger, Salisbury Heim, hurried up to join
Briskin. 'Sorry I'm late." Quickly, he made note of the news photographers, TV cameras, the gang of
media people. 'Y ou felows get every step of this," he called to them. 'Y ou understand ?

'Yes, Mr. Heim,' they murmured, moving forward.

Thetimeisnow, Salisbury Heim said, and gave Jm Briskin asmall push in the direction of the
entrance hoop. ‘'Let'sgo, Jm.'

'Areyou ready, Mr. Pethel 7 Jm Briskin asked.

'Oh, thanks; | am, yes,' Pethd answered hurriedly. Thisis certainly afascinating journey, isntit ?
‘Momentous,' Salisbury Heim said.

'Infact even higtoricd,' Briskin said, with afaint smile.

‘Entering the Jffi-scuttler now," a TV newsman was saying into hislape mike, 'the possible future
president of the United States reveals no indication of concern for his persond safety. Solicitous of the
welfare of the others surrounding him, he makes certain that they understand the gravity or - as James
Briskin himsdf just now put it - the historical sgnificance of thisbody of persons passing acrossinto a
situation fraught with possible peril. But the stakesin thisare vast, and no one has forgotten that, least of
al James Briskin. Another world, another civilization ... what will this come to mean in future centuriesto
mankind ? Undoubtedly, James Briskin is asking himsdlf that at this very ingtant as he crossesthe
threshold of the rather plain, amost ordinary-appearing Jffi-scuttler.’

Jm Briskin winked at Darius Pethd.
Startled, Pethel attempted to wink back, but he was too tense.

'Hey, just amoment, Mr. Briskin!" a homeopape photographer caled. 'We want to be sure we catch
you going through the rent. Could you kindly retrace your steps back to the hoop, please ? Those last
four steps ?

Obligingly, Jm Briskin did so.
The TV newsman was saying, 'So now in only amatter of seconds presidentid candidate Jm Briskin
will be passing through the connecting link into auniverse whose very existence was not even suspected

two days ago. Authorities seem pretty well to agree now, on the basis of stellar charts taken by the no
longer functioning Queen Bee satdllite ..." -

| wonder why it's no longer functioning, Pethel mused. Has something gotten fouled up, over there ?
It didn't sound like agood omen; it made him uncomfortable.

On the other sde, amid ameadow of excellently green grass and small white flowers, they, now a
party of thirty, boarded an expressjet-hopper which TD engineers hid somehow managed to
disassemble, pass through the rent, and then reassemble. Almost at once the 'hopper rose and soared
out over the Atlantic, toward the northern coast of France.

Watching aflight of gulls, Jm Briskin thought: From this vantage point, it appears no different from
our own world. The gulls disappeared behind them as the jet-hopper hurried on. Will we see ships of
any sort on this ocean ? he wondered.

Fifteen minuteslater, by hiswristwatch, he saw adip below.

It did not seem to be large. But it was ocean-going, and that, he decided, was something. Of course
It was wooden; he took that for granted, as did the othersin the 'hopper, al of whom were pressed
againgt the windows, peering out. The ship, did not have sails, but it also lacked astack. What propelsit
? hewondered. More nonsense machinery. If not the expansion of ice, then by al means the popping of
paper bags.

The pilot of thejet-hopper swooped low over the ship; they were treated to athorough look, at



least momentarily. Figures on the deck scampered about in agitation, then disappeared down below, lost
from sight. The ship continued on. And, presently, the 'hopper |€eft it behind.

'We didn't learn much,’ Dillingsworth, the anthropologi<t, said in disappointment. 'How long before
we reach Normandy ?

'Another haf hour,' the pilot said.
They saw, then, acollection of smal boats, perhaps afishing fleet; the boats were anchored, and

they did have sails. Aboard, the sailors gaped up at the sight of the 'hopper, frozen in their positions asif
carved there. Again the 'hopper dipped low.

The anthropologist, staring down, said, 'Lower.'
‘Can't,’ the pilot answered. 'Too dangerous, we're overl oaded

'What's the matter 7 the sociologist from the University of California, Edward Marshak, asked
Dillingsworth. 'What did you see ?

After atime Dillingsworth said, 'As soon as we reach the European landmass, as soon aswe can
land, let's do so. Let's not wait to seek out their centers of concentration; | want to have us set down by
thefirst one of them we spot.’

The fishing boats disappeared behind them.

With shaking hands, Dillingsworth opened atextbook which he had brought, began turning pages.
Hedid not dlow anyone elseto seeitstitle; he sat off, by himsalf, in acorner of the 'hopper, abrooding
dark expression on hisface.

Stanley, the senior officid from TD, said inquiringly, ‘Do you think we should turn back ?
'Hell no,’ Dillingsworth rasped. And that was al he said; he did not amplify.

Next to Jm Briskin, the round, heavy-s¢t little businessman from Kansas City leaned over and said,
'He makes me nervous; he's found something and hewon't say what it is. It was when he saw those
fishermen. | waswaiching hisface, and he almost fainted."

Amused, Jm said, 'Takeit easy, Mr. Pethd. We gtill have along way to go.'

I'm going to find out what it was,' Pethdl said. He scrambled to hisfeet and made hisway over to
Dillingsworth. Tdl me," hesaid. 'Why keep it quiet ? It must have been pretty bad to make you clam up
like this. What could you possibly have seen in those few seconds that would make you react thisway ?
Personally, | don't think we should go on until...."

'Look at it thisway,' Dillingsworth said. 'If I'm wrong, it doesn't matter. If I'mright ... He looked
past Pethel to Jm Briskin. 'Well know al about it before we make our return trip, later today.'

After apause, Jm said, 'That's good enough. For me, at least.’

Fuming, Darius Pethel returned to his seet. 'If | had known it'd belikethis...'

'Wouldn't you have come ? Jim asked him.

'l don't know. Possibly not.’

Stirring restlessly, Sd Heilm said, 'l didn't redlize there was going to be any hazard involved in this'!
'What did you think," one of the newsmen asked him, ‘when they took our QB satellite out ?

'l just learned about that,” Sal snapped back, 'as we were entering the damn 'scuttler.’

A photographer for one of the big homeopapes said, 'How about agame of draw ? Jacks or better
to open, penny achip but no table limit.'

Within aminute, the game had started.

Ahead, on the horizon, Sa Helm thought he saw something and he took aquick look at his
wristwatch. That's Normandy, he redlized. We're dmost there. He felt his breath stifle in histhroat; he
could hardly breathe. God, I'm tense, he decided. That anthropologist realy shook me. But too late to
turn back now. We're fully committed; and anyhow it would look bad, politically-spesaking, if Jm Briskin



backed out. No, for our own good we have to continue whether we want to or not.

'Set usright down,’ Dillingsworth ingtructed the pilot in a clipped, urgent tone of voice.

'Do s0,' Don Stanley of TD chimed in. The pilot nodded.

They were over open countryside, now; the coastline had areedy fallen behind them, the
wave-washed shore. Sal Heim saw aroad. It was not much of aroad, but it could hardly be mistaken
for anything else, and, looking along it, he made out in the distance avehicle, asort of cart. Somebody
going uneventfully along the road, on hisroutine business, Sa redized. He could seethe wheds of the
cart, now, and itsload. And, in the front, the driver, who wore a blue cap. The driver did not look up.
Evidently he was not aware of the 'hopper. And then Sal Heim redlized that the pilot had cut the jets.
The 'hopper was coadting silently down.

'I'm going to placeit on the road,” the pilot explained.

‘Directly infront of hiscart. He snapped on aretrojet, briefly, to brake the 'hopper'sfall.

Dillingsworth said, 'Chrigt, | wasright.'

Asthe 'hopper struck, almost al of them were aready on their feet, peering at the cart ahead, trying
to discover what it was that the anthropol ogist saw. The cart had stopped. The driver stood up in his
seat and stared at the jet-hopper, a theminsdeit.

Sd Helm thought, There's something wrong with that man. He's - deformed.

A homeopape reporter said gruffly, ‘'Must be from wartime radiation, from falout. God, helooks
awful.

'No,' Dillingsworth said. That's not from falout. Haven't you seen that before ? Where have you
seenit before ? Think.'

'In abook,’ the little businessman from Kansas City said. 'It'sin the book you have there.' He
pointed at Dillingsworth. "Y ou looked it up after we passed those fishing boats!' His voice rose
squeskily.

Jm Briskin said, 'He's one of the races of pre-humans.’

'He's of the Palecanthropic wing of primate evolution,’ Dillingsworth said. 'I'd guess Sinanthropus, a
rather high form of Pithecanthropi, or Peking man, as heis called. Notice the low vault of the skull, the
very heavy brow ridge which runs unbroken across the forehead above the eyes. Thechinis
undeveloped. These are Smian features, lost by the true line of Homo sapiens. The brain capacity,
however, isreasonably large, amost as great as our own. Needlessto say, the teeth are quite different
from our own.' He added, 'In our world, this branch of primate evolution came to an end in the Lower
Pleistocene, about amillion and ahdf yearsago.'

'Have we ... gone back in time ? the Kansas City businessman asked.

'No," Dillingsworth said irritably. 'Not one week. Evidently here Homo sapiens either did not appear
at al or for some reason did not win out. And Sinanthropus became the dominant species. Asin our
world weare!

Frank Woodbine said, "Yes, | thought he stooped. That one who jumped out of the glider
yesterday.' His voice shook.

"True,' Dillingsworth agreed. 'Sinanthropus was not fully erect. That was an advantage in plains areas
where short grass grew; an erect posture would have made him a better target.' He spoke flatly.
Methodicaly.

'God,' Sal Heim said. 'So what do we do now ?

There was no answer. From any of them.

What amess, Sd Heim said to himself asthe thirty of them clambered from the parked 'hopper and

surrounded the stalled cart. Too frightened to try to escape, the driver continued to stare meekly at them
all, clutching some sort of parce in hisarms. Hewore, Sal noted, atoga-like one-piece garment. And



his hair, unlike the reconstructionsin the museums of dawn men, had been cut short and tidily. What
repercussions therere going to be from this, SA redized. Damn it, what rotten luck!

But it was even worse than that. Far, far worse. So Jm Briskin got beaten at the polls because of
this... so what ? That was a mere pebble in the bottom of the barrdl. In an intuitive flash of insght, he
saw the entire thing, spread out into their lives, ahead. Hisand Jm's and everyone e se's .. whites and
colsdike. Because, interms of race relations, this was an absolute calamity.

By the cart, severd TD employees and Dillingsworth were rapidly setting up alinguistics machine.
They evidently were going to make the attempt to communicate with the driver.

Hypnotized by the sight of the apparition seated in he cart, the little round businessman from Kansas
City said sammeringly to Sd, 'lsn't it something ? Given a chance these near-humans actualy figured out
how to lay roads and build carts. And they even made agasturbine, the TV sad.' He looked stunned.

"They had amillion and ahdf yearsto doit,' Sal pointed out.

‘Butit'sgtill amazing. They built that ship we saw; it was crossing the Atlantic! I'll bet thereisn't an
anthropologist in the world who would have made book on that - bet they could creste such an
advanced culture, likethey have. | take off my hat to them; | think it'sgreat. It's.... very encouraging,
don't you think ? It sort of makesyou redizethat ... He struggled to expresshimsdlf. "... that if anything
happened to us, to Homo sapiens, other life formswould go on.’

It did not encourage Sal Heim.

The best thing to do, he said to himsalf bleakly, isto go back to our world and then plug up that
goddam hole. That entrance between our universe and this. Forget it ever existed, that we ever saw this.

But we can't, because therelll ways be some curious, scientific-type busybody who'll insst on
poking around here. And TD itsdlf; it'll ill want to go over al the artifactsin thisworld to see what it
can make use of. Soit'sjust not that smple. We can't just shut our eyes, walk off, pretend it never
happened.

'l don't think what these near-men have done hereis so grest,' Sal said doud. They're pitifully
backward, compared to us, and they've had ten timesaslong to do it in. At least ten times, maybe
twenty. They haven't discovered metd, for instance. Take that one example.’

Nobody paid any attention to him. They were dl gathering around the linguistics machine, waiting to
See how the attempt at communication was going to go.

'So who wantsto talk to that semi-ape ? Sdl said bitterly. "Who needsit ? He walked about in an
amless, futilecircle. I've got to get my candidate out of here, he knew. | can't let him get identified with
this

But Jm Briskin showed no signs of leaving. In fact he had gone up to the cart and was saying
something to the Peking man, talking directly to him. Probably trying to cam him down. That would be
just like Jm.

Y ou damn fool, Sa thought. Y ou're ruining your politica career; can't you seethat ? The
ramifications of this- am | the only one who can perceive them ? It ought to be obvious. But evidently it
Was not.

Into the microphone of the TD linguistics machine, Dillingsworth was saying over and over again,
'We're friends. Were peaceful .’ To Stanley he said, 'Isthisthing working or not ?... We're friends. We
come to your world in peace. We will hurt no one.'

It takestime," Stanley explained. 'Keep at it. See, what it hasto do istake the visual images
connected to the intrinsically meaningless words, images which flash up in your brain as you speak, and
transmit replicas of those visud images directly to the brain of ...’

'l know how it works," Dillingsworth said brusquely. 'I'm just anxiousfor it to get Started before he
bolts. Y ou can see he's getting ready to." Into the microphone he once agan said, 'Were friends. We
comein pesce.



All a once the Peking man spoke.

From the audio section of the linguistics machine a strangled noise sounded; recorded automaticaly,
it wasimmediately repeated as the tape-deck rewound and played it back.

'What'd he say ? the little businessman from Kansas City demanded, looking around at everyone.
'What'd he say ?

Dillingsworth said into the mike, 'Are you our friend, too ? Are you friendswith us aswe are with
you ?

Going over to Jm Briskin, SA put hishand on his shoulder and said 'Jim, | want to talk to you.'

'For God's sake, later,” im answered.

‘Now," Sal said. ‘It can't wait.'

Jm groaned. 'Jesus, man, are you out of your head ?

'No, I'm not," Sal said evenly. 'It's everyone else here who is. Including you. Come on.' He took
hold of Jm by he shoulder and propelled him forcibly from the group, off to one side of the road.
‘Listen,' Sd said. 'How do you define man ? Go on, define man for me."

Staring a him Jm said. 'What ?

'Defineman! I'll do it, then. Man's atool-making animal. Okay, what's dl this- for example, that cart
and that hat and that package and that robe ? Plus the ship we saw and that glider with that compressor
and turbine ? Toals. All of them, broadly speaking. So what does that make that damn cresture Sitting
up there at thetiller of that cart ?I'll tell you: it makes him aman, that'swhat. So he's ugly-looking; so he
has alow forehead and beetling brows and he isn't too bright. But he's bright enough to get in under the
wire and qualify, that's how bright heis goddam it. | mean, my god, he's even built roads. And..." Sal
vibrated with rage.'... he even shot down our QB satellite!’

‘Look," Jim began, wegrily, ‘thisisnotime...

'It'sthe only time. We have to get out of here. Back across and forget what we saw.' But, of
course, as Sid well knew., it was hopeless. The 'hopper, for ingtance, belonged to TD, was piloted by a
TD employee to whom Sal Heim could give no orders. Only Stanley could, and obvioudy Stanley had
no intention of leaving; he was standing by the linguistics machine, fascinated. 'L et me ask you this' Sa
panted. 'If they're men, and you admit they are, how're we going to deny them the vote ?

After apause Jm sad, 'Isthat actually what you're worrying about ?
'Yes,' Sd said.
Turning, Jm walked back to join the group. Without aword. Sal Heim watched him go.

'He's going to be voting,' Sdl said, aloud but to himself. | can seeit coming. And then you know
what ? Mixed marriages. Between us and them. Let's go home; please, let's go home. Okay ? No one
stirred. 'l don't want to foreseeit, but | do,' Sal said. 'Can | help that ? So I'm a prophet. Hell, don't
blame me; blame that thing sitting up there on that cart. It's hisfault. He shouldn't even be exigting.'

From the audio circuit of the linguistics machine aguttural, hoarse voice whispered,'... friend.'

Franticdly, Dillingsworth turned to those around him and said, ‘It was him; that was not feedback
fromwhat | putin.'

"They don't even haveradio, here Sd Heim said.

InhisN'Y ork office, the private investigetor Tito Cravelli received a puzzling bulletin from his
contact at TD, Earl Bohegian: 'First report from 'hopper to TD. World inhabited by apes.’

Taking acdculated risk, Cravdli dided Terran Devel opment through regular vidphone channels.
When hereached TD's switchboard, he matter of factly asked to speak to Mr. Bohegian.

'How could you be so foolish asto call me direct ? Bohegian asked nervoudy, when the call was
put through to his office.



'Explain your message,’ Tito said.

"They're educated apes,’ Bohegian said, leaning close to the vidscreen and spesking in alow, urgent
voice. 'Y ou know, missing links!'

'‘Dawn men,’ Tito said, findly understanding. He felt his heart skip abeet. 'Go on, Earl, | want to
hear it dl; keep talking and if you ring off, I'll cal you right back, so help me God.'

Earl Bohegian muitered, The report was given to old Leon Turpin; he'sexamining it right now on

floor twenty. They'retrying to decideif they want to shut the 'scuttler down and wall the rent up or not.
But | don't think they're gonna, not from what I've heard.

'No, Tito agreed. "They won't. There€'stoo much to gain by leaving it open.’

‘But they are sort of upset. Who isn't ? Imagine; here we took it for granted that humanslike
oursalves...

'Did the 'hopper specificaly state which variety of sub-Homo sapiensitis? Cravelli asked, trying to
remember his college anthropology.

'Peking man. Does that sound right ?

Craveli bit hislip. "That'sahell of alow-grade type. One of the lowest, Now, if it had been
Cro-Magnon or even Neanderthd. ..." That would be another matter. After al, the Palestine
archeological discoverieswere proof that Homo sapiens and Neandertha had aready interbred, tens of
thousands of yearsin the past. And it had evidently done no harm; the Homo sapiens genetic strain had
dominated.

"They're going to bring one back,’ Bohegian said. "They've dready got oneinsde the 'hopper, the
scuttlebutt says down in the washroom at the end of my hdl. And they'rein lin-com withit. It'sdocile,
one exec told me just now. Scared out of itswits.'

'Of courseit would be,' Cravelli said. They probably remember usfrom their past, remember getting
rid of us." Just aswe got rid of them in our world, he thought. Wiped them utterly out. 'And now we're
back, he said. 'It must seem like black magic to them: ghosts from a hundred thousand years ago, from
their own Stone Age. Jeez, what aSituation!

I've got to ring off,' Bohegian said. 'l told you everything anyhow, Tito. When theresmore...'

'‘Okay,' Tito Cravelli said and broke the connection.

| wonder if they'll be ableto pilot that jet-hopper back across the Atlantic and then back through the
rent to our world, he conjectured. Or will the Peking people get them aong the way ? Good question.

Thisisgoing to work havoc with the November eection, he said to himsdlf, broodingly. Who could
have possibly anticipated something like this ? Once more Tito Cravelli saw his Attorney Generaship
receding, dong with Jm Briskin’selection.

These pardld worlds are aknotty problem, he redlized. | wonder how many exist. Dozens ? With a
different human sub-species dominant on each ? Weird idea. He shivered. God, how unpleasant ... like
concentric rings of hdll, each with its own particular brand of torment.

And then he thought suddenly: Maybe there's one in which ahuman type superior to us, onewe
know nothing about, dominates, one which, in our own world, we extinguished at itsinception. Blotto,
right off the bat.

Somebody ought to tinker with a'scuttler with that in mind, Tito decided. But then, it occurred to
him, they'd show up here, just the way were appearing in Peking man's orderly little universe. And we'd
be finished. We wouldn't be able to survive the competition.

Just, he thought, as Peking man isn't going to be able to stand up to usfor long.

The poor clucks. They don't know what'sin store for them; their timeis limited, now. Because their
ancestral foe has reappeared - and right in their midst, with TV, rocket-ships, laser rifles, H-bombs, all
kinds of devicesinconceivableto their limited mentdities. They spent amillion or two years developing a



gas compressor, and what good isit going to do them, now that the chips are down ? Them and their
wooden glidersthat travel a hundred feet and then have to land again. My god, we've got shipsin three
dar sysems!

And then he remembered the QB satdllite.

How'd they do that ? he asked himsalf. Remarkable! It doesn't quitefit in. Because even so, they are
an entire evolutionary step below us.

We can lick them with both hands and one frontal obe of our brain tied behind our backs... so to
Speak.

But the assurance of amoment ago had left him and he did not right now fed quite so secure.

Jm Briskin, he said to himsdlf, you just better darn well get back intact from that dternate Earth.
Because there's going to be ahard row to hoe, here, for al of us, and we need someone capable. | can
see Bill The Cat's Megtman Schwarz attempting to dedl with this problem ... yes, how | can seeit.

Once more hedialed TD's Washington, D.C., number and again, when 'he had their switchboard,
asked for Earl Bohegian in 603.

'l want you to let me know,’ Tito Cravelli instructed Bohegian when he had him, 'the moment Jm
Briskin crosses back. | don't give adamn about the others - just him. Got it, Earl ?

'Sure, Tito,' Bohegian said, nodding.

‘Can you get amessage to him ? After dl, hell betherein your building, on the bottom floor.'

'l cantry,’ Bohegian said, sounding dubious.

Tdl himtocadl me'

'Okay,' Bohegian said dutifully, 'I'll do my best.'

Ringing off, Cravelli sat back in hischair, then searched about for acigarette. He had done dl he
could - for now. Here on out he could only sit and wait, at least until Jim showed up. And, he knew, that
might bealong time.

He thought, then, of something interesting. Perhaps be now understood why Cally Vae had shot and
killed the 'settler repairman with her laser pistal. If she had run across one of the Peking men, she
probably had gone straight into hysterical shock. Had probably in her state taken the repairman for one
more of them. And after all, most 'settler repairmen - at least, those he had known -were rather
shambling, hunched creatures; the error was easy to comprehend, once the circumstances were known.

Poor Cdly, Tito thought. Stuck over there, supposedly in safety. What a surprise it must have been,
when one of those wooden gliders came sailing past, one day.

[t must have been quite amesting.

11

Seated in the back of the jet-hopper as it madeitsreturn flight acrossthe Atlantic, the Peking man in
his blue cloth cap and toga-like robe declared, 'My nameis Bill Smith.' At least, that was the way the
TD linguistics machine handled the utterance. It was the best the circuits could do.

Bill Smith, S Heim thought. What an gppropriate name the machines given it! As American as
apple pie. He miserably ingpected hiswristwatch, for the tenth time. Aren't we ever going to get back
across this ocean ? he wondered. It did not seem so. Time, for him, stood motionless, and he knew who
to blame; it was Bill Smith'sfault. Riding with him in the 'hopper wasfor Sdl Heim anightmare, yet totaly
and completdly lucidly redl.

'Hello, Bill Smith,’ Dillingsworth was saying into the mike, now. 'We are glad to know you. We
admire your science and efforts as represented by your roads, houses, gliders, ships, motor and clothing.
In fact, wherever we look, we see indications of your people's ability.’



The linguistics machine produced a hubbub of grunts, squedls and yips, to which the Peking man
listened with dack-jawed intengty; hissmdl, brow-overlain eyes glazed with the effort of paying
attention. With agroan, Sal Heim turned away and looked out the 'hopper window instead.

And to think | handed in my resignation over alittle matter like the disagreement about George Walt,
he reflected. What was that compared with this ?

To Jm Briskin, seated beside him, Sa said bitingly, I'm certainly going to be interested to hear your
next speech. Got any ideawhat you're going to say, Jm ? For instance, about the emigration Situation as
regards this new development.' He waited, but Jm did not answer; hunched over, Jm somberly
scrutinized hisinterlocked fingers. 'Maybe you could say it's going to be like the Mason-Dixon Line, Sa
continued. 'With them on one side and us on the other. Of course, that'sif these Pekes agree. And they
might just not."

'Why should they agree 7 Jm said.

'Well, we could offer them the dternative of total annihilation, if Bill Schwarz can seehisway clear in
that direction.’

"That's out of the question,” Jim said. 'And | know Schwarz would back me up. They've got just as
much right to exist aswe, especidly over here. Y ou know it and | know it and they know it.'

'Isthat what you're going to say in your speech ? That it'stheir planet - just after having promised
that all the bibs can cross over and become farmers ?

Sowly, Jmsad, 'I'm ... beginning to see what you mean.' His lean face twisted wrathfully. 'Advise
me, then. Do your job.’

Thisplanet,’ Sal said, ‘will still be able to absorb saventy million bibs. They can fit in on the North
American land-mass. But there's going to be friction. People - and those deformed things - are going to
get killed. I1t'sgoing to be roughly areenactment of the situation when the first white colonistslanded in
the New World. You see ? The Pekesin North Americawill be driven back, step by step, until the
continent is cleared of them; they might aswell resign themsdvesto that, and you might aswell, too. |
mean, it'sinevitable!

'‘And then what 7

'‘And then the trouble - the real trouble - comes. Because sooner or later it's going to occur to some
group or some corporation that if we can use North America, we can use Europe and Asiaaswell. And
then the fight that was fought out on both worldsfifty or ahundred thousand years ago is going to take
place again, only not with flint hatchets. It'll be with tactical A-bombs and nerve gas and lasers, on our
sde, and on their side...." He paused, ruminating.'... with whatever they took out the QB satellite by.
Who knows ? Maybein amillion and a haf years they've managed to ssumble over and come up with a
source of power we have no knowledge of. Something that's beyond our conception. Had you thought
of that ?

Jm shrugged.
'And if we pressthem far enough,’ Sd said, 'they'll haveto useit on us. They'd have no choice!

'We can dways dam down the door. Close down the nexus by turning off the power supply of the
'scuttler.

‘But by that time therell be seventy million colonists over there. Can we strand them ?
'Of course not.’

"Then don't talk about "damming the door down". That's not going to be the answer. The moment
thefirst bib passes over, that's out.’ Sal pondered. That Bill Smith, back there; for him thisislikearide
in aflying saucer would be for one of us. Think what he can tell his playmates when he gets back home.
If he ever does!’

'What'saflying saucer ?
SA sad, 'Back in the twentieth century anumber of people claimed ...



'l remember,’ Jim nodded.

'If you were president dready,' Sd said, 'if you held formal authority, you could meet with some
enormous dignitary from their world, assuming they have agovernment of some kind. But right now
you'rejust aprivateindividud; you can't bind this country to anything. And Schwarz, if history repeets
itself, won't do adamn thing because he knows helll soon be out of office. Hell leave it to be dumped in
your lap. And by January it'll probably betoo late to settle this peacefully.’

'Phil Danville; 3m said, 'can write me aspeech that'll capture this Situation and explain it.’

SA guffawed. 'Like hell he can. Nobody is going to be able to capture this Situation, especidly an
intellectuad smp like Phil Danville. But let him try. Let's seewhat Danville can come up with.' Say by
tomorrow night, Sal thought. Or the day after, at the very latest.

From his pocket he brought out theitinerary, unfolded it carefully and began to study it.

'l haveto spesk in Cleveland,' Jm said. "Tonight.'

In the back of the 'hopper, the Peking man Bill Smith, by means of the linguistics equipment, was
saying,... metd isevil. It belongsingde the Earth with the dead. It is part of the once-was, where
everything goeswhenitstimeisover.’

'Philosophy,’ Sdl said in disgust. 'Listen to him.' He jerked his head.

'And that'swhy you don't build with it ? Dillingsworth asked, speaking into the mike of the machine.

'We have areas we avoid,' Jm said to Sdl. 'Y ou'd think twice before making a human skull into a
drinking cup and using it every day.'

'Isthat what Pekesdo ? Sal said, horrified.

'I believe | read that somewhere about them," Jm said. ‘At least their ancestors did. The practice
may have disappeared by now.' He added, "They were cannibals.’

'Great,' SA said and resumed studying theitinerary. "That's just what we need to win the election.’

‘Schwarz would have brought it out,’ Jm said, ‘eventudly.’

Glancing out the 'hopper window at the ocean below, Sdl said, 'I'll be relieved to get out of here.
And you won't catch me emigrating. I'd rather do like your folks and give Marsatry, evenif | wound up
dying of thirs. At least | wouldn't get eaten. And nobody would use my skull for adrinking cup.’ He felt
severely depressed, meditating about that, and he did hisbest to reinvolve his attention in the itinerary.

How'sthe first Negro President of the United States going to go about handling the presence of a
planetful of dawn linen who've proved themselves capable of constructing afairly adequate civilization ?
Sa Heim asked himsdlf. A race that, in theory, shouldn't have been able to get past the flint-chipping
stage. But after dl, each of us tarted out chipping flint. What's been proved here isthat given time
enough ...

| know I'mright, Sal thought. Thereisn't asinglelegal basis on which these Pekes can be denied full
rights under our laws - except, of course, that they're not U.S. citizens

Wasthat the only barrier ? He had to laugh. What away to stop an invasion of Earth by denying the
invaders citizenship.

But there was, sadly, ajoker in that, too. Because U.S. citizens would be emigrating to this world,
in which the jet-hopper now droned, and in this universe U.S. citizenship had no significance; the Pekes
were herefirst and could prove prior residence. So it would be wise not to raise the issue of citizenship
after dl...

What'll we do, then, Sdl asked himsalf, when our people and the Pekes begin to interbreed ? Do

you want your daughter to marry a Peke ? he asked himsdlf fiercely. Now the Ku Klux Klanners really
have their job cut out for thorn.

It was potentidly pretty nasty.



At the front door of Pethd Jiffi-scuttler Sales & Service, Stuart Hadley stood leaning on his
autonomic broom, watching the people go past. With Dar Pethel gone today, aweight had been lifted
from him; he could do what he pleased.

As he stood there mentally magnifying his new status by afew well-chosen daydreams, adender
red-haired shape, full-bosomed and young, al a once strolled up to him, her lace sormy. They've
closed the satdllite down,’ Sparky said, massive, defeated bitterness.

Awakened, Hadley said, 'W-what ?

'George WaAlt, that no-good crink, kicked us out this morning. It'sal over up there. | have absolutely
no ideawhy. So | came right hereto you. What'll we do ? With her toe she nudged a bit of rubbish
from the sdewalk into the gutter, glumly.

Hereacted. It was superb corto-thalamic response; he was dl there, asaert asfine stedl. Thetime
had arrived for one of those unique, binding-type decisons which would shape everything to come. 'Y ou
st out for the right place, Sparky,' heinformed her.

I know that, Stuart.’

'WEell emigrate.’ There it was, the decision.

She glanced sharply up. 'How ? Where ? To Mars ?

'l loveyou," Hadley announced to her. He had given it agreat dedl of thought. The hell with hiswife
Mary and hisjob - everything that made up hislittle routine life.

"Thank you, Stuart,’ Sparky said. 'I'm glad you do. But explain where you and | are going to go, for
chrissakes, especidly wherethey can't find us!'

'I've got contacts,' Hadley said. 'Believe me, have | got contacts! Y ou know where | can put us?
Inaflash he had it dl planned; it leaped fully formed, completed, into hisbusy brain. 'Get set Sparky.'

I'm set." She eyed him.

'Across. Tothat virgin world Jm Briskin talked about in his Chicago speech. | can actudly - and I'm
not kidding you - get usthere.’

She was impressed. Her eyes grew large. 'Gee.’

'So go and pack your things,' Hadley ingtructed her rapidly. 'Give me your vidnumber at your
conapt. Assoon as |'ve got the details set up, I'll call you and well take off for Washington, D.C.' He
explained, "That'swhere the nexusis, right now. At TD. That makesit awkward, naturdly, but we can
dill doit.

‘How'll welive over there, Stuart ?

‘Let me handlethat.' He had worked it al out. It practically blinded him, it was so entire. 'Get going -
that damn law that forbids usto meet down here, we don't want to get picked up before we can get
away.' And, in addition to the police, he dso was thinking about Mary. Every now and then hiswife
dropped by the store. One glimpse of Sparky and it would be al over; he would be married the rest of
hislife, possbly two hundred more years. It was not much of a prospect.

On theinside of amatch-folder Sparky wrote her vidnumber and gaveit to him. He put it away
reverently in hishillfold and then resumed sweeping with the autonomic broom.

"You're sweeping ?' Sparky exclaimed. 'l thought we were going to emigrate from Earth; isn't that
what you just now said ?

'I'mwaiting,' Hadley explained patiently. 'For my top-level contact. Nobody can cross over unless
they've got someone they know placed up high, there, at TD. My contact's got carte blanche at TD; he's
awhed. But | haveto wait for him to get back here.' He explained, 'He'sbeen a TD all day, on
important busness!

'Ding-ding,’ Sparky said, awed.

He gave her aswift, brief goodbye kiss and sent her off; her dim figure receded down the sidewalk



and then was|og, for the time being, to sight. Hadley swept on, plotting in hismind the lagt, infinitely tiny
details of his scheme. Everything - unfortunately - depended on Darius Pethel. | hope he shows up soon,
Hadley said to himsdlf. Before | jump clear out of my skin.

Two hours later, Darius Pethel gppeared from the direction of the al day parking lot, hisface gray.
Mumbling, he passed by Hadley, who till stood out front, and vanished into the Sore.

Something was bothering Dar, Hadley redlized. Bad timeto prevail on him, but what choicedid he
have ? He followed after Pethel and found him in the rear office, hanging up his coat.

Pethdl said, 'What aday. | wish | could tell you what we ran into over there, but | can't. It's
classfied; we al agreed. At least we got back here. That's something.' He began rolling up his deeves
and taking an initia look at the day'smail on hisdesk.

'You'veredly got those bigshotsat TD over abarrel.’ Hadley said. "Y ou could whip that 'scuttler out
of there any time, so fast it'd make their heads swim. And then where'd they be ?Infact I'd say you're
one of the most important personsin the universe, right now.'

Seated at his desk, Pethel eyed him sourly.

Huskily, Stuart Hadley said, 'How about it, Dar ?

'How about what ?

'Set it up so | can go across!

Pethel stared at him asif he were deranged, and repellently so. 'Get out of here.' He began tearing
open hismall.

I meanit,' Hadley said. I'min love, Dar. I'm leaving. Y ou can get me - the two of us- out of here
and across to the other side where we can start our lives over.'

'Frg of dl,' Pethel said, 'you don't know what's over there; you don't have the dightest idea.”

'l know what Jm Briskin said in his speech.’

‘Briskin, when he made that speech, hadn't been over there either. Second, Mary would never ...

'l don't mean Mary,' Hadley said. I'm going with someone e se, the first person | ever met who redly
understood and | could talk to instead of live out afakerolein front of. Sparky and | are going to bethe
first couple to emigrate and take up anew lifein avirgin world haf-way down the tube of that
Jffi-scuttler. Don't try to talk me out of it; it'simpossible. Write out some sort of notethat'll get meinto
TD'slabs. We're depending on you, Dar. Two human lives...!

'‘Aw for god's sake,' Pethel protested. 'How are you going to live over there ?

'How did Cdly vdelive?

‘Sands transported one of these old obsolete A-bomb shelters over. Subsurface. Filled with
supplies. Shelived down in that.'

Hadley said, 'Isthe shelter till over there ?

'Of course. What would be the point of transporting it back ?

'Well livein that, then. Until we can build.'

'What happens when the food in the shdlter runs out ? Assuming it hasn't aready.’

Seating himsdlf on the edge of Dar Pethel's desk, Hadley said, 'l called around. Y ou can pick up one
of those colonization units dirt cheap these days, the manufacturers are going broke because virtudly
nobody isemigrating. They're glad to get rid of one at any price, and the unit contains autonomic farming
equipment, well-drilling rig, basic toolsfor...'

'‘Okay,' Pethel said, nodding. 'l know what those colonization units contain; | admit one of them can
sustain you indefinitely. So you got that part figured out - not bad.'

With fat, deek pride Hadley said, 'I've even arranged for the unit to be delivered at TD's officesin
Washington later today.’ He had thought of everything. 'Let's beredigtic, Dar; alot of people are going



to be emigrating, and | want to get therefirgt. | want things to be good for me and Sparky. So will you
write out whatever it'll take to get her and meinto TD and into that 'scuttler ? | ought to have some
priority; | was down in the repair department with Erickson when it happened, remember ? He waited.
Pethdl said nothing. ‘Come on,' Hadley said. 'The forces of time and change are running against you,
Dar. And you know it, deep down inside.’

'Y es, but they dways have,’ Pethel murmured. He got a sheet of paper, brought out his pen. ‘Are
you redly in - how did you describeit ? - love with her ?

Hadley said, 'On my mother's honor.'

Wincing, Pethel began to write.

'I'll never forget you for this; Hadley said. 'And | hate like hdll to leave you stranded with no sales
manager ... but it can't be helped; she's depending on me." He explained, 'George Walt, you know, those
two mutants who own the satdllite, they closed everything down.’

Pethel ceased writing, lifted his head. 'No kidding.' He scowled. ‘| wonder what that means. |
wonder whét they havein mind.'

'Who careswhat they have in mind ? Hadley said fervently. 'I'm getting out of here.'
‘But I'm not,' Pethel pointed out. He dowly resumed writing, deep in frowning thought.

When Leon Turpin, chairman of the board of directors of Terran Development, heard the news
about the Pekes he wasfit to be tied. How can we get any new industria techniques out of that! he
asked himsdlf. Dawn men don't have anything on the bal, technologicaly spesking.

"Hint axes,’ Turpin spat out disappointedly. 'So that's what's over there; that's what hopped out of
that childish glider. And weve expended a QB satellite, seven million dollars Of course there were till
minerd rights. The Pekes, according to Don Stanley's report, definitely did not mine; therefore,
everything below the soil remained intact.

But that was not enough. Turpin yearned for more. There had to be more. His mind reverted to the
fallen satellite. They did manage to knock that out, he redlized, and we're till having trouble doing thet.

Acrossfrom him Don Stanley shifted about restlesdy in his chair. 'If you'd like to see the Peking man
we brought back, thisBill Smith, asthelinguisticsmachinecadlshim -

'If | want to see a Peking man,’ Turpin said, 'I'll look in the Britannica. That's where they belong,
Stanley, not walking around on the face of the globe asif they owned it. But | guessit can't be helped,
not at thislate date.' From his desk he picked up aletter. 'Here's ayoung couple, Art and Rachael
Chaffy, that want to emigrate over there. Thefirst of ahorde. Why not ? Call them up and tell them to
come by, and welll let them go across.' He tossed the letter toward Eton Stanley.

'Should | explainto themtherisks 7

Turpin shrugged. 'l don't see why you should; that's not our business. Let them find out the hard
way. Colonists are supposed to be hardy and brave. At least they used to be, in my time. Back in the
twentieth century, when wefirgt started landing on the planets. This certainly isno worse than that; in fact
it'scongderably better.’

"You've got apoint, Mr. Turpin.' Stanley folded the letter and placed it in his breast pocket.

Theintercom on Turpin'sdesk said, 'Mr. T, thereés an officia from the U.S. Department of Specia
Public Wdfare hereto see you. It's Mr. Thomas Rosenfeld, commissioner of the department.’

Cabinet levd, Turpin said to himsdlf. A big man. Capable of setting policy. He said to the intercom,
'Send Mr. Rosenfeld in.' To Stanley he said, 'Y ou know what thisisgoing to be ?

‘Bibs' Stanley said.

'l can't make up my mind whether to tell him or not,’ Turpin said. The news about the Pekeswould
very soon, of course, begin to seep out; it was atemporary secret only. But ill, that was better than



nothing. The party had just returned from the other side, and the media people who had been dong
could not possibly have released the news through their services so soon. Rosenfeld, then, did not know;
he could assume that. And could dedl with the man accordingly.

A tall, red-haired man, well-dressed, entered Turpin's office, smiling. 'Mr. Turpin ? What a pleasure.
President Schwarz asked meto drop by herefor alittle while and sort of chat with you. Sound you out,
asit were. Isthat an origind Ramon Cadiz you have there on the wal behind you ? Rosenfeld walked
over to ingpect it. 'White on white. His best period.

'I'd give the painting to you," Turpin said, 'but it was agift to me. | know you'll understand.' Helied in
hisfeet, but why not ? Why, for purposes of mere etiquette, should he give away a costly work of art ?
It made no sense.

Rosenfeld said, 'How's your defective 'scuttler functioning ? Still as defective as ever ? We're very
interested in it. We were, even before Jim Briskin's speech ... President Schwarz was exceptionally
quick - evenfor him - to spot the potentiditiesin this. | don't believe anyone elseis able to resch amgor
decison asefficiently ashe.

Thiswas odd, in view of thefact that no way existed by which Schwarz could have known about the
break-through prior to Briskin's speech, Turpin redlized. However, he let this pass. Politicswas palitics.

Don Stanley spoke up. 'How many deepers do you have in the fedgov warehouses, Mr. Rosenfeld
?

'Wdll, Rosenfeld said dryly, ‘the figure generdly given iscloseto seventy million. But actualy the
true number at thisdate is more like one hundred million." He smiled awry, humorless smile that was
more agrimace than anything else.

Whidtling, Stanley said, That'salot.’

'Yes, ' Rosenfeld agreed. "We admit it. Domesticaly speaking, it's the number one headache herein
Washington. Of course asyou very well know, thisadminigtration inherited it from the last.”

'Y ou want usto put your hundred million bibs through into this alternate Earth ? Turpin spoke up,
weary of formdlities.

'If the Stuation issuch that...

'Wecan doit, Turpin said shortly. '‘But you understand our rolein thisis smply atechnologic one.
We provide the means of conveyance to this other 'Earth, but we make no warranty asto the conditions
that obtain over there. We're not anthropol ogists or sociologists or whoever it isthat knows about such
things'

Rosenfeld nodded. 'That's understood. We're not going to try to compel you to produce any given
st of conditions, over there. Y our job, asyou say, ismerely to get the persons across, and the rest isup
to them. The government takes the identical position regarding itself; we put forth no warranty, either.
Thiswill bedtrictly on an as-isbass. If the settlers don't like what they find, they can return.’

To himsdlf Turpin thought acutely: So Schwarz doesn't actually care what happens to them after they
emigrate. He just wants those warehouses empty and the enormous financid drain involved abolished.

'Asto our costs ... Turpin began.

"We've worked out a proposed schedule,” Rosenfeld said, digging into his briefcase. 'Per capitaand
then extrapolated. Basing this on the figure of one hundred million persons, thisiswhat we fed would be
an equitable return for your corporation.’ He did afolded document to Leon Turpin and sat back to wait

Turpin, examining thefigure, blanched.

Coming around behind him, Don Stanley aso looked. He grunted and said in astrained voice, That's
agood deal of money, Mr. Rosenfeld.’

'It'sagood deal of aproblem.’ Rosenfeld said, candidly.
Glancing up, Turpin said, 'It'sactudly worth that much to you ?



'Our costsin the Dept of SPW are ..." Rosenfeld gestured. ‘Let's smply say they're excessive!

But that doesn't explain thisfigure, Turpin decided. However, | know what does. If you can get the
bal rolling light away, get the bibs started on their trek to the alter-Earth, you'll have deprived Jim
Briskin of hismajor appeal . Why vote for Briskin when the incumbent is already shipping the bibs
across asrapidly aspossible ?

Asrapidly aspossible. Turpin thought suddenly: But just how rapidly isthat ? To Don Stanley he
sad, 'How fast can full-grown human beings be put through that rent 7

‘It would haveto be one at atime,’ Stanley said, after athoughtful pause. 'Sinceit's not very large. In
fact, asyou probably recal, you have to stoop down to get through.’

With pencil and paper Turpin began to calculate.

Allowing five seconds for each person - which was not agreet ded - thetimeinvolved in conveying
one hundred million bibs across would be approximately twenty years.

Seeing thefigures, Don Stanley said, 'But they don't care; they're adeep. For them twenty yearsis...'

‘But | imagine Mr. Rosenfeld cares,’ Turpin said caudticaly.

'Isthat how long it would require ? Rosenfeld looked alittle unnerved. That isalong time!'

Turpin reflected that Bill Schwarz, by the time the job had been completed, would have been out of

office sixteen years. Probably totaly forgotten, to boot. So there was no use trying to sdll the fedgov on
theidea. Thetime dement would smply have to be cut down.

To Don Stanley, Turpin said, ‘Can that rent be enlarged ?
Pondering, Stanley answered, 'Probably. Increased grid voltage or oscillation within thefidd asit..."

'l don't want to know how,’ Turpin said. "I just want to seeit done.' If two persons could pass
through simultaneoudly, the time would be cut to ten years. And four a once, only five years. That might
satisfy the politiciansin the White House.

'Five yearswould be acceptable,” Rosenfeld said, when he had |ooked over Turpin'sfigures.

'Well findize on that bas's, then,’ Don Stanley said. But he had aworried expression on hisface,
and Turpin knew why. Don wasthinking, Can it be done ? Can we enlarge the rent that much ?

Risng, Rosenfdd said, ‘Good enough. Lega people from my department will draw up the contract
in the next day or so, and procurement will go through the process of validating it. Red tape - we can't
seem to get away fromiit. But thiswill give you timeto implement your engineering changes:

‘It was nice meeting you, Mr. Rosenfeld,’ Turpin said, asthey shook hands. 'l presume well seeyou
again from timeto time as this matter is expedited.’

'l find it highly rewarding, working with you, Sr," Rosenfdd said. 'And | admireyour tastein art;
that's only the second Ramon Cadiz I've seen thisyear. Good day, Mr. Turpin. Mr. Stanley.’

The door closed after Rosenfeld.

Presently Don Stanley said, They like being in office!’

'Everybody likesbeing in office,’ Turpin said. ‘We cdl that human nature.' He wondered what the
government would do when the news about the Pekes appeared in every homeopape in the country.
Rescind the contract ? Abandon the wholeidea ?

He doubted it. Either Schwarz did thisor helost in November; it was as Ssmple as that Pekes or no
Pekes. Of course, the president would send afew Marine commando units to accompany the bibs, to
make certain that all wasin order. Alter-Earth might require an interva of pacifying, to say the least. But
it could be done. Turpin had no doubt of it."

And anyhow that was not TD's problem - TD had itstechnologica handsfull aready. Enlarging the
rent in the 'scuttler might very well proveto beimpaossible, at least within thetime availableto TD's
technicians.

But | want this contract, Leon Turpin said to himsdlf. | want it very badly, enough to do everything |



canto acquireit. Perhaps the solution is to fabricate another Jffi-scuttler, identica to the one downgtairs,
hopefully mafunctioning in the same way. Or two or five or even ten of them, with bibspassnginsingle
filethrough each, in unending lines.

What about equipment ? Turpin asked himself suddenly. Rosenfeld had not expressed himsdlf in that
area. Was the government going to turn these people loose in an aien world with no hardware ? Without
proper machinery the colony on the other sde would be nothing more than a huge DP camp. To function
at al, the colony had to be self-sustaining; that was obvious to anyone who took the trouble to think
about it ten minutes. And it would take time, agood dedl of time, to ferry across sufficient gear for one
hundred million people; thelogistics of it would be incredible. It would be something like thirty-three
times the problem of supply on D-day, back in World War Two. The government was out of its mind.
The palicy planners were so enmeshed in the politica significance of the ater-Earth that they had lost
gght of factud redlity.

It could easily become the grandest confusion in recorded times.

But | refuse to worry about that, Leon Turpin reminded himsdlf. It's not my responsibility; mine's
discharged in the drayage. If things get too far out of hand too soon, Schwarz will be bounced right out
of office and the burden will fal on Jm Briskin or whatever hisnameis. And that's just where it ought to
be, because it was his speech that got thisall started.

'Get everyone downgtairs assembled in one spot where they can hear you,' Turpin instructed Don
Sanley.

'How much time do you estimate we've got ? Stanley asked.

'Days. Merely days. Therésapresidentia campaign going on, or had that dipped your mind ?
Weve dready given Briskin aboost by letting Frank Woodbine talk usinto conveying him over there;

now let's see what we can do for Bill Schwarz." And what we can do for Schwarz isagood dea more
than we did for Briskin. Which was, in itsdf, rather substantidl.

Don Stanley departed, to make the situation known to the experts on level one. As he passed out
through the office door one of Leon Turpin's many secretaries entered. ‘Mr. Turpin, theré'sayoung
couple on floor five who sent this up to you; they said you should seeit at once.' The secretary added,
It'sfrom Mr. Pethel.!

'Whao's Mr. Pethel ? The name did not ring abell.

"The owner of the Jiffi-scuttler, Sir. The one downgtairsin the lab; you know, the important one.’
She presented him with the message.

Opening it, Leon Turpin saw at aglancethat it consisted of arequest for him to permit the young
couple, Mr. and Mrs. Hadley, to make use of Pethels'scuttler in order to emigrate to dter-Earth. Time
was of the essence, for reasons Pethel did not choose to state.

‘All right,’ Turpin said to the girl, 'l have no objection and we have to cater to this Pethel person to
some extent." As he laid the message on his desk, he once more noticed the gpplication from the other
young couple, Art and Rachagl Chaffy. That'sright, he remembered. Don was supposed to call them,
but | guess heforgot in dl the excitement. Well, he can do it later. HE's got their letter with him.

The Chaffys and the Hadleys can compete, Turpin reflected, asto who becomes the first American
family to emigrate to dter-Earth. | suppose there should be some publicity attached to this. Homeopape
reporters, TV newsmen and the like. President Schwarz cutting a big blue ribbon hung acrossthe
entrance hoop of the 'scuttler. Or perhaps a bottle of champagne swung againgt the side of the 'scuttler
and an heroic name givenit.

To the secretary he said, 'Ask the Hadleys to come up hereto my office.’

Several minuteslater she returned and with her came a blond, genia-looking young man and a
fabuloudy-attractive red-headed girl who seemed sheepish and ill-at-ease.

'Sit down,’ Leon Turpin said in afriendly voice.



‘Mr. Bethel's my boss," Hadley said. 'Rather, my ex-boss. | had to quit in order to emigrate.' He and
'Mrs. Hadley' seeted themsalves. 'Thisis the greatest moment in our entire lives. Were going to sart a
new life." Hadley squeezed his'wife's hand. 'Right ?

'Y es," she murmured dmost inaudibly, nodding. Shedid not ook at Turpin directly, and he
wondered why.

I've seen this girl somewhere before, Turpin redized. But where ?
‘Areyou fully equipped ? he asked the Hadleys.

Briskly, Hadley gave him along list of itemsthey were taking; it sounded complete, if not ornate.
Turpin wondered idly how they expected to lug it al acrass. Nobody on floor one would be offering
them a hand; that was certain.

‘Children, Leon Turpin said, Terran Development is glad to contribute to a new awakening, both
metaphoricaly and quiteliterdly, of the young people of America.." And then, abruptly, he remembered
where he met full-breasted, young Mrs. Hadley before. He had gotten her at the Golden Door Moments
of Blisssatellite. After dl, he visited it twice aweek, had done so ever sinceit had been built.

Thisisredly terribly appropriate, Turpin said to himsdf, hiding hisglee. Thefirst coupleto emigrate
to the new world consists of a customer of the Golden Door satellite escaping with one of Thisbe Olt's
girls. Too bad this could not be made public. It was ddightful.

'l wish you two luck, Leon Turpin said, and giggled.

12

Within oneweek theinitia collection of bibs passed through the Jffi-scuttler and into another world
entirely, to virtualy everyone's satisfaction. On TV the country watched it and in person Leon Turpin,
President Schwarz, the Republican-Liberal candidate James Briskin, and Darius Pethel - who owned the
'scuttler - and other pertinent notables looked on with agaaxy of emotions, most of them conceded.

The darn fools, Dar Pethel thought as he watched the steady line of men and women trudge past the
entrance hoop. It made him sick to his stomach, and he turned and walked to the far end of TD'slab, to
light acigarette. Don't they know what's going to happen to them on the other sde ? Don't they care ?
Doesn't anyone care ?

| ought to close it down, Pethdl said to himsdf. It'smy 'scuttler. And I've decided | don't want it
used for this, not now, not after my trip over there, that 'hopper ride back acrossthe Atlantic with Bill
Smith.

He wondered where Bill Smith, the Peking man, was now. Perhaps at Y ale Psychiatric Ingtitute or
some such august place, being put through aptitude and profile tests, one after another. And of course
being subjected to relentless questioning regarding the ingredients of his culture.

Some of Bill Smith'stestimony had leaked to the homeopapes. The Pekes had not, for instance,
discovered glass. Rubber, too, was unknown to them, as were el ectricity, gunpowder, and, of course,
atomic energy. But, more mysterioudy, both clocks and the steam engine had never been stumbled onto
or developed by the Pekes, and Dar Pethel could make no sense out of that. In fact, their entire society
was an enigmato him.

However, one thing was certain: there had been no Thomas Edison on dter-Earth. Phonographs,
light bulbs, and, for that matter, the telephone and even the ancient telegraph, were absent. What
inventionsthey did have - for example the technique of laying crushed rock roads - had been developed
over enormoudy long periods, microscopically eaborated by each generation mosaic-style. Except for
the odd, complex compressor and turbine system, nothing seemed to have cometo the Pekesinasingle
cregtive leap.

The device by which the QB satellite had been knocked off remained amystery; Bill Smith knew



nothing about it, according to the homeopapes, and knew nothing even of the satdllite. The linguistics
machine gppeared to be unableto clarify the Situation.

Jm Briskin, as he dso watched, found himsdf dwelling on the gloomier aspects of the situation.

Where we made our mistake, he decided, was in not coming to some kind of rapprochement with
the Pithecanthropi. It should have been done before a single emigrant crossed over ... now, of course,
it'stoo late. But of course President Schwarz had to proceed swiftly if thiswasto become away of
geding Jm Briskin'sthunder. Both men knew this. In hisstuation, Jm mulled, | probably would have
donethe same.

But that doesn't make it any lesslethd.

Standing beside him, Sal Hem murmured, "When do you think they'll be streaming back ? Or will
they be ableto get back 7

'Cdly Vde stood it. Alone. Possibly they can adapt; it's certainly more viable an environment than
Mars." In fact, there was no comparison. Mars was utterly impossible and everyone knew it. ‘It al
depends on the reaction of the Peking people." And, he reflected, since the Schwarz administration
couldn't wait to find that out, well haveto learn it the hard way. In terms of theloss of human life.

'What I'm trying to figure out,” Sl murmured, ‘iswhether the public till identifies you with thisor
whether Schwarz has succeeded in...."

‘Evenif you knew that," Jm said, 'you wouldn't know anything. Because we don't know yet what the
upshot of thismass migration isgoing to be, and | have afeding that when we find out it won't matter
who getsthe credit for it; well al bein the pot together.'

Sd sad, ' heard an interesting rumor on my way here. Y ou're aware that George Walt have been
missing since they shut down the Golden Door. According to thisrumor ... Sd chuckled. They
emigrated.

Fedling apervasve, shocked chill, Jm sad, "They what ? To dter-Earth, you mean ?

‘Right through this 'scuttler, here, that we're looking at.'

‘But that ought to be easy to check on. If George Walt had passed through, TD's engineers would
certainly remember; they could hardly mistake George Walt for anybody else.' He was now deeply
disturbed. 'I'll seewhat Leon Turpin hasto say about it.'

'Don't be so sure George Walt would be noticed,' Sal said. 'He, the actual living brother, may have
carried his synthetic twin over in dissembled form, identified as maintenance and colonizing equipment;
everyone who goes across carries something, some of them a couple tons.’

"Why would George Wdt emigrate ? In fact, why had they shut the satellite down ? Nobody had
been able to explain that to his satisfaction, athough anumber of theories had been floating around, the
central one being that George Walt anticipated Jm's e ection and redlized that their day had virtualy
arived.

'‘Maybe the Pekes will take care of them,' Sd offered. "They would be rather a disheartening
apparition, appearing in their midst; the Pekes might take it as abad omen and cast the two of them
back herein pieces!

"Who would be ableto find thisout 7 Jm said.

'Y ou mean what George Walt are up to on the other side - assuming they're there ? Perhaps Tito
Craveli.

'How would Tito know ? He doesn't have any contacts among the Peking people.’
Sa said, 'Tito keepstabs on everything.'
‘Not on this," Jim disagreed. 'George Walt, if they've crossed over, have gone where we can't

scrutinize them; that's the cold, hard truth and we might aswell faceit.' Broodingly he said, 'If | was
positive they'd crossed over, | think I'd serioudly plead with TD to shut the 'scuttler down. To keep them



bottled up over there, for the rest of eternity.’
'Are you that much afraid of George Wt ?

‘Sometimes | am. Especidly very late a night. | am right now, hearing about this. He moved alittle
away from Sd Heim, fedling depressed. 'l thought we were through with George Walt," he said.

Through with them ? Without killing them ? Sal laughed.

| guessinthefina andysis|'m not very bright, Jm Briskin said to himsdf glumly. We should have
finished it, up there at the satdllite, when we dmost had them. Instead we chose to shuffle naively back
to Terra, for what seemed agood idea at thetime: acup of hot syntho-coffee.

Now, it did not seem very brilliant. The passage of even alittletime was agrest edifier.

SA said sardonicdly, 'Hell, Jm, maybe you won their respect by being so charitable.’ He obvioudy
did not think so. Far fromiit.

"You're agreat second-guesser,’ Jm said, with bitterness. "Where were you with your advice then ?

Sa said quietly, 'Nobody expected them to do something so radica as close the Golden Door.
What happened up there on the satellite that day must really have shaken them.’

Coming up beside him, ancient Leon Turpin leered happily and cackled, "Well, Briskin, or whatever
you cdl yoursdlf, that'sthefirst batch of bibs. Higtoric, isn't it ? Makesyou fed young again, doesn't it ?
Say something. At leadt, smile’ To Sal he said, 'Is he dwaysthis solemn ?

"Jm runs deep, Mr. Turpin,' Sal said. 'Y ou have to get accustomed to it."

"Just wait until we get that rent enlarged,’ Turpin wheezed. 'My boys have been oniit al week and
tonight they're going to hook up an entirely different power source; it'sal plotted out, rechecked dozens
of times. By tomorrow morning, we should have ahole two to three times bigger. And then we can
redlly hustle them through. Zip.' He made aquick gesture.

'Have you made thorough provison,' Jm said, 'to receive them back in the event something goes
wrong on the other sde ?

'Well," Leon Turpin conceded, 'the 'scuttler will be turned off most of the night as the boys work it
over. Nobody can pass through then, of course. But we weren't expecting any trouble. At least not so
soon.’

S4d and Jm glanced at each other.

'President Schwarz said it would be agreeable, Turpin added. 'After al, our contract iswith the
Dept of SPW. We're acting well within the law. There's nothing that compels usto keep the 'scuttler
running a al times!’

God pity those colonists, Jm Briskin said to himsdlf, if anything does go wrong tonight.

"They know about the Pekes,' Turpin protested. 'It's been in the papes constantly; nothing's been
conceded from them; as soon as they were revived the situation was explained to them in detall.
Nobody forced themto go.'

Jm said, They were given the choice of going across or being put back to deep.’ He knew that for a
fact; Tito had informed him.

'‘Asfar as1'm concerned, Leon Turpin said sulkily, 'those people are over there voluntarily. And any
risk they'retaking - '

Y ou skunk, Jm Briskin thought.

It was going to be along night. At least for him.

At leven p.m. Tito Cravdli received from one of hisalmost infinite number of paid contacts apiece
of newswhich did not resemble anything he had ever picked up before. Frankly, he did not know
whether to laugh or rush to the tocsin; it was Smply too goddam peculiar. He mixed himself awhiskey
sour in the kitchen of his congp and pondered. The datum had reached him by acircuitous route; initialy



it had been piped from aTD exploration team on the other sSide of the 'scuttler nexus, prior to the
shutting-down of the 'scuttler, and from there to Bohegian, whereupon Earl had of courserelayed it to
him. Wasit possibly agag ?If he could regard it that way, it would be adigtinct rdlief. But he could not
afford to; it might be bonafide. And in that case...

Back in theliving room, he dialed Jm Briskin's number. ‘Ligten to this,' Cravelli said, when he had
Jm on the vidscreen. He did not bother to apologize for waking Jm up; that hardly mattered. 'See what
you can make out of this. George Walt iswith the Pekes, at their population center in northern Europe.
TD'sfield corps believes they made contact with the Pekes somewhere in North America, and the
Pekes then transported them across the Atlantic.’

'So quickly ? Jm said. 'l thought they had nothing better than dow surface ships.'

'Here'sthe substance of it. The Pekes have ingtalled George Walt at their capital and are
worshipping them asagod.'

Therewas slence.

Finaly Jm said, 'How - did the TD field corpsfind thisout ?

'From parleys with North American Pekes. They've been palavering continually; you know that.
Those linguistics machines have been droning on night and day. The Pekes are - dazzled. Well, weren't
wealittlein awe of George Walt ourselves ? It's not so odd when you think of it. I'd make book that
George Wat went there anticipating some such reaction as that; they probably did some groundwork In
advance.’

Jm said crypticaly, 'Another one of Sal's predictions bites the dust.’ He looked weary. ‘Craveli, you
know we're over our head. Schwarz is over his head. If someone suggested shutting - *

‘And strand those people over there ?

"They can be brought back tomorrow morning. And then it could be shut down.’

"There'stoo much momentum behind it now," Cravelli pointed out. 'Y ou can't turn off amass
movement like that. In Dept of SPW warehouses al over the United States, they're rousing the deepers
right and left. Assembling equipment, arranging transportation to Washington, D.C. -'

'l cal Schwarz,' IJm said.

'Hewon't listen to you. HEIl think you're just trying to regain a primary relationship to the project, a
relationship which he inherited by moving so quickly. Schwarz hastheinitiative now, Jm, not you. His
whole politicd life depends on pushing those bibs across asfast as possible. Fix yoursdlf agreat big stiff
typedrink. That'swhat | did. And then go back to bed. I'll talk to you again in the morning. Maybein
the light of day we can hatch something out.' But he didn't think so.

Jmsad, 'l talk to Leon Turpin, then.'

'Hal Turpin and Schwarz are interlaced through that lush contract let to TD through Rosenfeld; it'sa
masterpiece. Y ou can't offer TD that kind of money - | hear it involves billions of dollars, and al TD has
to do iskeep the 'scuttler going, just stand there and pump power toit.' Cravelli added, 'And enlarge the
gperture, | understand. But that ought to be easy enough; they've been studying it for the last week.' In
fact they had probably already accomplished it. 'I'm going back to my drink, now. And then I'm going to
fix another and then ...

"There's one man who can stop this. The owner of the 'scuttler. | met him on that trip acrossthe
Atlantic. Darius Pethdl, in Kansas City.'

'Yes, he claims it aspart of hisinventory. But dammit, Jm, are you redly sure you want to shut
down the 'scuttler and stop emigration ? It would be the end of you politically. Sa must havetold you
that dready.’

Woodenly, Jm nodded. 'Yes. Sa told me!'

'Don't do anything tonight'



'Wereinthegrip of fate, im said. 'We can't do anything; we've started something bigger than al of
us put together. We may be seeing the end of the human race!’

'Humanum est errare,’ Cravdli said, assuming he wasjoking. But was he ?"Y ou don't mean that,’
Cravdli said, stricken. 'l hate that kind of talk; it's morbid and defesatist and ten other things, dl of them
bad. That acceptance speech you gave at the nominating convention; it was cut out of the same lousy
cloth. Sal ought to give you agood swift kick.'

' blievewhat | bdieve' Jm said.

At four am. the augmented power supply had been coupled to the Jiffi-scuttler; supervising the
work, Don Stanley gave the go-ahead signal to start the 'scuttler back up. It had been off now for six
and ahaf hours. Hisfingers crossed, Stanley tensely smoked his cigarette and waited as the entrance
hoop gradudly flared into unusua, pae-ydlow brilliance, at least four times as bright as before.

Beside him, Bascolm Howard, who had strolled in to watch, said, ‘It certainly caught right away. No
hegtation there.’

‘It redly shines,” Stanley murmured. God, suppose we're overloading it he thought. Supposeit heats
up too much and burns out. But the engineers who had done the work had assured him that the load was
within the safe tolerance. And he had to go by what they said.

"Tired 7 Howard asked him.

‘Danright.’ Stanley fet irritable. ‘I ought to be homein bed. We dl should be, he said to himsdf. I'll
be glad when they've run thefinal tests on thisand it's ready to go back into operation.

A senior engineer hopped into the tube of the 'scuttler and disappeared from sight. Stanley dropped
his cigarette to the lab floor and savagely ground it out. Now we learn the truth, he realized. We get the
poop, whether we've failed or been successful.

Minutes passed.

Resppearing, the engineer called to him. 'Mr. Stanley, would you come here, please ?

Stanley, on rubber legs, made hisway to the tube. 'How isit insde there ?

Therent's big, now. Three and a hdf, maybe four times greater.’

Feding limp as tension throughout his body lessened, Stanley said, 'Fine. Now we can go home
where we belong.'

'l want you to look through the rent,’ the engineer said.

'Why ? He did not see the point.

The engineer said, 'Just ook, okay ? For chrissake, will you please ook, Mr. Stanley ?

Helooked.

Through the rent in the tube wall he saw, not a grassy meadow and ultramarine sky, no white flowers
with buzzing, lazy beestackling them. And he saw no sign of people. None of the tons of equipment
which had been passed through the rent. No tents. No temporary septic tanks. No improvised food
kitchens or overhead lighting. Instead he saw - and could not at first accept that he saw - amarshlike
expanse, gray with mist and the hollow croakings of some distant birds. He saw reeds poking through
the gummy, yellow water which lay in pools. A snake moved suddenly, twisting its path through the
stagnant debris. And over to theright, some smal living creature with anaked tail dropped to safety in
the dense shadows beneath a cracked, hairy mass of roots.

Thear smelled of decay and silent, utter degth.

Pulling back into the 'scuttler tube, Stanley said hoarsdly, 'It's not the same place!’

His chief engineer nodded mutely.

It'saswamp, Stanley said. 'My god, what kind of catastropheisthis ? Can you make any sense out
of it ?We better get the origind power supply right back on; you evidently can't increase the load and



get the same results only more so, instead you get this, whatever it is." Hetook one morelook. All his
determination was required merely to see it, let done venture through the rent and actudly into it. 'l think
| undergtand,’ he said, muttering to himsalf. "'Theres not just one ater-Earth, parale universe or
whatever you cdl it; there's severd, and why we didn't dedl that factor into our planning I'll never know.
WEIl never make that mistake again.’

'l agree," hisengineer said, beside him, also looking.

'Y ou think we can restore the origina power supply and make contact again with where we dumped
those people ?

'Wecantry.'

'Weve got to," Stanley said. 'Y ou know who'll get the rap; it'll be us. Start work immediately; well
work therest of the night." God, he thought. What'll | tell old man Turpin ? Nothing. If we can get this
patched up again welll seeit'sforgotten forever. Like it never happened.

I'm not thinking about us getting the blame,’ the senior engineer said to him. 'I'm thinking about those
people, especially those women, stranded there.'

"They'll be okay! They've got supplies; they went there to colonize, so let them colonize. It wastheir
ideato go across, they knew they weretaking arisk. It was their responsibility. So tough tubes. He
drew himsdlf back into the 'scuttler, shaking. "Wow, what ahdll of asight. | can't see colonizing there.

Y ou think you'd liketo live there, Hal ?

'No, Mr. Stanley,’ the engineer said. Heroseto hisfeet stiffly, waved to the team standing before the
entrance hoop. 'Shut it off!"

The power died. Stanley walked back out of the tubs and over to Howard. 'Now we have to take
gpart the whole damn thing again and fix it back up theway it was," he said bitterly. "What lousy luck.
And it's going to take twenty yearsto get those millions of bibs through; President SchwarZ!l never buy
that. That'sthe end of that contract. That voidsit automaticaly." And to think we worked six and ahalf
hoursfor this, he said to himsdlf.

Something appeared at the mouth of the tube.

Stanley saw it, but, even as he saw it, the shadow-like substance vanished.

'Who has alaser pistol 7 he said.

'Get alaser pistol,’ Howard said. Evidently he had seen it, too. 'It must have followed you. Come
over from the other side. Before the power was turned off.’

It'sjust aninsect, Stanley said. 'Some miserable thing that flew up out of that swamp.' | know that's
al itis, hesadto himsdf. It'sgot to be. 'For chrissakes, somebody kill it!" he said, looking around.
Where had it gone ? Not back into the tube, but out into the room.

From within the tube, the senior engineer said loudly, 'Mr. Stanley, the rent never shut down.’

"That's absolutely impossible,' Stanley said. The power's off." He ran back into the tube, found the
engineer crouched down by the rent. Once more Stanley saw across, into the world of the swamp, the
decaying landscape of doomed, collgpsing ruin. His senior engineer wasright; it was gill there,

'l can think of only one explanation,’ the engineer said to Stanley. ‘It must be that it's maintained by a
power source on the other side, because you know no power's coming to it from here; that'sfor sure.’

Stanley sad, 'Did you see something that dipped through just now ? Something dive ?

'Only for asecond. But | thought it went back.'

‘It didn't go back,’ Stanley said. 'It's out somewherein thelab, inthe TD building, on our side, and
now more are going to come across because we can't shut down this damn rent. Maybe we can block it

somehow. Can you put abarrier right up ?1 don't care what it's made out of, just aslong asit's good
and solid.'

'WEell get onit right away,’ the engineer said and scrambled to hisfeet.



What kind of power source could exist there on the other side ? Stanley asked himsdlf. Therein that
brackish, desolate swamp ... it'sasif it werewaiting. But how could it know we'd show up ? How could
it possibly have been expecting us ?

When he made hisway out of the tube once more, Howard said to him, 'It's sill somewherein the
room. | can fed it, but I'll bedarned if | can seeit. It'slikeit just merged with everything on thisside, just
sort of - you know, whatever it saw here.’

Don Stanley tried to remember when he had felt such fear. Not for along time. Had he ever reacted
thisway to anything in hislife before ?

Once, herecdled. Y ears ago. He had felt the same fright when as he had felt now, seeing this dark,
pervasive substance scuttle into hisworld from the other Side. | was eighteen, he said to himsdlf. Just a
kid. It was my first vigt to the Golden Door satellite.

It had been when he had first seen George Walt.

Sinceit wasimpossble to close the rent, Don Stanley decided, they were going to have to make the
attempt to subject the dimly-lit swamp world to some kind of ordered scrutiny. Taking full responsbility,
he ordered a QB observation satellite brought to the lab with launching equipment. Before the barrier
had been erected by TD's engineers he had sent the satellite across and had watched asit shot up into
the murky, ominous sky.

Reports from the orbiting satellite began to arrive dmost at once, and he seated himsalf with Howard
and started methodically to go over them. The time was five-thirty am. Much too early to awaken Leon
Turpin, heredlized. Well just haveto go on aswe are, for at least another two hours.

The planet - and he felt no surprisein learning this - was Earth. But the stellar chart which the
satdllite recorded on the dark side contained data which was totally unexpected. For along time he and
Howard sat together conferring, to be certain there had been no error. There had not. By six-thirty in the
morning, Stanley was sure of the Situation, sure enough to have Leon Turpin woken up a hishome on
Long Idand.

The QB satdlite, thistime, was orbiting an Earth in what was, for their world, acentury in the future,
'Y ou redlize what thisimplies, don't you ? he said to Howard.

"This could Hill be the same dter-Earth. The one we sent our colonists onto. Only were seeingit a
hundred years later." Abruptly Howard shivered. 'Then what became of their colonizing efforts ?No
trace at dl ? After all, the satellite is picking up lights on the dark side in exactly the same
locations as before.’

'l be glad when Turpin gets here,” Stanley said. The responsibility had become too much for him;
he wanted out. Obvioudly, the colonization attempt had failed. But he smply refused to faceit. It can't be
the same Earth, he repeated again and again to himself. It'sjust got to be atotaly different one.
Something terrible must have taken place between our colonists and the Pekes.

At seven fifteen am., Leon Turpin arrived, perfectly shaved, washed, dressed, and in absolute
control of himsdf.

'Have you sent dredging equipment across ? he asked Stanley as the two of them stood by the
partly-completed concrete barrier, looking out across the swamp.

'What for ? Stanley said.

Turpin'sface twitched. To look for remains of our campsite. Thisisthe same spot, isn't it ? There's
been no movement in space; thisiswhere our colonists set up their base a century ago. There ought to
be dl kinds of junk, if we dig down far enough, down to the hundred-year leve. Tdl them to get started
right away."

It took only two hours for the dredges to locate and bring up an auminum canteen and then arusted,
corroded, dime-drenched U.S. Army laser rifle. And, after that...



Skeletons. First one which they identified as ahuman male and then asmaller one, possibly that of a
femde

Turpin Sgnaed for the dredging to cease.

'‘Beyond any reasonable doubt, thiswas our campsite,’ Turpin said, presently. 'Weve proved that, to
my satisfaction at least.’ The others nodded; no one spoke, however, and they did not look directly at
one another. 'Perhapsit's possible to view this as atremendous break,’ Turpin said. "We know now not
to send any more colonists across, we know what's going to happen to them. They're going to perish
right here at the campsite without having even...'

"They were daughtered,” Stanley interrupted, 'because we didn't send any more across. Thefirst
group wasn't large enough to hold off the Pekes; it's obvious that the Pekes are responsible for this
massacre. What el se could have happened to them ?

'Disease,' Howard said, after a pause. 'We never took time to make thorough studies of viruses and
protozoa over there, as we should have. We were in such agoddam hurry to rush them across.’

'If we had kept sending them across,’ Stanley persisted, 'in asteady flow, the Pekeswouldn't have
been able to mow them down. My god, those colonists suddenly found themselves cut off from us,
stranded there with no way to get back, abandoned by us ..." He broke off. 'We never should have
tinkered with the power supply. That's where we made our mistake!'

Howard said, 'l wonder what well find when we get the original power supply hooked back up.' He
jerked his head toward the group of TD engineers laboring to disconnect the larger source. ‘In afew
more hoursthey'll have it back the way it was. Presumably well find oursavesfacing the origind rent,
the origind conditions; wéell be back in contact with our campsite, then, and if necessary we can march
them dl back hereto thisside again. Every last one of them.’

‘But,” Stanley said dmost inaudibly, 'you're leaving afactor out. The nexusto this swamp world
hasn't gone away; it's ether salf-maintaining or some force on the other sdeisunderwritingit... in any
caseit seemsto be there for good. Things are never going to be as they were; we can't reestablish the
origind stuation. Well never see those colonists again. And we might aswell get used to thet idea. | say,
go ahead and hook up the first, smaller power source again, but don't expect anything.' To Leon Turpin,
he said,

'I've been here dl night. Can | go home and go to bed for afew hours ?1 can't keep my eyes open.’

Turpin said raspingly, 'Don't you want to be herewhen ...

'You'rejust not facing it,” Stanley said. 'When | wake up, six or ten or fifteen hours from now, the
Stuation's going to be exactly asit isright now. Well belooking across at that swamp world, and it'll be
saring right back at us. I'll tell you what we've got to do. Somebody - and | don't mean just another
atavistic, smple-minded robot-type dredge - some brilliant human individua has got to go acrossthere
into that swamp world and |locate the power source that's keeping this nexus alive. And then hesgot to
blow it to bits or, a the very least, dismantleit." Stanley added, 'And then - and this may be dmost
impossible - someone's got to find out what established that power sourcein the first place. And how
they knew we were coming.’

After apause Leon Turpin said, 'Howard tells me that in the first few moments of operation with the
augmented power source, something came through, someliving creature. Isthat true ?

Don Stanley sighed wearily. 'l thought so at thetime. Now | think | was out of my mind; | was
smply just too scared by what | saw. | must have realized right away that we had |ost those colonists
forever. He walked unsteadily toward the exit door of the lab. 'I'll see you afew hoursfrom now. After
I've had some deep.’

‘But | saw it, too," Howard was saying, as Stanley shut the lab door after him.

| don't care what came through, Stanley said to himsdlf. | don't care what you saw. I'vedone dl |
can. | haven't got anything left to giveto this Situation.



But you better have, Turpin, heredlized. Because it's going to take alot. What I've done
disconnecting the augmented power source, getting the barrier erected, sending over the QB satdllite,
gtarting up the robot dredge - dl that's nothing. Just away of finding out what confronts us.

Hethought, | wish | could deep forever. Never wake up again and haveto face this.
But he knew he had to.

And he was not the only one. They would al have to wake up, one by one, to face this, President
Schwarz involved in his deft politica maneuveringsto outrun Jm Briskin, hitting him with hisownidea...
Briskin, too, because no matter what Schwarz had done, no matter how hurriedly and recklesdy he had
acted, theideabehind the colonization had been Briskin's. The responsibility remained essentidly his,
and Schwarz, now, would be quick to hand it back to him.

Having ascended to surface-level, Stanley passed through the wide front entrance of the TD
building, down the steps and onto the morning sidewalk, the busy downtown Washington Street of
people and 'hoppersand jet’ abs. The motion, the familiar, reassuring activity, made him fed better. This
world, with its everyday sights, had not been blotted out, by any means; it remained solid, thoroughly
Subgtantid. Asaways.

He looked about for ajet'ab to take to his conapt.
Far off, a the corner of TD's administration building, afigure hurriedly disappeared.

Who wasthat ? Don Stanley asked himself. He halted, forbore hailing the jet'ab. | know him, and |
don't like him; it's somebody who in aday long past reminds me of things amost too repdlent to recdl, a
part of my life that'sdim, cut out, deliberately and for adequate reason forgotten. Mud, he thought. Yes,
oddly enough, he thought. That man makes me think of mud and twisted plants, deranged organisms that
burst poisonoudy and silently under aweak and utterly useless sun. Whereisthis ?What have | been
seeing ?

Wheat just happened now, afew minutes ago, back there on level onein TD'slabs ? Hefelt
confused; standing on the sdewak among the passing people he rubbed hisforehead wearily, trying to
rouse his mind. The swiftly-moving figure of course had been George Walt, but hadn't he - or rather they
- closed down the Golden Door satellite and disappeared ?

He had heard that on TV or read it in the homeopapes. He was positive of it.
George Walt must be back, Stanley decided. From wherever they went.
Once more, alittle dazedly, he began searching for ajet'ab to take him home.

13

At the breakfast tablein the smal kitchen of his conapt, Jm Briskin ate, and at the sametime he
carefully read the morning edition of the homeopape, finding init, asakind of minor melody inthe
momentous fugue which was playing itsdf out in heroic style, oneitem dmaost lost within the account of
the migration of men and women to ater-Earth.

Thefirst coupleto cross over, Art and Rachael Chaffy, had been Cols. And the second couple,
Stuart and Mrs. Hadley, had been white. It was exactly the sort of neat and tidy detail which appeared
to Jm Briskin's sense of proportion, and he relaxed alittle, enjoying his breakfast. Sal would be pleased
by this, too, heredized. I'll haveto remember to mention it to him when | see him later on thismorning.

President Schwarz missed something, he reflected, by not noticing this minuscule fact at thetimeit
was occurring. Schwarz could have made an extra-specia superior speech to the two couples,
presenting them with large gaudy plastic keysto the aternate universe, disclosing to them that they'rea
symbol of anew epic erainracid relations ... asarranged for, of course, by the State's Rights
Conservation Democratic Party in dl itsfull and hedthy glory. Some minion on Schwarz' saff dipped
up, there, and should be fired.



Heturned onthe TV, then, to seeif there was any later news. Had TD's engineering corps got the
higher-yield power supply in operation yet, and if S0, had the aperture been affected in the way
anticipated ? By now alot more emigrants should have joined the Chaffys and the Hadleys there on the
other side. He wondered if the Pithecanthropi-Sinanthropi people had taken notice already ... had the
crudd Augenblick, asthe Germans put it, arrived by now ? While he had dept ?

Onthe TV screen the image gathered, became stable and fixed. But it was not what he had
expected. Theimage had acertain grainy texture, familiar to him; it was emanating from a satellite which
was dill too far away. The sound, too, was distorted. It would, of course, clear up asthe satellite moved
closer, if it was moving in thisdirection and not away. What was going on ? What was this peculiar
program, anyhow ? He leaned toward the speaker, trying to untangle the garble of words.

The video image became clarified, then. It was ahead, the mutua head of the mutants George Walt.
Its mouth opened and it spoke. '| am king, now,' George Walt declared. 'l have at my disposa up here
an entirearmy of what you'd like to think of as"near" men but which are actudly - asyou are about to
find out and not from me - the | egitimate tenants of thisworld and every other dternative Earth running
paralld to us. You'd be surprised at the type of scientific discoveries which the Peking race - and | call
them that merely as ameans by which to identify them - have made over the centuries. They can, for
instance, warp time and also space to suit their needs. They've tapped sources of energy unknown to
you Homo sapiens. | have with me herein the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite the wisest and
kindest philosopher from among their great people. Just amoment.’ George Walt's head disappeared
from the screen.

Merciful lord, Jm Briskin thought. He sat staring at the TV set, unable to take hiseyesfromiit.
George Walt are back, and they're out of their mind.

That'sal we need, Jm said to himself. A crazy George Walt up therein thair satellite, spinning
around us. Now we'veredlly got troubles.

His vidphone rang; automatically, he made hisway over to answer it. 'Not just now," he murmured.
'Cdl melater; I'mbusy -'

‘Don't hang up.' It was Tito Cravelli, sweating and agitated. 'l see you've got your TV set on. He....
they have been broadcasting al morning, since about eight o'clock East Coast time. They're going to
bring that Peke sage back on again; thisisavideo tape, it's running over and over again. Get aload of
this so-called philosopher; you've never seen anything likeit in your life. And then call me back.' Tito
hung up.

Jm Briskin numbly returned to the TV st to listen and watch.

'I can walk through wood,' the TV set was saying, but it was not George Walt, now. It wasas Tito
had said, a Peking man, Sinanthropus telecasting from the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite. So
George Wadlt... now you'rein palitics, m Briskin said to himsdf. And in abig way, too.

And we thought we were bad off before.

'Not only can | walk through wood," the white-haired, massive-browed, enormous-chinned,
ancient-looking Sinanthropus said, in reasonably good but somewha mumbled English, 'but | can make
mysdlf invisble. The god of air empowers mewherever | go. Hefillsthe salls of lifewith hismagic
bresth, capable of accomplishing al things. Poor, puny Homo sapiens crestures! How could you
conceivably expect to infest our world, with the Wind God himsdlf present ?

By the Wind God, Jm Briskin redlized with a sickened, enervating start, was meant George Walt.
He had never before quite thought of them that way, but there it was.

Let's see how President Schwarz decidesto handlethis,, he said to himsalf. A Wind God in a
satdllite over our heads millions of fossl men gtraining to get at us. Darius Pethdl can have his defective
Jffi-scuttler back; it'stimewe got rid of it, and by the quickest route possible. But how did this ancient
Sinanthropus so-called philosopher get acrossto our world ? Didn't anybody at TD notice his coming
through ?



They must have opened their own nexus, he decided. Either that or what he saysisactudly true; he
can make himsdf invishle
It was agloomy prospect, having to wake up in the early morning and face this, to say the least.

And somebody hasredly lost this eection now, he decided. Either Bill Schwarz or mysdif,
depending on whom the eectorate, in its understandabl e frenzy, decidesto blame.

Going back to the kitchen table he seated himself and resumed esting his breskfast, now cold. Ashe
mechanically ate, he pondered the chances of successfully shooting down the Golden Door satellite;
surely that wasthe most likely next move for Presdent Schwarz. After dl, the exact position of the
satellite at any given moment was known; it was - or had been until recently - printed on the
entertainment page of every homeopape.

What I'm afraid of now, heredized, isthat I'll ook out the window of my decently private conapt
and see Peking man walking dong the sidewalk, and not just one but many of them.

He decided not to look, just to be on the safe side. At least not for awhile. Instead he concentrated
onfinishing his breskfast, tasteless asit had become. Astrivid atask asit was, at least it was afamiliar
event; it helped restore his sense of the regularity of redlity.

Turning fromthe TV set S Heim released his emotion in an explosion of words. ‘Cdl someone,' he
sadto hiswife. 'Call Jm Briskin. Wait aminute; cal Bill Schwarz at the White House - I'll talk to him
direct mysdf. Thisisanational emergency; anybody with haf an eye can seethat Party loyalty isout,
you can wipe your nose on it. Let me know as soon as you have Bill Schwarz ontheline.' He returned
towatchingthe TV.

'Not only can | walk through wood and across the surface of weter,' the great old Peking man on
the screen was saying, ‘But | can annihilatetime.”

Good grief, SA thought. Thisisawful. They can do dl kinds of thingswe can't; they're centuries
ahead of us. Who around herethat | know can annihilate time ? No one. He groaned aloud.

Pat said hecticly, 'l can't reach President Schwarz. Thelines aretied up. Everybody must be..."

'Of coursethey are’ Sal said. The authorities know what this means. It's hopelessto try to get
through to Schwarz. Helll have to get onthe TV himsalf and tell the nation that a Sate of war exists
between us and these dawn men. Or isthis Stuff on al channels ? Savagely, he turned the knob. The
same image gppeared on every other channedl; the satdllite was blanketing the airwaves. He was not
surprised. | might have known, he said to himself with envenomed bitterness. Next welll be picking them
up on the vidphone.

‘But more important than anything ese,' the white-haired Peking man on the TV screen was saying,
'l can work exceeding wonderful, powerful magic. For | am amighty magician; | can cause the sarsto
fal from the vault of the heavens and confusion to blind the eyes of dl my foes. What do you respond to
that, tiny Homo sapiens ?'Y ou should have cogitated on that before you invested our world. Facilis
descensus Averno. You see, through my use of supernaturd forces, entirely unknown to your little race,
| can spesk in German.’

‘Latin,’ Sal murmured. Y ou damn fool dawn man; that's Latin. So you don't know everything. Get
off the TV so President Schwarz can declare war.' The image, however, remained.

Standing by hischair Patriciasaid, 'l guessthisfinishesJm at the polls’

'Didn't | just now get through saying that party doesn't count ? He glared at her; Pat shrank back.
"To cope with thisweve got to think aong entirely nove lines - everything is changed. | noticed one
interesting thing. When George Wt were on they referred to us as "you Homo sapiens.” Does that
mean they're not ? My god, you can't become a converted Sinanthropus; it'snot likeachurch. | redly
have to talk to someone about this besides you," he said scathingly to hiswife. ‘Someone who can come
up with answers!’



Pat said, "What about ?

'Wait,' He turned back to the TV screen. George Walt had once more appeared. 'They look older,’
SA sad. 'l can't remember which of them isthe artificia body. The one onright, as| recall. Thered one
has certainly done agood job of building it back, after wetoreit to pieces.’ He chuckled. 'We had them
on the run, then. Our finest hour." Once more he became grim. "Too bad it's not like that now.'

"Y ou know who | was going to suggest you cal ? Tito Cravelli. He dways seemsto be ableto figure
out what's happening.'

'‘Okay.' He nodded absently. 'Give me the phone; I'll call Tito." He got to hisfeet, then. 'No, I'll get it
mysaf. Why should you wait on me 7 At the vidphone he paused and turned toward her. 'I'm sureit's
the one on theright. Y ou know, I'll bet at this moment everybody, including even Verne Engel and every
last damn member of that rotten bunch CLEAN, would give his shirt if we could go back to, say, a
month ago. To the way we were and the so-called "race problem” we had then. That'swho | ought to
cal: Verne Engel. Y ou know what I'd say to him ?"Y ou stupid bastard, does what you're fighting for
look so real now ? Skin pigment. What alaugh! Why not eye color ? Too bad nobody ever thought of
that. It cutsit alittlefiner, but basicdly it's the samething. Okay, Verne, you get out there and die over
theissue of upholding one certain eye color. Lots of luck." ' Picking up the vidphone he dided.

Pat said, 'What color eyes do Peking men have ? Glaring at her Sal said, 'Christ, how would | know
7'l just wondered. | never thought of it before 'Hello, Tito 7 Sal said, asthe vidscreen lighted. 'Get us
out of this Sal said. 'Find where they're getting through into our world and plug it up, an then well figure
out how to knock down the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite. Y ou agree ? Tito, say something.'

'I know where they're getting through,’ Tito said, laconically.

Sal turned to hiswife. 'Y ou were right. He does know." He turned back to the vidscreen. "Well,
what do we do ? How do we...'

'Wemakeaded,' Tito Craveli said in aharsh, totaly dry voice.

Staring a him Sal said, 'Wewhat ?| don't believeit.'

'‘And well be lucky if we can managethat,’ Tito added. 'There are afew things you don't know, Sal.
This attack on us by the Pekesis coming out of ahundred yearsin the future. George Walt have had an
entire century to work with them, filling in the ggpsin their culture, teaching them as many of our
techniques asthey could cram into them in that time... and it'savery long time. Don't ask me how |
found this out; just take my word that it's the case. The nexusthat they'reusingisat TD, but we can't
doseit; they're supplying it with power from the other side, a possibility which doesn't seem to have
occurred to anyone a TD until it wastoo late. In other words, until now.’

'What kind of deal ?

'l don't know yet. I'm seeing Jm Briskin in afew moments, we're going to try to think of something
we can offer them - offer George Wt actudly, since they're doing thetaking. As| seeit, the Pekes
don't actually need to expand into our world; they haven't even filled up their own. They have no
pressing population problem, as we have. So there may be something they want and can use more than
mere land. Becausethat'sal they're going to find if they try to come over here. | know damn well our
peoplewill put up afight until there's nothing left standing. It be a scorched-earth planet... we can
promise them that. Asastarter.'

Turning to Pat, Sal said, 'We're going to make a dedl; there's no other way out.'

'l heard, shesaid. 'l wish | hadn't; | didn't want to hear that.’

'lsn't that something ? Our ancestors didn't make a dedl. They wiped the Pekes out.’
‘But now," Pat said, 'they have George Walt.'

He nodded. Evidently that made the difference. But he had aterrible feding that Tito Cravelli was
wrong as to the quantity of techniques that George Walt had passed on to the Pekes. Hisintuition was
that the transfer of knowledge had gone the other way: it had been the Pekes who had educated George



Walt.

Jm Briskin said hdf-ironicdly, "We can offer them the Encyclopedia Britannica, trandated into
their language.’ If they have awritten language, he added to himself. Or if George Walt haven't given
them that already. 'Maybe George Walt have passed them everything they'll ever need,' he said to Tito
Craveli, who sat moodily facing him across the room. 'I'd assume that during the next century George
Wt probably have gone back and forth continualy.’ He could pictureit, and it was not encouraging.

"Who can we ask for help from 7 Sal Heim said, to no onein particular. 'Call God.' His wife patted
hisarm, sympatheticdly. 'Don't do that,” Sal complained. It distracts me. In the name of
something-or-other there must be somebody we can turn to.'

The vidphonerang and Tito Cravelli roseto answer it After afew moments he returned. "That was
my contact at TD. At this moment, while were sitting here muttering pointless maedictions, Pekesare
pouring through the rent."

Everyonein the room stared at him.

That'sright,’ Tito said, nodding. " So dready now the TD administration building isfull of then; in fact
they're beginning to leak out into downtown Washington, D.C. Leon Turpin's been conversing with
President Schwarz, but so far ... He shrugged. They erected a concrete barrier in front of the rent but
the Pekes smply moved the rent to one side. And kept on coming across.” He added, ‘Bohegian, my
contect, isleaving the TD building; they're being evacuated.'

'Chrigt,' Sd Helm said. 'Chrigt, sweet shimmering Christ.’

Pat Heim said, 'Y ou know who I'd like to see you talk to ? She glanced around at the others. 'Bill
Smith.

'Who'sthat ? Cravelli asked sharply. 'Oh yeah. The Peke. That anthropologist Dillingsworth has
him. What could Bill Smithtdll us?

'He would know what they lack,’ Patricia said. 'Maybe for instance they've been trying for adozen
centuriesto achieve a space drive. We could turn asmall rocket engine over to them, one with only a
million pounds of thrust or so. Or maybe they don't have music. Think what it would mean: we could
dart them out with sngle instruments such as the harmonica or the Jew's harp or the eectric guitar

'Yes,' Cravelli agreed acidly, 'But George Walt have dready donethat. At least, we've got to
assumethat. Y ou heard that Peke talking Latin; | didn't grasp, redly genuinely grasp, how much George
Wt have accomplished until | heard that ... then | threw in the sponge. | don't mind admitting it; that's
when | gave up, pureand smple.’

'And decided to plead for adeal,’ SA Heim said, half to himself.

That'sright,’ Cravelli said. Then | knew we had to come to some kind of terms. It didn't terrify you
to hear Sinanthropustalking Latin ? It should have.'

I'vegot it,’ Pat Heilm said. 'That one Sinanthropus, that old white-haired so-called philosopher upin
the satdllite, he'samutant. More evolved than the others, greater cranid areaor something, especidly in
the forehead region. Unique. George Wall are pulling the wool over our eyes'’

‘But they are pouring through the nexus rent,’ Cravelli said coldly. "Whether they speak Latin or
don'. If Leon Turpin has ordered the TD administration building evacuated, you know it's critical .

I'vegotit,' Pat said, 'Oh my god, I'veredlly got it. Listen to me. Let'sturn the Smithsonian Institute
over to the Pekes, in exchange for them leaving. What about that ?

Indtitution,’ Cravelli said, correcting her.

'And if that's not enough,’ Pat said, ‘well throw in the Library of Congress. They'd be smart to take
that. What an offer!’

'Y ou know," Sal said, hunching forward and gazing steadily down at hisknees, 'she may have
something there. Look what they'd get out of that; the entire assembled, collected artifacts and



knowledge of our culture. A hell of alot more - incredibly much more - than George Wt can give
them.

It'sthe wisdom of four thousand years. Boy, | tell you; I'd takeit in asecond if it were offered to
me’

After along pause Tito Cravelli said, '‘But were forgetting something. None of usarein apostion to
make the Pekes any kind of offer; none of ushold any officia position in the government. Now, if you
were dready in office, Jm...'

Takeit to Schwarz, 'Sdl said.

'Wed haveto,' Pat agreed rapidly. ‘And that means going to the White House, since the phone lines
aredl tied up. Which one of uswould Schwarz be willing to see ? Assuming held see any of us''

Sd said, It would have to be Jm.!

Shrugging, Jm Briskin sad, 'I'll go. It's better than merdly stting around heretaking.' It al seemed
futileto him anyhow. But at least thisway hed be doing something.

'Who're you going to take the offer to ultimately ? Cravelli asked him. 'Bill Smith ?

'No, Jm said. 'To that white-haired Sinanthropi philosopher up in the satellite.’ Obvioudy, he was
the oneto go to; he held the power.

'George Walt aren't going to like it when they hear it,' Craveli pointed out. 'Y ou'll haveto talk fast;
they'll do their best to shut you up.’

I know," Jm said, rising to hisfed and moving toward the door. 'I'll phone you from Washington and
let you know how | made out.’

As helé&ft the gpartment, he heard Sdl saying, 'l think, though, we ought to take the Spirit of S
Louis out when the Pekes aren't looking and keep it. They won't know it's gone; what do they know
about airplanes ?'

'And the Wright brothers plane,’ Pat said, as he Sarted to shut the door after him. He paused, then,
as he heard her 'Do you think helll get in to see President Schwarz ?

‘Not achance,' Sd said emphaticaly. ‘But what €lse am we do ? It's the best we could come up
with on such short notice!’

'Hell get in,' Cravelli disagreed. 'I'll make you adime bet.'

"Y ou know what else we could have offered ? Pat said. 'The Washington Monument.’

'What the hell would the Pekes do with that 7 Sal demanded.

Jm shut the door after him and walked down the corridor to the elevator. None of them, he
reflected, had offered to come with him. But what difference did it make ? There was nothing they could
do vis-avis President Schwarz ... and perhaps nothing he could do, either. And even if hedid getinto
see Schwarz, and even if Schwarz went dong with the idea - how far did that carry him ? What were the
chances that he could sell the Sinanthropi philosopher on the ideawith George Walt present ?

But I'm till going to try it, he decided. Because the dternative, ageneral war, would doom our
colonigtsthere on the other side; it'stheir livesweretrying to save.

And anyhow, he redlized, none of uswantsto start daughtering the Peking people. It would be too
much like the old days, back among our cave-dwelling ancestors. Back to their level. We must have
grown out of that by now, he said to himself. And if we haven't - what does it matter who wins ?

Four hourslater, from a public vidphone booth in downtown Washington, D.C., Jm Briskin called
back to report. He felt bone-weary and more than alittle depressed, but at least the first hurdle had
been jumped successtully.

'So heliked theideg," Tito Cravelli said.

Jmsad, 'Schwarz ismadly grasping at any straw he can find, and there aren't even very many of



them. Everyonein Washington is prepared to shoot down the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite,
of course; they'll do that if my attempt at negotiation fails, my attempt to split George Walt off from the
Pekes.'

'If we shoot down the satellite,’ Cravelli said, ‘then we'd have to fight to the bitter death. Either our
race or theirswould be wiped out, and we can't have that, not in this day and age. With the weapons
we've got and what they possibly have...'

‘Schwarz redlizesthat. He gppreciate dl the nuances of the Situation. But he can't just St idlewhile
Pekes pour across at will. Werrewalking ahighly tricky line. It'snot in our interest to make thisinto a
full-scale hydrogen bomb war, and yet we don't want Smply to capitulate. Schwarz saysto go ahead
with the Smithsonian, but to hold back on the Library of Congressaslong as possible, to giveit up only
under the greatest pressure. | tend to agree.’ He added, 'They're sending me up there; I'll do it mysdlf.’

'Why you ? What's the matter with the State Department ? Don't they have anyone who can do that
sort of work any more ?

'l asked to go."
'Y ou're nuts. George Walt hatesyou aready.’
'Yes,' Jm agreed, 'but | think 1 know how to handle this; I've got an idea of how | canimpair the

relationship between George Wat and the Pekesin such away that it can't be repaired. Anyhow, it's
worth atry.'

'Don't tell mewhat your ideais, Cravedli said. Tell me after it works. If it doesn't work, don't tell me
aadl

Jm grinned starkly. "Y oure ahard man. Y ou might be too ruthless as Attorney Generd; I'll haveto
rethink that, possibly.’

It'ssigned and sedled,’ Craveli said. "Y ou can't get out of it. Good luck up on the satellite. Herang
off, then.

L eaving the phone booth, Jim Briskin walked aong the haf-deserted sdewak until he cameto a
parked, empty jet-hopper.

"Take meto the Golden Door satellite," he said, opening the door and getting in.

"The Golden Door is closed down,' the 'hopper driven said languidly. 'No more girls up there. Just
some goof broadcasting that he's king of the world or some crazy thing like that.' He turned to face Jim.
'However, | know agnuvvy doggone place in the north west sde of town that | can...’

‘The satellite,’ Jim said. 'Okay ? Just drive the 'hopper and let me decide where | want to go.'

'Y ou Cals," the driver muttered as he started the 'hopper up. Y ou sure aways got a chip on your
shoulder. All right, buddy, have it your way. But you're going to be disappointed when you get up there.’

Silently, Jm leaned back against the seat and sat waiting as the 'hopper rose into the sky.

At thelanding fidld on the satellite, George Walt persondly met him, hand outdtretched. Thisis
George,' the head said, as Jm shook hands with whichever of them it was. 'l knew they'd want to talk
terms, but | didn't expect them to send you, Briskin.'

ThisisWalt,' the head said then, belligerently. 'l certainly have no desire to do businesswith you,
Briskin. Go back and tell them ..." The mouth struggled as both brothers sought to make use of it
smultaneoudy.

'What does it matter who they send ? the head - no doubt George, now - said at last. 'Come below
to the office, Briskin, where we can make oursalves comfortable. | have a hunch this darn business might
take quiteawhile’

It was extraordinary how much George Walt had aged. They had awrinkled, brittle, amost frail
qudity about them, and when they walked they moved dowly, hesitantly, asif afraid of fdling, asif they



wereterribly infirm. What would account for this ? Jim wondered. And then he understood. George
Wat were now jerries. One hundred years had passed for them since he had last seen them. He
wondered how much longer they could keep going. Certainly not for too greet a period. But their mental
energieswere undimmed. He could still sense the enormous a ertness emanating from them; they
remained asformidable asever.

In George Walt's office sat the huge, white-haired old Sinanthropus; he watched warily from benesth
his beetling brows as Jm Briskin entered, obvioudy suspicious a once. It would be no easy task, Jm
redized, to come to termswith this man. Mistrust was profoundly written on his massive-jawed, doping
face.

"Weve got them where we want them,' George Walt said expansively to the Sinanthropus. This
man's coming up here- Im Briskin is his name - verifiesit.' Both eyesflamed with gloating.

In ahoarse voice, the Sinanthropus said, 'What will you offer usif we abandon your world ?

Jm Briskin said, "That which we prize beyond everything elite. Our most valued possession.’

The Sinanthropus and George Walt watched him fixedly.

"The Smithsonian Inditution in Washington, D.C.,' Im sad.

'Wait aminute' / 'We're not interested in that!" George Walt said together. " That won't do; that's out
of the question. We want political and economic priority over the North American land mass - otherwise
the invasion continues. What kind of offer isthe Smithsonian ? That's nothing but amuseum.' / "'Who
wantsamuseum ? Thisisridiculous!' Both eyes blazed with outraged and uneasy anger.

The Sinanthropus, however, said dowly and distinctly, 'l am reading Mr. Briskin'smind, and | am
interested. Please be silent. Wind God, it goes without saying that your opinionisvauable, but itis| who
must make the actud decison,”

"The conferenceisover!" / 'I've heard enough,’ George Walt said. ‘Go back below to Terra, Briskin;
you're not wanted here.' / 'Let's cdll this off.'

‘Thereis, in the back of your mind,' the Sinanthropus said to Jim, 'the thought that you will, if
pressed, add in the Library of Congress. | will consider that offer aswell.'

'Wed prefer not to add that,' im said, 'but if we have to, we haveto.' He felt resigned.

'‘Goodbye, Briskin,' George Walt said. 'See you sometime. It's evident that you're trying to make a
side dedl, here; trying to cut my brother and me out. But we won't be cut out.' The head added

emphaticaly, 'l agree. Y ou're completely wasting your time, Briskin." One of George Walt'sfour arms
was extended, then, 'Until next time.’

‘Until next time," Jim said, shaking hands. Taking a deep, unsteady breeth he al a once yanked with
every dyne of strength which he could muster; the hand and arm came loose from the artificial body and
he was|eft holding them.

Bewildered, the Sinanthropus said, 'Wind God, it seems strange to me that your arm is detachable.’

"Thisisno Wind God, Jm Briskin said. "Y ou've been mided. Our people were, too, for agood long
time. Thisisan ordinary man with an extra, artificia body.' He pointed to the wiring visible within the
gaping shoulder.

‘A Homo sapiens, you mean ? the stooped old Sinanthropus said. 'Like yoursalf ? Slow but exact
comprehension began to form in hisreddish eyes.

'Not only ishenot aWind God,' Jim said, 'but he's been for decades the owner of a... | didike
naming it outright."

‘Nameit!'

‘Let'ssmply cal it ahouse of pleasure. He's abusinessman. No more, no less!'

'l can think of nothing more obnoxious to the mores of my people,’ the Sinanthropus said to George
Wialt, 'than ahoax of thisstripe. Y ou sworeto usthat you were our Wind God. And in fulfillment of



many myths, your unusua anatomy seemed to proveit." He panted dowly, raggedly.

""Unusud",' George Walt echoed. 'Y ou mean unique. In dl of the pardld Earths- and God knows
exactly how many there may be, you won't find anyone, anyone a al, like me." He amended quickly,
‘Like us, rather. And consider this satellite. What do you think keepsit up ? Thewind, of course; how
else could it stay up here, month after month ? Obvioudy | control thewind, as| told you. Otherwise
thissatellitewould...'

'l could destroy you,' the old Sinanthropus said. He no longer seemed much impressed by George
Wat'sline of argument. 'But | am frankly too disappointed to care one way or another. It's clear to me,
and | will soon seethat it's equaly clear to my people, that you Homo sapiens are atreacherous lot.
Probably best avoided.’ To Jm he said, 'It'sthat so ?

"We're known for that,” im agreed.
'And that's how you triumphed origindly over our ancestors on this pardld world ?
'You'redamnright,' im said. He added, 'And we'd do it again, given haf achance.’

'Probably you would not genuinely have delivered that museum of yoursto us,' the Sinanthropus
said, 'the name of which | have aready forgotten. Well, no matter. Obvioudy it'simpossibleto do
business with you Homo sapiens; you're adept, polished liars. Nothing we agreed on would remain truly
binding in such amilieu. My people lack even aname for such conduct.’

'No wonder we had o little trouble wiping you out,” im said.

'Inview of your dedication to fraud,' the Sinanthropus said, 'l see no red point in my remaining here;
thelonger | go on, the moreimmersed | become. Persondly, | regret this whole encounter; my people
have suffered by it already. God knows what would become of usif wewere so naive asto try to
continue." An unhappy expression on hisface, the aged, white-haired Sinanthropus turned his back and
walked away from Jm Briskin and George Walt. 'It would be unnaturd for people of our race to seek
to participate in an exclusively destructive relationship,’ he said, over his shoulder. And vanished. One
moment he stood there, the next he had gone. Even George Walt seemed taken aback; both eyes
blinked. The Sinanthropus, by means of his so called magic, had returned to his own world.

‘Smart,’ George Wadt said, presently. "Y ou handled that extremely well, Briskin. | never saw it
coming. One hundred years of work gone down the drain. Give me my arm back and well cal it quits,
I'm too old to go through thiskind of thing any more.' The head added, "Y ou're probably right. After all,
politicaly spesking, Briskin isaprofessona; he can run rings around us. What happened here just now
demongtrates that.’

'Honesty generdly winsout,’ Jm said.

"You cdll that trash you peddled to that half-anima just now - you call that honesty ?1 never heard
such amass of twisted ... George Walt broke off, then. 'Like everybody else, | more or lesstrusted
you, Briskin. It never occurred to me you'd trade on such techniquesto win anissue. Y our integrity'sjust
amyth! Probably dreamed up by your campaign manager.’

'Y ou mean you actudly aretheir Wind God ?

'Pragmatically speaking, yes. Every one of us, in rdation to them, are gods ... speaking in terms of
the evolutionary hierarchy, anyhow, in the broadest possible sense’

Jm said, 'Wasit you who enabled them to shoot apart the QB observation satdllite ?
Nodding, George Wadlt said, 'Y es, it was. By my magic.'
'What you mean,' Jm said, 'isthat you ferried aground-to-air guided missile over to them. Magic,

my foot." He looked at his wristwatch. ‘I have to get back down to Earth; I've got amajor speech to
record. Y ou care to accompany me back to my ‘hopper ?

I'm busy,’ George Walt said curtly. 'l haveto fit my arm back on. Thiswhole business makes me
sck, and not only that, terribly angry; I'm going to initiate beamed broadcasts twenty-four hours a day
on al frequencies denouncing you, as soon as| can get the satellite's transmitter started up again. | look



forward to your losing in November, Briskin; that's the one nice thing | can count on.'

"Suit yoursdf," Im said, shrugging. Heleft the office, made hisway to the eevator. Behind him,
George Walt brought atool kit out from their desk and began the task of repairing the damage to the
artificia body which Jm Briskin had purposefully accomplished. The expresson on George Wat'sface
was one of great gloom.

In his entrenched position, along with other company personnel, on the outskirts of the flank of the
TD adminigtration building in Washington, D.C., Don Stanley noted al at once, and to his complete
surprise, asudden lull in the fierce racket from the Pekes within.

‘Some darn thing has happened,” Howard conjectured, also aware of the unexpected silence. 'We
better get set for another rush; they're probably determined to overwhelm usthistime. Before that idiot
Schwarz can get army..."

'Wait," Stanley said, listening. "Y ou know what | think ?1 think the fliegemer Pekes are gone!’

Puzzled, Howard said, 'Gone where ?

Rising to his haunches Stanley peered at the administration building, at the shattered windows on the
nearest Side, and the conviction came to him stronger than ever that the building was now, for some
totally obscure and merciful reason, deserted. With caution, aware of the acute risk he was taking, he
began to walk dowly step by step toward the front entrance.

"They'll pop you out of existence,' Howard cdled to him warningly, ‘with those funny little weapons
of theirs; better get back down, you half-wit." But he, too, stood up. So did a number of armed
company police.

Opening the familiar front door of the building, Stanley peeped indde.

He saw no sign of Pekes anywhere. The halls were empty and silent. Theinvasion by the chinless
dawn men from the pardlel Earth had ceased as abruptly asit had begun, and somewhat more
myderioudy.

Howard, joining him, said, 'Um, we scared them off.’

‘Scared them off nothing. They changed their collective minds.' Stanley started in the direction of the

elevator leading to the floor one subsurface [abs. "1 have anintuition,” he said over his shoulder to
Howard. 'And | want to verify it assoon as| can.'

When he and Howard reached the |abs, Stanley discovered that he wasright ... and agood thing,
too. The nexusjoining the two parallel Earths had vanished.

They ... closed it down, Howard said, wonderingly craning his neck, asif expecting to seeit crop
up once more in aremote corner.

'So now," Stanley murmured, "our problem isto reopen our own earlier nexus. The origind one. And

meake the try to relocate our colonists before the moment in which they're wiped out.” The chances of
success struck him as being not very good, and yet of course the attempt had to be made.

'Why do you think they caled their invasion off ? Howard asked.

Stanley gestured emptily. ‘Maybe they didn't likeit here after dl." Who knew ? Certainly he did not.
Perhaps they would never know. In any case they had their work cut out for them; several thousand men
and women on the other side were wholly dependent on them for their lives. For their safe return to this
world. Remembering the human skeletons which had been dredged up from the swamp a hundred years
hence. Stanley felt deep forebodings. At best we can only save some of them, herealized. But that's
better than nothing. Even if we save only one life, it'sworth it.

'How long do you think it'll take to make contact with our people stranded over there ? Howard
asked him. 'A day ? Aslong asaweek ?

‘Let'sfind out,” Stanley said shortly, and started at once in the direction of the power supply of Dar
Pethel's defective Jiffi-scuttler.



The depressing task of bringing the colonists back from ater-Earth had begun.
14

In November, despite the abusive broadcasts from the Golden Door Moments of Bliss satellite, or
because of them, Jim Briskin succeeded in nosing out the incumbent Bill Schwarz; and thereby won the
presidentia eection.

So now, at long last, Salisbury Heim said to himsdlf, we have a Negro President of the United
States. A new epoch in human understanding has arrived.

At leadt, let's hope 0.
'What we need,’ Patricia said meditatively, 'is aparty, so we can celebrate.’

I'mtoo tired to celebrate,” SAl said, It had been atough haul from the nominating convention to this;
he remembered clearly every inch of it. Theworst part, it went without saying, had been the collgpse of
the abortive emigration program announced in Jm's Chicago speech; why that had not put a permanent
end to Jm's election chances, Sal Heim did not know even at this late date. Perhaps it was because Bill
Schwarz had managed to move so adraitly, had embroiled himsdf - ddliberately - in the Situation; hence
much, if not mogt, of the ultimate blame had falen on him, not on Jm.

‘But we deserve to take alittle time off to relax,’ Pat pointed out. "We've been working for months; if
wegoonthisway ...

'One beer at one small bar,’ Sal decided. 'And then bed. I'll compromise at that.' He did not
especidly enjoy going out in public, these days; inevitably he rubbed up againgt someindividua who had
been apart of the colonizing effort on dter-Earth or who, anyhow, had a brother-in-law who had gone
trustingly over there. Such encounters had been rather unpleasant; he aways found himsdf trying to
answer questions which smply could not be answered. Why'd you get usinto that ? had been the
primary inquiry, asked in avariety of ways, but still aways amounting to the same thing. And yet, despite
this, they had won.

'l think we should get together with afew people,’ Pat disagreed. 'Certainly with Jim; that goes
without saying. And then Leon Turpin, if hell join us, because after dl it was Mr. Turpin who got us off
the hook by bringing those people back to our world - or anyhow hisengineersdid. Someone & TD
did. It was TD that saved us, Sdl; let'sfindly faceit and give credit where credit isdue!

‘All right,’ Sdl said. 'Just so long asthat little Kansas City businessman who showed up with that
defective 'scuttler isn't dong; that'sal | ingst on.' The man on account of whom dl the trouble had
broken out in thefirst place. At the moment, Sa could not even recdl his name, an obvious Freudian
block.

‘Theonel blame,' Pat said, 'is Lurton Sands.'

"Then don't invite him either, Sd said. But there was hardly much chance of that; Sandswasin
prison, right now, for his crime againgt the degping bibs and hisridiculous attempt on Im'slife. Aswas
Cdly Vaefor having lasered the 'scuttler repairman. That whole business had been excessvely
melancholy, both intringcally and as a conspicuous harbinger of the difficultieswhich it had ushered into
their collective lives, difficultieswhich by no meanswere over.

"You know,' Pat said fretfully, 'theré's one thing that still, right now, | can't quite get out of my mind. |
keep having this snesking, nervous anxiety that. ... She smiled at him uneesily, her jessaminelips
twitching. 'l hope | don't passit onto you, but...'

‘But deegp down inside," Sal finished for her, 'you're afraid afew of those Pekes have stayed on this
sde’

'Yes.' She nodded.



Sd sad, 'l get the same damn intimation, now and then. Late at night, | keep looking out of the
corner of my eye, especidly on the street when | see someone furtive looking hurrying away around a
corner to get out of sight. And the funny thing isthat from what Jm tellsme, | know hefeds exactly the
sameway. Maybewe dl have aresidua sense of guilt connected with the Pekes ... after dl, we did
invade their world firgt. It's our consciences bothering us.

Shivering, as she waswearing only aweightless Tafek-web negligee, hiswife sad, 'l hopethat'sdl it
is. Because I'd redlly hate to run into a Peke some dark night; I'd think right away that they'd opened a
nexus again into our world at some point and were very carefully, secretly, ferrying awide stream of
their cousins and aunts across.

Asif were not desperately overcrowded asit is, Sal thought, without having to cope with that any
more.

'What | can never comprehend,” he murmured, ‘iswhy they didn't accept our libera offer of The
Smithsonian. And for that matter the Library of Congress. Gosh, they pulled out without getting
anything.

'Pride,' Pat said.

'No.' Sa shook his head.

‘Stupidity, then. Dumb, dawn-man stupidity. Thereé's no frontal lobe inside that doping forehead.”

'‘Maybe." He shrugged. 'But how can you expect one speciesto follow the logic of another ? They
operate at their level; we operate a ours. And never thetwain will meet... | hope. Anyhow not in his
lifetime, he said to himsdlf. Maybe alater generation will be open-minded enough to accept such things,
but not now; not we who inhabit thisworld at this particular moment.

'Shall | ask Mr. Turpin to come hereto our place ? Pat asked. ‘Are we going to have the party here
2

'Maybe Turpin won't want to celebrate Jm'svictory,' Sd said. 'He and Schwarz were pretty thick
through most of the campaign.’

'Let me ask you something,' Pat said suddenly. 'Do you think George Walt redly areaWind God ?
After al, they were born with two bodies and four arms and legs, the artificia part wasn't ingtalled until
much later. So origindly they were exactly what they pretended to be. Jm didn't tell that Sinanthropus
that."

'You'redarn right he didn't,’ Sal said vigoroudy. 'And don't you rock the boat out of any misplaced
ethical motives... you hear ?

'Okay," she said, nodding.
Outside on the sdewak agang of well-wishers yelled up praise and dogans of congratulations; the
racket filtered into the conapt, and Sal went to glance out the living room window.

Some Cals, he saw. And aso some Whites. Just what he hoped to see; just what the entire struggle
had been about. How long it had been in coming ... dmost two centuries more than it should have taken.
The mind of man was uncommonly stubborn and dow to change. Reformers, including himself, were
always proneto forget that. Victory always seemed just around the corner. But generaly it was not,
after dl.

A vote for Jim Briskin, he thought, recdling the clichés and tirades of the campaign, is a vote for
humanity itself. Stale now, and aways oversmplified, and yet deep undernesth substantialy true. The
dogan had embodied the motor which had driven them on, which hed, finaly, enabled them to win. And
now what ? Sal asked himself. The big problems, every one of them, gtill remained. Thebibs, inther dl
too many warehouses throughout the nation, had become the property of Jm Briskin and the
Republican-Liberal Party. As had the desolate, roving packs of unemployed Coals, not to mention the
unhappy lower fringes of the white in-group . . men such as Mr. Hadley, who had been thefirst White to
emigrate, aswell as nearly thefirgt to come stumbling back, after the nexus had, mercifully, been



reopened.

It'll beahard four yearsfor Jim, he redlized soberly. He's inherited avast, savage burden from
Schwarz. If he thinks he's worn down now, he should see himsalf next year or the year after that. But |
guess that'swhat he wants. | hope so, anyhow.

Did we get or learn anything from our unexpected confrontation with the Pekes ? he wondered.

It showed us, he decided, that the difference between say mysdlf and the average Negro is so damn
dight, by every truly meaningful criterion, thet for al intents and purposesit doesn't exist. When
something like that, a contact with arace that's not Homo sapiens, occurs, at last we can finaly seethis.
And | don't mean just mysdlf; it was given to me to seethisfrom the start. | mean the ordinary
(statistically speaking) fat, mean dob who plops down next to you in ajet-hopper, snatchesup a
homeopape that someone's | eft, reads a headline, and then begins to spout right and left his miserable
opinions. So maybe, inthefina analyss, thisiswhat won the dection for Jm. Could it be ? Admittedly,
we can never be certain. But we can make an educated guess and say yes, maybe so. Maybeit was.

In that case, the whole wretched fracas was worth while.

'All the time you've been standing there in your dreams of self-glory,’ Pat said archly, 'I've been on
the vids getting hold of people for our party. Mr. Turpin can't come or doesn't careto come, which is
more likely, but he's sending afew of hiscarefully cultivated big-time employees - an adminidrative
assstant named Donald Stanley, for ingtance, whom he said we ought to meet. He didn't say why.'

I know why," Sd said. Tito Cravelli mentioned him, and anyhow | met him personaly on our trip to
dter-Earth. Stanley was directly in charge of the defective 'scuttler and, in asense, was responsible for
getting the entire project going. Y es, Stanley certainly should be part of this get-together. And | hope
you caled Tito. Our man intheworld.

'l cal him now,' Pat said, ‘and can you think of anyoneelse ?

"The more the better,’ SAl said, beginning finaly to get into the spirit of the thing.

At night Darius Pethel worked alonein his closed-up store. Something tapped on the window, and
he glanced up, Sartled. There, on the dark sidewak, stood Stuart Hadley.

Going to the front door, Pethel unlocked it. Opening it he said, 'l thought you emigrated.’

'Cut it out. Y ou know we dl came back." Shoulders hunched, Hadley entered the store. The familiar
place where he had worked so long.

'How wasit over there ?

‘Awful.

'So | heard,’ Pethel said. 'l suppose you want your job back. With each and every trimming.'

'Why not ?1'm asgood as| ever was." Restlesdy, Hadley roamed about the marginal shadowy
spaces of the store. "Y ou'll be glad to hear I'm back with my wife. Sparky returned to the Golden Door
satellite; they're going to open it again. In spite of Jm Briskin'sdection. | guesstherésgoingto bea
showdown fight." He added,, 'Frankly | couldn't care less. I've got my own problems. Well ? What do
you say ? Can | come back ? Hetried to make it sound casual.

'No reason why not,’ Pethel said.

Thanks." Hadley looked relieved. Very much so.

‘Some of you fdllas got killed, | read. Nasty.'

"That'sright, Dar; you've got it. They attacked us and the U.S. military unit accompanying us fought
them off bangupwise until the entrance, or maybe | should say exit, was reopened. I'd rather not talk
about it, to tdll you the truth. So many verflugender hopes went down the drainpipe when that failed,

mine and alot of other people's. Now it'sal up to the new president; welll wait, bide our time, see what
he can dream up, | guess. That's about al we can do, whether welikeit or not.’



'Y ou can write | etters to homeopapes.'

Hadley glared at him in mute outrage. 'Some joke. Y ou're persondly okay, Dar; youreal set. But
what about the rest of us ? Briskin better come up with something, or it's going to get alot worse before
it gets better.’

'How do you like knowing you're going to have a col for president ?

'l voted for him, along with the others." Hadley wandered back to the locked front door of the store.
‘Can | start tomorrow ?

'Sure. Comein at nine.!’

'Y ou think lifeisworth living, Dar ? Hadley demanded suddenly.

'Who knows. And if you have to ask, there's something wrong with you. What's the matter, are you

sck or something ? 1'm not hiring anybody who's anut or mentaly flammy; you better get straightened
out before you show up here tomorrow morning.'

"The compassionate employers." Hadley shook his head. 'Sorry | asked. | should have known
better.’

That emigration stunt with that this-Olt girl didn't gpparently teach you anything; you're asfouled up
asever. What's the matter, can't you accept life asit is? Y ou've dways got to pine after what isn't ? A
hell of alot of men would envy you your job; you're incredibly darn lucky to gd it back.’

'l know that.'

"Then why don't you calm down ? What's the matter ?

"When you had hopes once,' Hadley explained after apause, 'it's dways hard to go on after you give
them up. It's not so hard to give them up; that part is easy. After dl, you've got to, sometimes. But
afterward ... He gestured, grunting, '... What takes their place ? Nothing. And the emptinessis
frightening. It'sso big. It sort of absorbs everything else; sometimesit's bigger than the whole world. It
grows. It becomes bottomless. Do you know what I'm talking about ?

‘No,' Pethel said. Nor did he particularly care.

'Y ourelucky. Maybeit'll never hit you, or anyhow not until old age, until you're ahundred and fifty
or s0.' Hadley gazed a him. 'l envy you.'

‘Takeapill,' Pethel said.

'I'd beglad to take apill, if | knew of one. | don't think they'd help, though. | fedl like taking along
walk; maybe I'll walk dl night. Y ou give adarn ? Do you want to come aong ? Hell no, you don't. | can
seethat.

Pethel said, 'I've got work to do; | don't havetimeto stroll around taking inthe sights. | tell you
what, Hadley. When you come back to work tomorrow - listen to this- I'll give you araise. Doesthat
cheer you up ? He peered at him, trying to see.

'Yes,' Hadley said, but without conviction.

'l thought it would.'

'‘Maybe Briskin will go back to advocating planet-wetting.'

'Would that interest you ? That tired old nothing program ?

Opening the door, Hadley moved back outside into the dark sidewalk. 'Anything would interest me.
To be honest. I'd buy anything, right now.'

Gloomily, knowing that he had failed somewherein thisinterchange with Hadley, Darius Pethel said,
‘Some employee you're going to make!

'l can't helpit,' Hadley pointed out. 'Maybe'I'll change, though, in time; maybe something'll come
aong. God, I'm ill hoping!" He seemed amazed, even alittle disgusted with himself.

"Y ou know what you could try for achange ? Pethel said. 'Showing up alittle early, afew minutes



before nine. It might ater your life. Even more than that moronic attempt to escape by sneaking off with
that girl to that weird world where those semi-gpeslive. Try it. Seeif I'm not right.

Hadley eyed him. 'Y ou mean it. And that's the whole point; that's why we don't understand each
other. Maybe | should fed sorry for you instead of trying to get you to feel sorry for me. Y ou know,
maybe someday you'll suddenly crack up completdly, fly into amillion pieces, without warning. And I'll
limp on for years. Never redly give up, never actualy stop. Interesting.’

'For aperson who used to be optimistic...'

'I've aged,' Hadley said briefly. 'That experience on that dter-world did it to me. Can't you seeitin
my face ? He nodded goodbye to Darius Pethdl, then. 'See you tomorrow. Bright and early.’

As he shut the door, Pethdl said to himsdlf, | hope he can still peddle 'scuttlers. Well see about that.
If not, he's out. For good. Asfar as|'m concerned, he'sjust back here on probation, and he's lucky to
get that.

He's sure depressing to talk to these days, Pethel said to himself as he returned to his back office.

That raisein sdlary will eventudly cheer him up, he decided. How can it not ?

His own meager tendency to doubt was assuaged by that timely redization. Thoroughly. Or ... wasit

? Down undernegth on aleve which he did not care to communicate, aregion of hismind which
remained his own damn business, he was not so sure.

Hisfeet up on the arm of the couch, Phil Danville said, ‘It was my majestic speechesthat did it for
you, Jm. So what's my reward ? He grinned. 'I'm waiting.' He waited. 'Well ?

'Nothing on Earth could ever be sufficient reward for such an accomplishment,’ Jm Briskin said
absently.

'He's got hismind on something else’ Danville said, appedling to Dorothy Gill. 'Look a him. He's
not even happy; he'sgoing to ruin Sal Heim's party, when we get there. Maybe we better not go.'

'We haveto go, Dorothy Gill said.

'l won't wreck the mood of the party,’ im assured them, drawing himsdlf up dutifully. 'I'll be over it
by the time we get there." After all, this was the moment. But actually the great historic ingtant had
aready managed to dide away and disappear; it wastoo eusive, too subtly interwoven into the texture
of more commonplace redity. And, in addition, the problems awaiting him seemed to efface his
recognition of anything else. But that wastheway it had to be.

The door of the room opened and a Peke entered, carrying a portable verson of aTD linguistics
machine. At the sght of him everyone jumped to their feet. The three Secret servicemen whipped out
their gunsand one of them yelled.

'Drop!" The peoplein the room sprawled clumsily, dropping to the floor in grotesque, inexpert
hegps, scrambling without dignity away from the line of prospectivefire.

'Hello, Homo friends," the Peke said, by means of the linguistics machine. 'l wish in particular to
thank you, Mr. Briskin, for permitting meto remain in your world. | will comport mysdf entirely within
the framework of your legal code, believe me. And, in addition, perhapslater...'

The three Secret servicemen put their laser pistols awvay and dowly returned to their unobtrusive
places about the room.

'Good lord, Dorothy Gill breathed in relief as she got unsteadily to her feet. ‘It'sonly Bill Smith. This
time, anyhow.' She sank back down in her chair, sghing. 'We're safefor alittle whilelonger.'

'You redly gave usascare, Jm Briskin said to the Peke. He found himsdlf till shaking. 'l don't
remember having had anything to do with permitting him to stay here," he said to Tito Cravelli.

'He'sthanking you in advance,' Tito said. Y ou're going to decide after you become president, or
rather he hopes so.'



Phil Danville said, ‘Let's take him along with usto the party. That ought to please Sdl Heim. To
know therés ill one of them here, that we haven't quite gotten rid of them and probably never will.’

Itishighly fortunate that our two peoples ..." the Peke began, but Tito Cravelli cut him off.

'Saveit. Thecampaignisover.'

'Weretaking arest,' Danville added. 'Highly deserved, too.'

The Peke blinked in surprise, then said hurriedly, ‘As currently the sole surviving member of my race
onthissdeof the..

I'm sorry,' Jm said, '‘But Tito'sright; we can't listen to any more. Weve got to leave here. You're
welcome to come aong, but don't make any speeches. Y ou understand ? It's over. We've got other
things on our minds, now." Thetime you're talking about seemslike amillion years ago, he said to
himslf. It no longer seems plausible that your race and ours made contact during modern, historical
times, the memory of it isbeginning to fade. And your presence here among us hasthe qudity of a
dartling and unexplained anomaly; it's more puzzling than anything else.

‘Let'sgo,’ Phil Danville said, getting his coat and Dorothy's from the hall closet and moving toward
the door.

'l would think twice before going out there,' the Peke said to Jm Briskin. Therésaman lying in wait
for you.'

The Secret servicemen, again aert, strolled forward.

'Whoisit ? Jm asked the Peke.

'l couldn't catch hisname,' the Peke said.

‘Better not go out there,' Tito said warningly.

‘A well-wisher," Jm said.

'An assassin, you mean,’ Tito said.

Jm started to open the hall door, but one of the Secret servicemen stopped him. 'L et us check first.'
They filed, hard-eyed, out of the room.

"They're ill after you,' Tito said to Jm.

'| doubt that very much," m said.

A moment later the Secret servicemen returned, leisurdly. ‘It's okay, Mr. Briskin. Y ou can talk to
him.

Opening the hall door, Jm looked out. It was not awell wisher and, as the Secret servicemen had
said, it was not an assassin.

The man waiting for him was Bruno Mini.

Hand extended, Mini said, 'It certainly took me along timeto catch up with you, Mr. Briskin. I've
been trying dl throughout the latter part of the campaign.'

'Indeed you have, Mr. Mini,' Jm said.

Mini advanced toward Jm, smiling an intense, white-tooth smile. A smdl man, wearing astylish but
somewhat gaudy lonian purple snakeskin jacket with illuminated kummerbund and curly-toed Brazilian
pigbark dippers, Mini looked exactly what he was. adeder in wholesade dried fruit. 'Wevegot a
tremendous amount of vital businessto transact,’ Mini said earnestly. The gold toothpick projecting from
between his molar teeth wobbled in a spasm of energetic activity. "At thispoint | can revea to you that
thefirst planet I've planned on - and thiswill no doubt come to you as acomplete surprise - is Uranus.
Youll naturaly ask why.'

'No," Im Briskin said. 'l won't ask why.' He felt resigned. Sooner or later Mini had to catch up with
him. In fact, hewas very dightly but perceptibly relieved that it had at |ast happened... and that did
surprisehim.



"Where can we go that we can talk at adequate length to do justice to thistopic, and of course, in
drict private ? Mini asked. He added, 'I've dready gone to the trouble of informing the mediathat we
would mest, tonight; it's my ‘conviction’, based on years of experience, that dignified but continua public
exposure to our program will do much to put it over with the - how shdl | phraseit ? - less educated
masses. He rooted vigoroudly in his overstuffed briefcase.

A Secret serviceman gppeared out of nowhere and took the briefcase from Mini.

Grumbling, Mini said, "Y ou fellowsingpected it downgtairs on the front sdewalk and then herejust a
minute ago. For heaven's sake!'

‘Can't afford to take any chances." Obvioudly the Secret servicemen viewed Bruno Mini with
magnified distrust. Some quality about him aroused their professiona interest. The briefcase was
elaborately examined and then, reluctantly, passed back to Mini as being harmless.

From the room noisily trooped Tito Cravelli, Phil Danville, Dorothy Gill, the Peke Bill Smith, wearing
his blue cloth cap and carrying hislinguistics machine, and finally three Secret servicemen. 'Were on our
way to Sd and Pat's,’ Tito explained to Jim Briskin. 'Y ou coming or not ?

‘Not for awhile," im Briskin said, and knew that it would be along time before he managed to get

to this party or any other party.
‘Let me describe the advantages of Uranus, Mini said enthusiastically. And began handing Jm an
overwhelming spectrum of documents from his briefcase asrapidly as possble.

It was going to be adifficult four years. He could see that. Four ? More likely eight.
Theway things turned out, he was proved correct.



