The Dancing G rl of Ganynede

| . The Wanderer

Tony Harrah cane into the bazaar of Komar, heading for the Street of the

Ganbl ers. The sour wine was heavy in himand his pockets were |ight and he was
inno hurry. Wn or lose, there was nothing to be in a hurry about. He was on
the beach and Komar is a far |ost beach for an Earthnan.

The wind blew slowy through the narrow streets, stirring the torch flanes
that burned eternally under the dimred sky. It snelled of heat and sul phur

of the vol canic heart of Ganynmede. Even here on the plateau, a thousand feet
above the jungle, there was no escape fromit. The sliding roofs of the houses
were open wide to receive it for there was no other breath of air.

Above the tumult of the bazaar the great yellow star that was the Sun bl azed
splendidly in the far darkness of space. Jupiter filled half the sky, msty,
banded with crimson and purple and grey. Between Sun and Jupiter raced the

t hrongi ng moons, catching |ight now fromone, now fromthe other, burning,

fl ashi ng, glorious.

Harrah took no joy in that nagnificence. He had | ooked at it too |ong.

He shoul dered his way toward the square where the Street of the Ganbl ers joins
the Street of Miidens and the Street of Thieves and at his heels like a furry
shadow cane Tok the aboriginal, the I enur-eyed child of the forests, who was
Harrah's and who |oved himutterly.

It was on the edge of the square that Harrah caught the first wild rhythnms of
the music. And it was there that Tok reached out one sudden hand-1li ke paw and
caught his master's shirt and said, "Lord—wait!"

Harrah turned, startled by the urgency in Tok's voice. He opened his mouth to
speak but he did not speak. The look in Tok's eyes stopped him A queer bl ank
| ook, luminous with sonme great fear

The aborigi nal noved forward, past Harrah, and then became a notionl ess shape
of darkness between the torches and the nmoons. His head was lifted slightly
into the wind. His nostrils quivered and gradual ly the quivering spread over
his whol e slimbody as though he breathed in terror with every breath.

I mperceptibly his flesh seened to shrink in upon itself until all the | ook of
humanki nd was gone from hi mand he was an ani mal poised for flight.

"Lord," he whispered. "Evil, Lord—evil and death. It is in the wind."

Harrah repressed a shiver. He could see nothing but the crowded square—the
polyglot life of Komar, the landless, the | aw ess, the unwanted and forgotten
the m ngled off-scourings of the Inner Wrlds, mixed with the dark
native-human fol k of Ganynmede. The only unusual thing was the music and there
was not hing fearsome in that. Pipe and drum and a doubl e- banked harp, raw and
barbaric but stirring to the bl ood.

Yet Tok half turned and | ooked at himwith the eyes of one who has seen
forbidden things and cried out, "Go! Go back, Lord. The wind is full of
deat h! "

And as he spoke others of his kind came running fromthe square, furry
man-things far fromtheir native jungles, and one of them whinpered as he ran



"Denmons. Denons with the eyes of darkness!"
"CGo, Lord," whispered Tok.

The power of suggestion was so strong that Harrah al nost obeyed. Then he
caught hinself and | aughed. "Wat is it, Tok?" he demanded, in the sinple
abori gi nal speech. "I see no denons."

"They are there. Please, Lord!"
"Nonsense." He jingled the coins in his pocket. "Either I win sonme noney or
you steal to feed us. Go back yourself."

He patted Tok's quivering shoul der and went on into the square, forging his
way through the crowd. He was curious now. He wanted to see what had
frightened Tok and set the aboriginals to flight.

* k%

He saw the dancing girl, whirling crimon and white across the dirty stones,
to the music of pipe and drum and harp, played by three nmen who m ght have
been her brothers.

She was a Wanderer, from her ornaments and her ragged dress—a sort of

i nterplanetary gypsy, one of the vast worldless tribe of space who travel from
pl anet to planet but are citizens of none. Their blood is a mxture of every
race in the System capabl e of cross-breeding and they are outcaste bel ow t he

| owest .

There had been a few of themin Komar but this girl was new. |f Harrah had
seen her before he would not have forgotten. He thought that no man coul d ever
forget her. There was sonet hing about her eyes.

Hal f naked in her bright rags she went on swift white feet through the tossing
glare of the torches. Her hair was tawny gold and her face was the face of a
smling angel and her eyes were bl ack.

They did not smile, those dark, deep eyes. They had no kinship with the lithe
gai ety of her body. They were sorrowful and snoldering and full of anger—the
nost bitter raging eyes that Harrah had ever seen

He pushed forward, farther still, until he stood in the open space where she
danced, so close that her | oose mane of hair al nbst brushed himas she passed.
And as he wat ched he becane aware of an odd thing.

The musi c was sensuous and the very steps of the dance were an invitation as

ol d as humankind. Yet in sonme peculiar way the girl took the primtive ani nal
rhythnms and transmuted theminto sonmething cool and lovely. An old old nmenory
cane back to Harrah, of silver birches dancing in the w nd.

Then, abruptly, she cane to a halt before him her armnms high above her head,
poi sed on a quivering note of longing fromthe reed pipe. She | ooked at him
the dark, sinewy Earthman with a handful of coins, and her | ook was a curse.

He could feel the hatred in her as a personal thing, alive and thirsting. The
vi ol ence of it shook him He was about to speak, and then she was gone again,
blown like a | eaf on the surging nusic.

He stood where he was, waiting, in the grip of a sudden fascination that he
had no wish to break. And between his feet as he watched a small brown cur
sl unk snarling.



The dogs of Komar are |ike many anot her pack on worlds far fromtheir parent
Earth. Lost, strayed or abandoned fromthe ships that |and there out of space,
they have thriven in the gutters and the steanming alleys. And now, quite
suddenly, Harrah becane aware of a new sound in the bazaar

The narrow streets were as full of noise as ever and the wild oblique rhythms
of the nusic filled the square. But the little brown cur lifted his nmuzzle to
the sky and how ed, a |ong savage wail, and somewhere cl ose by anot her
dog-throat picked it up, and another, and still another, until the square rang
with it. Harrah heard the cry spreadi ng out and away, running through the
twisting alleys and the dark ways of Komar, how answering how , desol ate and
full of fear, and a col dness crept along the Earthman's spine.

There was sonething terrible about that primtive warning out of Earth's far
past, unchanged even on this alien noon.

The nmusic faltered and died. The girl stopped her dancing, her body hal f bent,
poi sed and still. A silence fell across the square and gradually the sound of
human voi ces ceased entirely as the city listened to the howing of its dogs.

Harrah shivered. The crowd began to stir uneasily and a little muttering began
to creep under the wailing of the dogs. The dancing girl relaxed very slowy
from her pose, gathering herself.

A rough body brushed Harrah's knee. He | ooked down to see a great |urcher
nmovi ng hal f-crouched into the open space. He realized then that the square was
full of dogs, furtive shadows gliding between the | egs of the men. They had

st opped how i ng, these dogs. They grow ed and whi npered and their white fangs
gl eaned.

The smal | brown cur nobaned once. Then he went with a rush and a scrabbl e out
across the stones and | eaped straight for the dancing girl's throat.

Il: The Brothers

She did not scream She noved, as swiftly as the dog, and caught the wry
brown body in mid-|eap, between her two hands. Harrah saw her stand so for a
split second, holding the frenzied beast that was shrieking nowto get at her
and her eyes had narrowed to two slits of cold fire, utterly black and wi thout
fear.

Then she threw the dog into the jaws of the lurcher, that had started a rush
of his own, and the two went down in a snarling tangle.

After that there was bedlam The one act of violence was all that was needed.
The crowd turned and rolled in upon itself in a panic desire to be quit of the
square. Dogs and humans were mixed in a tranpling scream ng turmoil. Sonething
had set the beasts mad and in their madness they snapped and tore at whatever
got in their way. There began to be bl ood on the stones and weapons flashed in
the torchlight and the voice of fury bayed in the hot wi nd.

Dogs and men only fought there. The aboriginals were gone.
Harrah managed to stand his ground for a nonent. He saw the girl run past him
and brought the barrel of his gun down across the head of a |ong-jawed brute

that came at her from behind. Wen he | ooked agai n she had di sappeared.

The press of the crowd bore himon then, the way she had gone. After a few



paces he stunbl ed and | ooked down to see scarlet cloth and white flesh between
his feet. She was trying to get up. He fought a clear space for her, battering
with fists and el bows. In a second she was up, tearing like a wildcat with her
long nails at the bodies that threatened to crush her down agai n.

She was still not afraid.

Harrah grinned. He caught her up and tossed her over his shoul der. She was
smal |, and surprisingly light. He let the tide carry them concentrating only
on keeping his feet, clubbing dog and man al i ke.

The girl had drawn a little knife from sonewhere in her rags. Hangi ng head
down over his shoulder, she plied it and | aughed. Harrah thought that it was
fine to be brave but he thought she needn't have enjoyed it so nuch. Her body
was |ike spring steel, clinging around him

An alley mouth opened before him He went down it with a rush of escaping
humanity and ragi ng dogs, making for the wall. The houses were irregularly
built and presently he found a crevice between two of themthat had once
housed a stall. He dodged into it, set the girl on her feet behind himand
stood getting his breath back, watchful of the crowd still streamng by not a
foot away from him

He knew that the girl was |ooking at him She was very close in that cranped
space. She was not trenbling nor even breathing hard.

"Way did you glare at ne like that, in the square?" he asked her. "Was it
personal or do you just hate all nen?"

"Did you pick me up just to get the answer to that question?" She spoke
English perfectly, without a trace of an accent, and her voice was as
beautiful as her body, very clear and soft.

"Per haps. "

"Very well then. | hate all nen. And wonen too—especially wonen."

She was matter-of-fact about it. It came to Harrah with a small qual mthat she
meant it. Every word of it. He was suddenly uneasy about having her little

kni fe where she could use it on his back

He turned around, catching her wist. She let himtake the knife, smling a
little.

"Fear," she said. "Always fear, no matter where you are."
"But you're not afraid."

"No." She glanced past him into the alley. "The crowd is thinning now | wll
go and find nmy brothers.”

A big rusty-red nongrel thrust his head into the crevice and snarled. Harrah
ki cked hi mand he slunk back reluctantly, his Iips w nkled, his red-rinmed
eyes fixed on the girl.

"I wouldn't," said Harrah. "The dogs don't seemto |ike you."

She | aughed. "I haven't a scratch on ne. Look at yourself."

He | ooked. He was bleeding in a nunber of places, and his clothes were in



shr eds.
He shook hi s head.

"What the devil got into then?" he denanded.

"Fear," said the girl. "Always fear. | will go now "
She noved to pass him and he stopped her. "Ch, no. | saved your life, |ady.

You can't wal k away quite so easily."
* * %

He put his hands on her shoul ders. Her flesh was cool and firm and the
strands of her tawny mane curled over it between his fingers. Wat mngling of
alien strains had bred her he could not guess but she was |ike no one he had
ever seen before, inexpressibly lovely in the light of the flashing noons. She
was |ike moonlight herself, the soft gleamof it in her hair, her skin, her
great haunted eyes.

Qut caste, dancer in the public streets, pariah in crinson rags, there was a
magi ¢ about her. It stirred Harrah deeply. Sone intuition warned himto take
his hands from her and | et her go, because she was a stranger beyond his
knowi ng. But he did not. He could not.

He bent and ki ssed her lightly between the brows. "Wat's your nanme, little
Wander er ?"

"Marith."

Harrah knew that word, in the lingua franca of the thieves' markets. He
smi | ed.

"And why shoul d you be called ' Forbi dden' ?"

Her dark gaze dwelt upon him sonberly. "I amnot for any man to | ove."

"WIl you cone home with me, Marith?"

She whi spered, "I warn you, Earthman—+ am death!"”

He | aughed and gathered her into his arms. "You're a child and children should
not be full of hate. Come home with nme, Marith. I'lIl only kiss you now and
then and buy you pretty things and teach you how to | augh.™

She did not answer at once. Her face was distant and dream ng as though she
listened to some far-off voice. Presently she shrugged and said, "Very well. |

will cone."

They started off together. The alley was deserted now There were |lingering

sounds of turnoil in the bazaar but they were far away. Harrah led the girl
toward his house and the streets were enpty and still under the thronging
noons.

He kept his armaround her. He was full of a strange excitenent and his bored
ill-tenmper had left himconpletely. Yet as he wal ked he becane aware again of
a gulf between himand Marith, sonething he could not understand. A pang of
doubt that was al nost fear crossed his heart. He did not know what he held,
child, woman or sone alien, wi cked creature, close in the hollow of his arm

He renenbered t he aboriginals, who had cried of death and denmons. He



renenbered the how ing of the dogs. And he wondered because of what he felt
within hinself.

But she was very lovely and her little white feet stepped so lightly in the
dust beside his and he would not |et her go.

They had | eft the bazaar behind them They came to a quiet place, surrounded

by the blank walls of houses, and suddenly, w thout sound, as though they had
taken form ghost-like fromthe shadows, two nen stepped out and barred their

way.

One was an Earthman, a | arge man, heavy-shoul dered, heavy-faced, with a | ook
of ponderous i Mmovability about him The other was a Venusian, slimand
handsome, with bright pale hair. Both men were armed. There was somet hing
infinitely om nous about the way they stood there, neither noving nor
speaking, with the nmoonlight touching a hard blue glitter fromtheir guns.

Harrah stopped, his hands half raised, and Marith noved forward, one step
away from him Then she too stopped, |ike a crouching cat.

Harrah said, "Wat is this? Wat do you want ?"

The Earthman answered, "W want the—the girl, not you.
hesitated oddly over that word, "girl."

H s sl ow, deep voice

Marith turned. She would have fled past Harrah, back the way they had cone,
but again she cane to a dead halt.

"There is soneone behind you," she said. Her eyes |ooked at Harrah and he was
startled to see that they were full of terror. She was afraid now-deathly
afraid.

"Don't let themtake nme," she whispered. "Please don't let themtake nme!" And
then, as though to herself, "Hurry. Ch, hurry!"

Her head noved tensely fromside to side, the head of an ani mal seeking

escape, but there was no escape.
* * %

Harrah gl anced over his shoulder. A third man had conme from sonewhere to stand
behind themwith a gun, a yelloweyed Martian with a smling, wolfish face.
Deep within Harrah a small chill pul se of warning began to beat. This was no
spur - of -t he- nonent hol dup. This was anbush, carefully planned. He and Marith
had been deliberately foll owed, herded and trapped.

"Marith," he said. "Do you know t hese nmen?"

She nodded. "I know them Not their names—but | know them" It was terrible to
see her so afraid.

It seened to Harrah that he knew the men also, an intuitive know edge based on
| ong experience.

"You srell of law," he said to them He |aughed. "You've forgotten where you
are. This is Komar."

The [ arge man shook his head. "We're not |law. This is—personal."”

"Let us have no trouble, Earthman," said the Martian. "W have no quarrel wth
you. It is only the girl-thing we want." He began to nove closer to Harrah



slowy, like a man approachi ng a dangerous aninmal. At the sane tine the others
noved in al so.

"Unfasten your belt."” said the |large man to Harrah. "Let it drop."

"Don't let themtake ne." whispered Marith.
Harrah | owered his hands to his belt.

He noved then, very swiftly. But they were swift too and there were three of
them Harrah had not quite cleared his gun fromthe hol ster when the Martian's
weapon t ook hi m cl ub-fashion across the side of the head. He fell. He heard
his gun clatter sharply against stone, far away where soneone had kicked it.
He heard Marith cry out.

Wth infinite effort he raised hinself on his hands. Wavering bands of

bl ackness and intense |light obscured his vision. But he saw dinly that the
Venusi an had caught the girl and that the other two were struggling to subdue
her, and that her struggle was beyond belief, the small white body fighting to
be free

He tried to rise and could not. In a mnute they had borne her down, the three
of them The slender wists were snared and bound. One of the nmen produced a
cloth that gleaned |like metal and raised it above her head.

They seemed to recede from Harrah, gliding away down a street curiously

| engt hened i nto sone dark di mension of pain. The echoes of their grunts and
scufflings rang queerly nmuffled in his ears. But he saw, quite clearly, the
| ast despairing ook that Marith gave hi mbefore the shining cloth descended
and hid her face.

H s heart was wrenched with sorrow for her and a terrible rage rose in him
against the nen. He tried to get up and go after her and for a time he thought
he had but when his sight cleared a little he realized that he had only
crawm ed a few inches. How long the effort had taken himhe did not know but
the street was enpty and there was no sound.

"Marith," he said. "Marith!"

Then he | ooked up, and saw that her brothers were standing over him inmrensely
tall, their beautiful strange faces very white in the shifting Iight of the
noons.

I11: A Broken Edge

One of the Wanderers reached down and gathered Harrah's shirtfront into his
hand. Wthout effort, he lifted the Earthman to his feet. He | ooked into
Harrah's face with eyes that were like Marith's, black and deep, charged with
some cruel anger of the soul

"Where is she?" he demanded. "Where have they taken her?"

"I don't know." Harrah found that he could stand up. He tried to shake off the
Wanderer's grip. "Were did you cone fron? How did you—~

"Find her." The hand that woul d not be shaken off tightened on Harrah's shirt
until the cloth was drawn cl ose around his throat. "You took her away,

Eart hman. Between you and the dogs somnet hi ng has happened that was not neant
to happen. You took her—ow find her!™"



Harrah said between his teeth, "Let go."
"Let himgo, Kehlin," said one of the others. "He will be no use dead."

Al most reluctantly the throttling grip relaxed and was gone. Harrah stepped
back. He was furious but he was also nore than a little frightened. Again, as
with Marith, he had touched sonething strange in this man Kehlin. The terrible
relentl ess strength of that strangling hand seemed nore than human.

Then he swayed and nearly fell and realized that he was still dizzy fromthe
bl ow and probably not thinking very clearly.

The man called Kehlin said, with iron patience, "She nmust be found quickly. At
once, do you understand? She is in great danger."

Harrah remenbered his last sight of Marith's face. He renmenbered her fear and
the quiet deadly urgency with which the three strangers had gone about the
taki ng of her. He knew that Kehlin spoke the truth.

"I"ll get Tok," said Harrah. "He can find out where she is."
"Who i s Tok?"

Harrah expl ai ned. "The aborigi nal s know everything that goes on in Komar
al nost before it happens.™

He turned, suddenly in a hurry to get on to his |odgings and | ook for Tok, but
Kehlin said sharply, "Wait. | can do it nore quickly."

Harrah stopped, a cold tingle sweeping across his skin. Kehlin's face had the
same | ook that he had seen on Marith's before, the odd expression of one
listening to distant voices. There was a nonent of silence and then the
Wanderer smiled and said, "Tok is com ng."

One point of mystery cleared up for Harrah. "Tel epaths. That's how you found
me, how you knew what had happened to Marith. She was calling to you to
hurry."

Kehlin nodded. "Unfortunately it's a limted talent. W can conmuni cate anong
oursel ves when we w sh, and we have sonme control over ninds of the |ower
orders, that are aninmal or very near it, like Tok's. But | cannot read or even
trace the mnds of the men who have taken ny sister—and she is being prevented
fromusing her owmn ability to talk to nme."

"They put a cloth over her head," said Harrah. "A shining sort of cloth."
"Thought waves are electrical in nature,"” said Kehlin. "They can be screened."

After that no one spoke. They stood in the enpty space under the blank walls
of the houses and waited.

Presently anong the shadows a darker shadow nmoved. Slowly, with a terrible
reluctance, it canme toward theminto the nmoonlight and Harrah saw that it was
Tok. Tok, creeping, cringing, bent as though under a heavy burden—not wanting
to come but drawn as a fish is drawmn unwilling by hook and line.

The hook and line of Kehlin's mnd. Harrah gl anced fromthe Wanderer's stil
face to the awmful misery of fear in Tok's eyes and a wave of anger swept over
him mngled with a certain dread.



"Tok," he said gently. "Tok!"

The aboriginal turned his head and gave Harrah one | ook of hopel ess

pl eadi ng—ust such a | ook as Marith had gi ven when the strangers took her
away. Then he crouched down at Kehlin's feet and stayed there, shivering.

| mpul sively, Harrah started forward and one of Kehlin's brothers caught him by
the arm

"I'f you want to save her—be still!"

Harrah was still, and felt the aching of his flesh where the man had gri pped
it, as though with five clanps of steel instead of human fingers.

Kehlin did not speak and the only sound that canme from Tok was a sort of

unconsci ous whi npering. But after a mnute or two Kehlin said, "He knows where

she is. He will guide us."
* * %

Tok had already turned to go. The men followed him Harrah saw that Tok's step
was swift now, alnobst eager. But the terror had not left him

Kehlin wat ched himand his eyes were black and deep as the spaces beyond the
stars.

Dermons. Denons with the eyes of darkness.

A shiver of superstitious fear went over Harrah. Then he | ooked again at the
Wanderers in their tawdry rags—eutcasts of an outcaste tribe, selling their

sister's beauty in the marketplace for the sake of a few coins, and his awe

left him

He had caught too rmuch of it fromthe aboriginals, who could make an evil
spirit out of every shadow.

He began to think again of Marith, and the yell oweyed Martian who had cracked
his skull, and his knuckles itched.

He had no weapon now except a knife he carried under his shirt but he felt
that he could make shift.

Abruptly he asked a question that had been on the top of his mind. "Wat did
the men want with her?"

One of the Wanderers shrugged. "She is beautiful."

"That was not in their mnds," said Harrah. "Nor is it yours."

"An old feud," said Kehlin harshly. "A blood feud."

Sonet hi ng about his voice nade Harrah shiver all over again.

There was sonet hi ng strange about Komar now. After that brief violence of the
dogs, nothing stirred. The sound of voices cane fromthe roofl ess houses, a
sort of uneasy muttering that burst into sharper cadence around the w ne

shops.

But no man wal ked in the streets. Even the dogs were gone.



Harrah was sure that eyes watched themfromthe darkness, as Marith and her
captors had been watched. But it was only a feeling. The aboriginals
t hensel ves were intangi bl e as snoke.

Tok led the way swiftly, doubling back toward the | ower side of the bazaar
Here was a section that Harrah never visited—the Quarter of the Sellers of
Dreans. Poetic name for a maze of filthy rat-runs stinking with the breath of
nanel ess substances. The sliding roofs were always cl osed and what few voices
could be heard were beyond hunman speech

They came to a house that stood by itself at the end of an alley. It |ooked as
though it had stood a long tinme by itself, the fecund weeds grow ng thick
around the door, rooting in the chinks of the walls.

There was no light, no sound. But Tok stopped and poi nted.

After a noment Kehlin nodded. Wth that gesture he dism ssed Tok, forgot him
utterly, and the aboriginal went with three loping strides into the shadows

and was gone.
* * %

Kehlin noved forward, treading noiselessly in the dust.

The others foll owed. Around at the side was a wing, partially destroyed in
some ol d quake. A thick stubby tree had sprouted in the dirt floor, its
branches spreadi ng out over the broken walls.

Wthout waiting for Kehlin's orders Harrah swung up into the tree and cli nbed
fromthere to the coping of the house, where he could | ook down upon the roof.

The sliding sections were closed. But they were old and rotted and through the
gaps Harrah saw a dimglow of |ight. Sonewhere below a | antern burned and a
man was tal ki ng.

The Wanderers were beside himnow on the coping, noving with great care on the
crunmbling brick. Their eyes caught the lantern-glowwith a feral glitter
giving thema | ook unutterably cruel and strange.

Harrah thought they had forgotten himnow as conpletely as they had forgotten
Tok.

He shifted position until he could see directly down through a hole in the
roof. Kehlin was beside him very close.

The man's voice came up to them slow, deliberate, wthout pity.

"We've cone a long way for this. W didn't have to. W could have stayed safe
at home and | et sonebody el se do the worrying. But we came. One man from each
wor | d—Aen, hear nme? Human nen. "

H s shadow fell broad and bl ack across the floor, across Marith. A |large
shadow, ponderous, inmovable. The girl lay on the floor. The metallic cloth
still covered her head and a gag had been added outside it, to keep her from
scream ng. She was still bound but the cords had been replaced by nmetal cuffs,
connected by wires that led to a little black box. A tiny portable generator
Harrah thought, and was filled with fury.

"You're tough," said the man. "But we're tough too. And we won't go away enpty
handed. 1'll ask you once nore. How many—and where?"



Marith shook her head.

A lean dark hand that could only have bel onged to the Martian reached out and
pressed a stud on the black box. The body of the girl stiffened, was shaken
wi th agony.

Harrah gathered hinself. And in the instant before he junped Kehlin noved so
that his shoulder struck the Earthman a hard thrusting bl ow and sent him
pl ungi ng head forenost through the roof.

There was a great splintering of rotten wood. The whol e room was suddenly
reveal ed to Harrah—the three nen | ooking upward, the girl scarlet and white
agai nst the brown floor, the small black box, all rushing up, up to nmeet him

He grasped at a broken edge of roof. It crunbled in his hands, and he saw the
Venusi an step back, it seemed very slowy, to get out of his way. The
nmonentary breaking of his fall enabled Harrah to get his feet under himand he
t hought that he was not going to die at once, he would surely live | ong enough
to break Kehlin's neck instead of his own.

He hit the floor in a shower of dust and splinters. Half smling the Martian
drew hi s gun.

I'V: As Leopards .

After that for a monent no one noved. The dust of years sifted down on them
Anot her board fell with a crash. Harrah gasped for the breath that had been
knocked out of himand the girl withed in her uninterrupted pain. A brief
nonment of stillness in which the Earthman, the Martian and the Venusian stared
at Harrah and thought of nothing el se.

Then, very stealthily and swiftly, the Wanderers dropped through the open roof
as |l eopards drop on their quarry fromabove. In a way, it was beautiful to

wat ch—+the marvel ous grace and strength with which they nmoved, the flashing of
the three bright silent blades. A ballet with knives. The Martian's gun went
off once. It didn't hit anything. The big Earthnman turned to grapple with
Kehlin and grunted as the steel went home between his ribs.

Harrah got up. There didn't seemto be any place for himin that fight. It was
over too fast, so fast that it seened inpossible that three nen could die in
so few seconds. The faces of Marith's brothers were cold with a terrible

col dness that turned Harrah sick to | ook at them

He stepped over the body of the Venusian, noting how the curling silver hair
was nmottled with crinmson and dark dust. He cut the power fromthe black box
and Marith rel axed slowy, her flesh still quivering. He tore the gag and the
metal cloth from her head, and thought that men who could do this thing to a
girl deserved to die. And yet he took no joy in it.

Marith | ooked up at himand he thought she smiled. He Iifted her and held her
in his arnms, touching her with awkward gentl e hands.

The big Earthman rai sed his head. Even death he would neet on his own tine,
refusing to be hurried. He saw what had been done, and there was sonethi ng now
in his broad stolid face that startled Harrah—a grimand shining faith.

He | ooked at the Wanderers with a | ook of bitter fury in which there was no
acknow edgnent of defeat.



"Al'l right," he said. "All right. You're safe for a while now You set a trap
and you baited it with her and it worked—and you're safe now. But you can't

hi de. The very dogs know you. There's no place for you in earth, heaven or
hell. If it takes every drop of human blood in the Systemto drown you we'll
doit."”

He turned to Harrah, kneeling in the dirt with Marith in his arnmns.

"Don't you know what they are?" he demanded. "Are you in love with that and
you don't know what it is?"

Harrah felt Marith shudder and sigh agai nst himand before he coul d speak
Kehlin had stooped, smiling, over the big man. The Wanderer's kni fe nmade one
qui ck dainty nmotion and there were no nore words, only a strangled grunting
such as a butchered pig makes when it falls. Then sil ence.

Marith's fingers tightened on Harrah's wist. She tried to rise and he hel ped
her up and steadi ed her

Still smling, Kehlin came across the room the knife swinging languidly in
hi s hand.

Marith said, "Wait."

Kehlin's smile turned into something sardonic. As one who is in no hurry he
wai ted, coming only far enough so that the bl ood of the big Earthman woul d not
touch his sandal s.

Marith | ooked up into Harrah's face. There was no hatred in her eyes now
"Is it true?" she asked. "Do you | ove ne?"

Harrah coul d not answer. He | ooked at the dead nmen and the three silent beings
that stood over themand there was a sickness in him a sickness beyond the
fear of death.

"What are you?" he said to them "The dogs know you. Tok knows you. But
don't know you."

H s gaze cane back to Marith. She had not taken her eyes fromhim They broke
his heart.

"Yes," he said, with a queer harshness. "Yes, | guess | |ove you as nuch as
you can nake any neani ng out of the word." The snell of blood | ay heavy and
sweet on the air and the bl ade gleamed in Kehlin's hand and it seened a
strange word to be speaking in this place. It had a jeering sound of |aughter

Marith whispered, "Kiss ne."

* * %

Stiffly, slowy, Harrah bent and kissed her on the nmouth. Her |ips were coo
and very sweet and a queer wld pang rang through himso that his flesh
contracted as though frompain or fear and his heart began a great poundi ng.
He stepped back and said, "You re not human."

"No," she answered softly. "I amandroid.” Presently she sniled. "I told you,
Earthman. | am Marith. | am Forbi dden."

She did not weep. She had no hunman tears. But her eyes were heavy with the



sadness of all creation

"Fromtime to time," she murnured, "nen and wonen have |loved us. It is a great
sin and they are punished for it and we are destroyed. W have no souls and
are |l ess than the dogs that tear at us. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust—even that
is denied us for we are not born of the earth, of Adamis clay. The hand of nman
made us, not the hand of God, and it is true that we have no place in heaven
or hell."

"W will make a place," said Kehlin, and his fingers played with the shining
kni fe. There was no sadness about him He | ooked at the dead nen, the nman of
Earth, the nman of Venus, the man of Mars.

"On their worlds we will make a place. Heaven has no neaning for us nor hell
Only the life we have now, the |ife nan gave us. You, Earthman! How | ong have
you been out here beyond the Belt?"

"Along tine," said Harrah. "A long, long tinme."

"Then you haven't heard of the war." Kehlin's white teeth glittered. "The
secret quiet war against us—the slaves, the pets, the big wonderful toys that
grew so strong we frightened the men who made us. It's not strange you haven't
heard. The governnents tried to keep it secret. They didn't want a panic,
people killing each other in m stake for runaway androi ds. W were so hard to
detect, you see, once we shed our uniforms and got rid of our tattoo marks."
He stirred the Martian with his foot, the dark face turned upward, snarling
even in death.

"It took nmen like this to recognize us," he said. "Men trained in the

| aboratories before they were trai ned against crinme. W thought we were safe
here, far beyond the |aw, but we had to be sure. Law wouldn't matter if word
got back to the Inner Wrlds. They woul d conme out and destroy us." He |aughed.
"Now we're sure."

"For atine," said Marith. "There will be others |ike them"
"Tinme," said Kehlin. "Alittle tinme. That's all we need."

He noved again toward Harrah, casually swift, as though one nore thing needed
to be done.

Harrah wat ched himcome. He did not quite believe, even now. He was
renmenberi ng androi ds as he had known of them | ong ago—Kehlin had named them
The slaves, the pets, the big wonderful toys. Synthetic creatures built of
chemi cal protoplasm nolded in pressure tanks, sparked to intelligent life by
the magi c of cosmic rays drawn pure from outer space.

Creatures made originally to do the work that human flesh was too frai

for—+he dangerous things, the experinents with pressure and radiation, the

gat hering of data from places where nen could not go, the long |lonely grinding
jobs that tear human nerves to pieces.

For man had built better than Nature. The androi ds were not hanpered by the
need of food, air and water. A few ounces of chenicals every year or so kept
t hem goi ng. Their lungs were ornanental, for the purpose of speech only. They
had no conplicated internal structure to break down and their flesh was
tough-celled, all but indestructible.

And because they coul d be made beautiful, because they had strength and grace
and endurance beyond the human, their uses had w dened. Entertainers,



househol d servants, fashionable adjuncts to expensive living. Things. Objects
to be bought and sold |ike machines. And they had not been content.

Kehlin's eyes were brilliant with the glory of hate. He was as splendid and
i nevitable as the angel of death and, |ooking at him Harrah becane aware of a
bitter truth—the truth that the big Earthman had denied with his dying breath.
Man had w ought too well. These were the natural inheritors of the universe.

Marith said again, "Wait."
This time Kehlin did not stop

Marith faced him standi ng between himand Harrah's vul nerabl e body.

"I have earned this right," she said. "I demand it."
Kehlin answered without a flicker of enpbtion. "This man nust die." And he
woul d not st op.

Marith woul d not nove and behind her back Harrah drew his own knife into his
hand. Futile as it was he could not submit to butchery without at |east the
gesture of fighting back. He | ooked into Kehlin's face and shuddered, an

i nward shudder of the soul
* % %

Marith spoke.

"This man has al ready hel ped us greatly—perhaps he has saved us by saving ne."
She pointed to the bodies. "We're not free of their kind and what we have to
do can't be done in a mnute. W need supplies fromKomar—etals, tools,
chemicals, many things. If we get them ourselves we run the risk of being

recogni zed. But if we had an agent, a go-between— She paused, then added, "A
human. "

Kehlin had at last halted to |listen. One of the other nmen—Harrah coul d not,
somehow, stop thinking of them as nmen—spoke up

"That is worth thinking about, Kehlin. W can't spend all our tinme in the
public squares, watching for spies.”

Kehlin | ooked across Marith's white shoul der at the Earthman, and shook his
head.

"Trust a human?" He | aughed.

"There are ways to prevent betrayal,"” said Marith. "Ways you know of."

And the android who had spoken before echoed, "That is so."

Kehlin played with the knife and continued to watch Harrah but he did not

nove. Harrah said hoarsely, "To the devil with you all. No one has asked ne
whether I"'mw lling to betray ny own kind."

Kehlin shrugged. "You can join themquite easily." he said, and glanced at the
bodi es. Marith turned and took Harrah by the arnms. Her touch sent that queer

pang through his flesh again, and it was strangely sweet.

"Death is yours for the asking, now or later. But think, Earthman. Perhaps
there is justice on our side too. Wait a little before you die."



She had not changed, he thought. Her little white feet that had wal ked besi de
his in the dust of Komar, her voice that had spoken to himthrough the
nmoonl i ght +hey had not changed. Only her eyes were different.

Marith's eyes and hinsel f, because of what he knew. And yet he renenbered.

He did not know what he hel d—hild, wonman or sone alien w cked creature, close
in the hollow of his arm But she was very lovely and he would not let her go.

He drew a long breath. Her eyes, searching his, were a beauty and a pain so
poi gnant that he could neither bear it nor | ook away.

"Al'l right." he said. "I'll wait."

V: The Sane Beauty

They had cone a long way down fromthe plateau of Komar, into the jungle that
| aps around it like a hungry ocherous sea. They had come by steep and secret
ways that were possible only to an aborigi nal —er an andr oi d.

Harrah, who had been handed bodily down the dizzy cliffs, was nore conscious
than ever of his human inferiority. He was exhausted, his bones ached with
wr enchi ng, and his nerves were screamng. But Marith, so small and sweetly
made, had dropped over the precipices like a little white bird, unaided, and
she was quite unweari ed.

Once during the descent Kehlin had paused, hol ding Harrah w thout effort over
a thousand feet of sheer space, between the wheeling nmoons and the darkness.

He had smled, and said, "Tok is following. He is afraid but he is follow ng
you. "

Harrah hinself was too much afraid even to be touched.

Now t hey stood, the four androids and the man fromEarth, in the jungle of
Ganynede. Vapor from sone hidden boiling spring drifted through the tangle of
branches and fl owering vines, the choking wanton grow h of a hothouse run
wild. There was a taste of sulphur in the air and a snmell of decay and a
terrible heat.

Kehlin seemed to be listening to sonething. He turned slightly once, then
again as though getting his direction. Then he started off with conplete
certainty and the others foll owed. No one spoke. No one had told Harrah where
t hey were goi ng or why.

Only Marith kept close to himand now and agai n he woul d nmeet her gaze and she
would smile, a smile wistful and sad as far-off mnusic. And Harrah hated her
because he was weary and drenched with sweat and every step was a pain.

He hoped that Tok was still following them It was conforting to think of that
furry shape gliding noiselessly along, at hone in the jungle, part of it. Tok
was not human either. But he too could feel pain and weariness and fear. He
and Harrah were brothers in bl ood.

The sky was blotted out. The eternal noonlight sifted through the trees,
restless, many-hued, tinged here and there with blood fromthe red gl ow of
Jupiter. The forest was very still. It seemed as endl ess as the dark reaches
of the dreans that come with fever, and Harrah fancied that it held its breath
and waited.



Once they cane to a place where the trees were slashed by a vast sickle of
vol canic slag. To the north a gaunt cone stood up agai nst the sky, crooked,
evil, wearing a plunme of snoke on its brow. The snell of sul phur was very
strong and heat breathed out of the nountain's flanks with a hissing sound
like the |laughter of serpents.

Lightly, swiftly, the white-skinned beautiful creatures sped across that
bl asted plain and the man cane staggering after them

Three times they passed through rude villages. But the huts were enpty. Wrd
had gone through the jungle as though the wind carried it and the aboriginals
had vani shed.

Kehlin smled. "They have hidden their wonmen and children," he said, "but the
men wat ch us. They crouch in the trees around our canp. They are afraid and
t hey watch."

At length through the stillness Harrah began to hear a sound very strange in
this primal forest—the clangor of forges. Then, quite suddenly, they cane to
the edge of a place where the undergrowth had been cleared away and their

j ourney was over.

The picked bones of a rusty hull lay anong the trees and beneath its skel etal
shadow there was notion. Long sheds had been built. Lights burned in them and
figures passed to and fro and vast heaps of netal torn fromthe ship |lay ready
to be worked.

Kehlin said softly, "Look at them Earthman. Thirty-four, counting ourselves.
Al that are left. But the finest, the best. The lords of the world."

Harrah | ooked. Men, a few wonen or creatures nmade in their senbl ance, al
stanped with the same beauty, the sane tireless strength. There was sonet hing
wonder ful about them working, building, untouched by their environnent, apart
fromit, using it only as a tool to serve them Sonething wonderful, Harrah

t hought, struggling for breath in the bitter heat. Wnderful and frightening.

Kehlin had apparently given themthe whole story telepathically, for they did
not pause fromtheir work to ask questions. Only they gl anced at Harrah as he

passed and in their eyes he saw the shadow of fate. Kehlin said, "W will go
into the ship."

* * %

Sone of the inner cabins were still intact. The ship had been old and very

smal . Stol en, Harrah guessed, the best that they could do, but they had made
it good enough. No nore than ten men could have survived in its cranped
quarters. Yet thirty-four androids had ridden it across deep space. Darkness,
lack of air and food, did not bother them

"W brought what equiprment we could.” said Kehlin. "The rest we nust fashion
for ourselves." The sound of the forges echoed his words. He led Harrah into
what had been the captain's cabin. It was crammed with delicate electronic
appar atus, some of which Harrah recognized as having to do with

encephal ographs and the intricacies of thought-waves.

There was no roomfor furniture. Kehlin indicated a small clear space on the
deck-plates. "Sit down."

Harrah did not obey at once and the android smiled. "I'mnot going to torture
you and if | had wished to kill you I could have done so | ong ago. W nust



have conpl ete understanding, you and |I." He paused and Harrah was perfectly
aware of the threat behind his words. "Qur mnds nust speak, for that is the
only way to understanding."

Marith said softly, "That is so, Earthnman. Don't be afraid.”
Harrah studied her. "WIIl | be able to understand you then?"
"Per haps. "

Harrah sat down on the hard iron plates and folded his hands between his knees
to hide their trenbling. Kehlin worked snmoothly for a time. Harrah noted the
infinite deftness of his novenents. A distant hunming rose in the cabin and
was | ost to hearing. Kehlin placed round el ectrodes at the Earthman's tenples
and Harrah felt a faint tingling warnth.

Then the android knelt and | ooked into his eyes and he forgot everything, even
Marith, in the depths of that passionate alien gaze.

"Seventy-three years ago | was nade." said Kehlin. "How | ong have you lived
Eart hman? Thirty years? Forty? How nuch have you done, what have you | earned?
How is the strength of your body? How is the power of your m nd? Wat are your
menories, your hopes? W will exchange these things, you and | —and then we
wi Il know each other."

A deep trenor shook Harrah. He did not speak. Two sharp novements of Kehlin's
hands. The cabi n darkened around him A swift reeling vertigo, an awful
pl ungi ng across sone unknown void, a loss of identity .

Harrah cried out in deadly fear and the voice was not his own.

He could not nove. Vague images crowded his mnd, whirling, tranpling,
unutterably strange.

Merori es com ng back, confused, chaotic, a painful nmeshing of realities.
Si | ence. Darkness. Peace.

He lay at rest. It seened that there had never been anything but this bodiless
negation in the very wonb of sleep. He had no nmenories. He had no identity. He
was not hing. He was w t hout thought or trouble, wapped in the conplete
peacef ul ness of not-being. Forever and forever, the tineless sleep

Then, from somewhere out of the void, vast and inescapable as the stroke of
creati on upon not hi ngness, a conmand cane. The comand to wake.

He awoke.

Li ke a comet, cruel and bright across the slunbrous dark, awareness cane. A
sudden expl osion of being, |leaping full upon himw th a blaze and a shriek
Here was no slow gentle realization, softened by the long years of chil dhood.
Here was inundation, agony—self.

The little part of Harrah that renained cringed before that terrible
awakeni ng. No human brain could have borne it. Yet it was as though the nmenory
were his own. He felt the flood tide of life roar in and fill his enptiness,
felt the fabric of his being shudder, withstand and find itself.

He knew that he was renenbering the nmonent of Kehlin's birth. He opened his
eyes.



Vi sion keen as an eagle's, carel ess of darkness, of shadows, of blinding
light. He saw a tall Earthman with a haggard face, who sat before himon the
rusty deck and regarded himwi th strange eyes. An Earthman naned Tony Harrah
H mself. Yet it was Kehlin the android who | ooked out of his eyes.

He started up, wavering on the brink of madness, and Marith's hands were on
hi s shoul ders, hol di ng hi m st eady.

"Don't be afraid. | am here."

It was not her voice speaking to himbut her mind. He could hear it now He
could feel it touching his, sweet and full of confort. Quite suddenly he
realized that she was no |longer a stranger. He knew her now. She was—Marith.

Her m nd spoke gently. "Renmenber, Earthman. Renenber the days of Kehlin." He
remenber ed.

VI: Lords of the World

He renenbered the | aboratory, the birthplace, the doorway to the world of nmen.
He renenbered the noment when he first rose up fromthe slab where he had lain
and stood before his makers, enbodied and alive. He remenbered the fine snooth
power of his |linbs, the bright newness of sounds, the wonderful awareness of
intellect.

Brief vivid flashes, the highlights of seventy-three years of existence,
conmng to Harrah as though they were his own. The |ong intensive

trai ni ng—Kehlin, Type A technical expert. The ease of |earning, the nmenory
that never faltered, the growth of nental power until it overtopped the best
of the human teachers

He renenbered the nmonment when Kehlin first | ooked upon the redness of human
bl ood and realized how frail were the bodies of nen.

He watched the gradual devel opnent of enotion

Emotion is instinctive in natural life. In the android, Harrah saw it grow
slowy fromthe intellect. An odd sort of growh, like a tree of crystal with
clear, sharp branches—but alive and no | ess powerful than the blind sprawing
i mpul ses of man. Different, though. Very different

One great root was |acking—the root of lust. Kehlin's hungers were not of the
fl esh and because he was free of this he was free also of greed and cruelty
and—this came to Harrah with a shock of surprise—ef hate.

In this uncanny sharing of another m nd he remenbered testing experinental
ships at velocities too great for human endurance. He had enjoyed that,
hurtling across infinity like a rogue asteroid with a silent shriek of speed.

He renenbered being cast adrift in space alone. He wore no protective arnor.
The cold could not harm himand he had no need of air. He | ooked at the naked
bl aze of the universe and was not awed. The magnificence of space did not
crush himw th any sense of his own snall nesss.

He did not expect to be as big as a star. Rather, for the first time, he felt
free. Free of the little worlds, the little works of men. They were bound but
he was not. Distance and tinme were no barriers to him He was brother to the
roving stars because both had been nmade, not born. He wanted to go out to



t hem

The rescue ship came and took himin but he never forgot his dream of the
other suns and his longing to go anobng them clear out to the edge of the
uni ver se

Instead he gathered data for the scientists in the forbidden places of the
Sol ar System He wal ked the chasnms of Mercury's Darkside, where the human nind
will crack in the terrible night, where the black nountain ranges claw at the
stars and no life has ever been or ever will be. He went deep into the caverns
of the Moon. He went into the Asteroid Belt and charted a hundred deadly
little worlds alone while his masters waited safely in the shelter of their
shi p.

And still he was outcaste—a thing, an android. Men used him and ignored him
They were human and he was an object out of nature, vaguely repulsive, a
little frightening. He had not eyen any contact with his own kind. As though
t hey had sone foreknow edge of trouble nmen kept their androids apart. Harrah
was aware, in Kehlin's mnd, of a piercing |oneliness.

There's no place for you in earth, heaven or hell

Marith's thought crossed his like the falling of tears. "For us there was no
confort, no hope, no refuge. W were made in your image, man and woman. Yet
you were cruel gods for you made a lie and gave us the intelligence to know
it. You denied us even dignity. And—we did not ask to be nmmde."

Kehlin said, "It is enough."

Once again Harrah was flung across a reeling darkness. This time the change
was not so frightening but in a way it was worse. He did not realize that
until he was again fully aware of hinmself. Then he was conscious of a bitter
contrast, a thing both saddeni ng and shanef ul

The mind of the android, that he had shared for that brief time, had been as a
wi de space flooded with light. H s own seened cluttered and dark to hi m now,
haunted by ugly shapes that crept along the borders of consciousness. Al the
spl endid strength was gone. The crushi ng weari ness of his body descended upon
him and he | ooked down al nost with disgust at his unsteady hands.

He did not ask what Kehlin had found in him He did not want to know.

"Can you understand now how we felt?" asked Kehlin. "Can you understand how we
| earned to hate nmen?"

Harrah shook his head. "You don't hate." he said. "You don't know the neaning
of hate as we do. What | mistook for hatred in you was something much bi gger
I'd call it pride."

He had seen so nmuch in Kehlin's mnd. Pity for man in his weakness, adm ration
for his courage because he had survived and built in spite of his weakness.

Per haps even gratitude.
* * %

But Kehlin had called his fell ow androids the lords of the world, and he was
right. They were proud and their pride was just and they would not live in
chai ns.

Kehlin shrugged. "Call it what you will, it doesn't matter." He | ooked at
Harrah, and for the first time the Earthman saw in the android a softening,



al nost a weari ness.

"It isn't that we want to rule nen. It isn't that we want power! It's only
that men have driven us through fear. Should we go down into nothi ngness
because nen fear us? Renenber, we don't even have the hope of a hereafter to
soften our going!"

He shook his head. "It will be a long fight and a bitter one. |I don't want it,
none of us do. But we must survive and to do that we nust rule and perhaps nen
will come out the better for it. There will never be any peace or rea

advancenent until these wetched little worlds are governed by those who are
not of the mass but above it, not driven by every wind that blows."

He was silent a nonment, brooding, and then he echoed Marith's words.

"Fear. Always fear. The human race is ridden with it. Lust and fear and greed
and sorrow. If only they had not been afraid of us!"

The ol d bl aze of anger cane again into his eyes. "Wth acid and with fire they
destroyed us, Earthman. Thirty-four, all that are left. But not for |ong.
Hurman reproduction is slow and clunmsy, but not ours. Only a little time and
there will be nore of us, many nore, and we will go back and take what is
ours."

He said it very quietly and Harrah heard truth in his voice like the tolling
of a bell —+the passing-bell for the mastery of human ki nd.

"WIl you help us, Earthman, or will you die?"
Harrah did not answer and Marith said, "Let himrest."

Kehlin nodded. He left and Harrah was hardly aware of his going. The girl
spoke to himgently and he rose and stunbl ed after her, out of the ship.

She led himto a space apart fromthe main sheds, an unfinished | ean-to where
only a dimlight filtered fromthe work-lanps. It was dark under the trees and
hot. Terribly hot. Harrah sat down on the noist ground and put his head

bet ween his hands and there was still no answer in him only a great

bl ankness.

Marith waited and did not speak.

After awhile Harrah lifted his head and | ooked at her. "Wy did you save ne
fromKehlin's knife?"

She answered slowy, "lI'mnot like Kehlin. I was rmade only for beauty, a
dancer. My mind won't reach so high. It asks questions but they're little
ones, of small account."”

"What questions, Marith?"

"I have been alive for nineteen years. My owner was very proud of ne and

made hima great deal of noney. And everywhere | went, in every city, on every
world, | watched men and wonen. | saw the way they | ooked at each other, the
way they smiled. Many of the wonmen were not beautiful or talented. But nen

| oved them and they were happy."

Harrah remenbered her words—+ hate all men and wonen al so. Especially wonen.

"When | was through working." she said, "ny owner put me away |ike a dancing



doll until it was tine to work again. | had nothing to do but sit al one and
t hi nk and wonder . "

She was close to Harrah. Her face was indistinct in the gloom a shadowy thing
of dreans.

"When you thought that | was human you said you loved me. | think that is why
| saved you fromthe knife."

There was a long silence and then Harrah said the words she was waiting for
wanting to hear, and they were the truth.

"I love you now "
She said, very softly, "But not as you would | ove a woman."

He renmenbered her dancing in the bazaar, the ancient sensual dance that becane
in her a thing of sheer |oveliness.

"No," he said. "But that's because you' re nore than human, not |ess."

He took her into his arnms and he knew now what he held there. Not child nor
worman nor any w cked thing but a creature innocent and beautiful as the
nmoonl i ght and as far beyond him

He held her close and it was as though for a nmonment he held his own youth
again, the short bright days before he had | earned the things Kehlin had
naned—ust and fear and greed and sorrow. He held her close and there was no
passion in him only an i mense tenderness, a |longing and regret so deep that

his heart was near to breaking. He had his answer.
* * %

Marith drew away from himand rose, turning her face into the darkness so that
he coul d not see her eyes. She said, "I should have let you die in Komar. It
woul d have been easier then for both of us."

An eerie chill ran over Harrah. "You can read ny mnd now " He got up, very
slow y.

She nodded. "Kehlin nore than | because he shared it fully. That was what |
meant when | rem nded himthat there were ways to prevent betrayal. If | were
human | would tell you to run quickly and hide yourself from Kehlin and

woul d hope. But | am not human and | know there is no hope."

She turned toward himthen, clear in the barred noonlight.

"Like to like." she whispered. "You have your burden and your pride and you
woul d not be free of either. Kehlin was right. And yet | wi sh—-eh, | w sh .

Quite suddenly she was gone and Harrah was reaching out his hand to enptiness.

For a |l ong nonent he did not nmove. He heard the sound of noverment in the canp
and knew that the tel epathic warning had gone out and that within a few
seconds he woul d be dead but he could only think that Marith was gone and he
had | ost her.

Then fromthe dark jungle, swift with love and terror, Tok came crying out to
his | ord.

Harrah had forgotten Tok, who had followed himdown fromthe safety of Konar.



He had forgotten a nunber of things. Now he renenbered. He renmenbered Kehlin's
words and the three men who had died in Komar and why they had died.

He renenbered that he was human and coul d hope where there was no hope. "Cone,
Lord! Run!"

Harrah ran. And it was already too |ate.

The androids came, the fleet lithe creatures heading himoff. Tok stood not
thirty feet away, but he knew that he could never make it.

He stopped running. He saw Kehlin anbng those who came to trap himand he saw
the gun the android carried now in place of the knife.

Wth acid and with fire they destroyed us
Wth fire.

It was Harrah's turn to cry out to Tok, to the unseen watchers in the trees.
He shouted with all his strength in the split second before he fell and his
words carried over even the sound of the shot.

He thought that Tok was gone. He thought that there was an answer fromthe

jungl e but he was not sure. He was not sure of anything but pain.
* * %

He |ay where he had fallen and he knew that he would continue to lie there
because his | eg was broken above the knee. He | ooked incuriously at the dark
bl ood seeping around the wound, and then up into the face of Kehlin, wondering
why the android had ai med so | ow

Readi ng hi s thought Kehlin answered, "You had already spoken. And—+ preferred
you should die with us."

For a long tine after that he did not speak and there was a great silence on
the clearing. The androids stood, the thirty-four tall splendid beings who
were the last of their kind, and they nade no sound.

The jungle also was very still. But the aboriginals had done their work well
and already there was a taint of snoke on the air and the wind bl ew hot. The
naked bones of the ship nocked themw th the shelter they m ght have had.
There was no refuge, no escape, and they knew it.

Harrah saw how Kehlin | ooked up at the sky, at the distant suns that l|ight the
edges of the universe. The jungle sighed and flames stood up anong the trees
all around themlike a ring of spears. Harrah thought that humans were not
alone in their know edge of sorrow. Kehlin turned abruptly and call ed,
“Marith!"

She came out from anong the others and stood before him

"Are you happy, Marith? You have done a human thing. You have behaved like a
worman, w ecking enpires for love."

He flung her down beside Harrah and then he shook his head slowy and said,
"No, the blane is mine. | was the |eader. | should have killed the man."

He | aughed suddenly. "And so this is the end—and it does not come to us from
t he hands of man but fromthe paws of apes who have | earned no nore than the
maki ng of firel™



Harrah nodded. "Apes," he said. "Yes. That's the gulf between us. That's why
we fear you. You were never an ape."

He watched the ring of fire brighten and draw in. The pain in his |leg was very
great and he was bl eeding and his nind seened distant from his body and ful

of profound thoughts.

"We distrust anyone who is different,"
way or another."

he said. "W always destroy them one

He | ooked up at Kehlin. "Apes. A restless, unruly bunch, driven by passions
and hungers you coul d never understand. You would not have been able to rule
us. No one ever has. W can't even ourselves. So in the end you would have
destroyed us."

Kehlin's eyes net his, the black, deep eyes, brilliant now with sonme terrible
enotion that Harrah could not read.

"Perhaps,"” he said softly. "Perhaps. And you're proud, aren't you? The
weakl i ng has pulled down his betters and it nmakes himfeel strong. You're
proud to di e because you think you' ve put an end to us. But you have not,
Eart hman! You have not!"

Standi ng very tall beneath the banners of red light that shook fromthe
flaring trees Kehlin cried out strongly, shouting to the stars, to al
creation.

"You made us once, you little men who love to feel |ike gods! You will nmake us
again. You can't keep fromit—and we will inherit the universe!"

Harrah knew now what was in Kehlin's mind. It was faith. He saw it in the
faces of all those who stood with Kehlin, the beautiful creatures trapped and
wai ti ng under the crinmson pall

A great curtain of flanme and falling ash swept between them hiding the
androids fromHarrah's sight. A bitter pang struck through him a wild regret,
and he tried to call out, to say that he was sorry. But the words woul d not
cone and he felt ashamed and very small and full of a black and evil guilt. He

bowed his head and wept.
* * %

Marith's voice spoke close beside him "They are gone and soon we wll be too
and it is better so."

Harrah turned. He was amazed to see that there was a strange | ook of joy about
her as though she had been rel eased from sone dark prison

"Do you love nme, Marith? Do you love ne still after what |'ve done?"
She answered, "You have set ne free."
He took her in his arms and held her and it cane to himthat only this way,

only now, could they two have been joined. And he was happy.
THE END



