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The Kanamit were not very pretty, it'strue. They looked something like pigs and something like
people, and that is not an attractive combination. Seeing them for the first time shocked you; that was
their handicap. When athing with the countenance of afiend comesfrom the stars and offersa gift, you
aredisinclined to accept.

| don't know what we expected interstellar visitorsto look like—those who thought about it at all,
that is. Angdls, perhaps, or something too alien to be redlly awful. Maybe that'swhy wewere dl so
horrified and repelled when they landed in their great ships and we saw what they redly werelike.

The Kanamit were short and very hairy-thick bristly brown-gray hair al over their abominably
plump bodies. Their noses were snoutlike and their eyes small, and they had thick hands of three fingers
each. They wore green leather harness and green shorts, but | think the shorts were a concession to our
notions of public decency. The garments were quite modishly cut, with dash pockets and haf-betsin the
back. The Kanamit had a sense of humor, anyhow.

There were three of them at this session of the U.N., and, lord, | can't tell you how queer it looked
to see them there in the middle of asolemn plenary sesson—threefat piglike cresturesin green harness
and shorts, sitting at the long table below the podium, surrounded by the packed arcs of delegates from
every nation. They sat correctly upright, politely watching each speaker. Their flat ears drooped over the
earphones. Later on, | believe, they learned every human language, but at thistime they knew only
French and English.

They seemed perfectly at ease—and that, along with their humor, was athing that tended to make
melike them. | wasin the minority; | didn't think they were trying to put anything over.

The delegate from Argentina got up and said that his government was interested in the demongtration
of anew cheap power source, which the Kanamit had made at the previous sesson, but that the
Argentine government could not commit itself asto its future policy without amuch more thorough
examination.

It waswhat dl the del egates were saying, but | had to pay particular attention to Senor Valdes,
because he tended to sputter and hisdiction was bad. | got through the trandation al right, with only one
or two momentary hesitations, and then switched to the Polish-English line to hear how Grigori was doing
with Janciewicz. Janciewicz wasthe cross Grigori had to bear, just asVadeswas mine.

Janciewicz repeated the previous remarks with afew ideologica variations, and then the
Secretary-General recognized the delegate from France, who introduced Dr. Denis Leveque, the
criminologist, and agreat dea of complicated equipment waswhedled in.

Dr. Leveque remarked that the question in many people's minds had been aptly expressed by the
delegate from the U.S.S.R. at the preceding session, when he demanded, "What is the motive of the
Kanamit? What isther purposein offering us these unprecedented gifts, while asking nothing in return?”’

The doctor then said, "At the request of severd delegates and with the full consent of our guests, the
Kanamit, my associates and | have made a series of tests upon the Kanamit with the equipment which
you see before you. These testswill now be repeated.”

A murmur ran through the chamber. There was afusillade of flashbulbs, and one of the TV cameras
moved up to focus on the instrument board of the doctor's equipment. At the same time, the huge
televison screen behind the podium lighted up, and we saw the blank faces of two dias, each with its
pointer resting at zero, and astrip of paper tape with a stylus point resting againgt it.

The doctor's assi stants were fastening wires to the temples of one of the Kanamit, wrapping a



canvas-covered rubber tube around hisforearm, and taping something to the palm of hisright hand.

In the screen, we saw the paper tape begin to move while the stylus traced adow zigzag pattern
aongit. One of the needles began to jump rhythmically; the other flipped hafway over and stayed there,
wavering dightly.

"These are the standard instruments for testing the truth of a statement,” said Dr. Leveque. "Our firgt
object, since the physiology of the Kanamit is unknown to us, was to determine whether or not they react
to these tests as human beings do. We will now repeat one of the many experiments which were madein
the endeavor to discover this.”

He pointed to thefirst did. "Thisinstrument registers the subject's heartbesat. This showsthe
electrica conductivity of the skin in the palm of his hand, ameasure of perspiration, which increases
under gtress. And this—" pointing to the tape-and-stylus device—"shows the pattern and intensity of the
electrical waves emanating from his brain. It has been shown, with human subjects, that al these readings
vary markedly depending upon whether the subject is speaking the truth.”

He picked up two large pieces of cardboard, one red and one black. The red one was asquare
about three feet on aside; the black was a rectangle three and a half feet long. He addressed himself to
the Kanama.

"Which of theseislonger than the other?'

"Thered," said the Kanama.

Both needles legped wildly, and so did the line on the unrolling tape.

"| shall repeat the question,” said the doctor. "Which of these islonger than the other?”
"Theblack," said the cresture.

Thistime the instruments continued in their normal rhythm.

"How did you cometo this planet?' asked the doctor.

"Walked," replied the Kanama

Again the instruments responded, and there was a subdued ripple of laughter in the chamber.
"Oncemore," said the doctor. "How did you cometo this planet?'

"In agpaceship,” said the Kanama, and the instruments did not jump.

The doctor again faced the delegates. "Many such experiments were made," he said, "and my
colleagues and mysdlf are satisfied that the mechanisms are effective. Now—" he turned to the
Kanama—"1 shdl ask our distinguished guest to reply to the question put at the last session by the
delegate of the U.S.S.R—namely, what isthe motive of the Kanamit people in offering these great gifts
to the people of Earth?”’

The Kanamarose. Speaking thistimein English, he said, "On my Planet thereisasaying, There are
more riddlesin astone than in a philosopher's head." The motives of intelligent beings, though they may at
times appear obscure, are Ssmple things compared to the complex workings of the natura universe.
Therefore | hope that the people of Earth will understand, and believe, when | tell you that our mission
upon your planet issimply this—to bring to you the peace and plenty which we oursaves enjoy, and
which we have in the past brought to other races throughout the galaxy. When your world has no more
hunger, no more war, no more needless suffering, that will be our reward.”

And the needles had not jumped once.

The delegate from the Ukraine jumped to hisfeet, asking to be recognized, but the time was up and
the Secretary-Generd closed the session.

| met Grigori aswe were |leaving the chamber. His face was red with excitement. "Who promoted
that circus?' he demanded.

"Thetestslooked genuineto me," | told him.
"A circud" he said vehemently. "A second-rate farce! If they were genuine, Peter, why was debate



difled?'
"Therell betime for debate tomorrow, surely.”

"Tomorrow the doctor and hisinstruments will be back in Paris. Plenty of things can happen before
tomorrow. In the name of sanity, man, how can anybody trust athing that looks asif it ate the baby?"

| wasalittle annoyed. | said, "Are you sure you're not more worried about their politics than their
appearance?’

Hesad, "Bah," and went away.

The next day reports began to come in from government laboratories al over the world where the
Kanamit's power source was being tested. They were wildly enthusiastic. | don't understand such things
mysalf, but it seemed that those little metal boxes would give more eectrical power than an atomic pile,
for next to nothing and nearly forever. And it was said that they were so cheap to manufacture that
everybody in theworld could have one of hisown. In the early afternoon there were reports that
seventeen countries had already begun to set up factoriesto turn them out.

The next day the Kanamit turned up with plans and specimens of agadget that would increasethe
fertility of any arable land by 60 to 100 per cent. It speeded the formation of nitrates in the soil, or
something. There was nothing in the newscasts any more but stories about the Kanamit. The day after
that, they dropped their bombshell.

"Y ou now have potentially unlimited power and increased food supply,” said one of them. He
pointed with his three-fingered hand to an instrument that stood on the table before him. 1t was abox on
atripod, with aparabolic reflector on the front of it. "We offer you today athird gift whichisat least as
important asthefirst two."

He beckoned to the TV mento roll their camerasinto closeup position. Then he picked up alarge
sheet of cardboard covered with drawings and English lettering. We saw it on the large screen above the
podium; it wasdl clearly legible.

"We areinformed that this broadcast is being relayed throughout your world," said the Kanama. "I
wish that everyone who has equipment for taking photographs from television screenswould use it now.”

The Secretary-Generd leaned forward and asked a question sharply, but the Kanamaignored him.

"Thisdevice," hesad, "generates afield in which no explosive, of whatever nature, can detonate.”

There was an uncomprehending sllence.

The Kanamasaid, "It cannot now be suppressed. If one nation hasit, dl must haveit." When
nobody seemed to understand, he explained bluntly, "There will be no morewar."

That wasthe biggest news of the millennium, and it was perfectly true. It turned out thet the
explosons the Kanama was talking about included gasoline and Diesd explosions. They had smply
made it impossible for anybody to mount or equip amodern army.

We could have gone back to bows and arrows, of course, but that wouldn't have satisfied the
military. Besides, there wouldn't be any reason to make war. Every nation would soon have everything.

Nobody ever gave another thought to those lie-detector experiments, or asked the Kanamit what
their politicswere. Grigori was put out; he had nothing to prove his suspicions.

I quit my job with the U.N. afew months ater, because | foresaw that it was going to die under me
anyhow. U.N. business was booming at the time, but after ayear or so there was going to be nothing for
it to do. Every nation on Earth was well on the way to being completely self-supporting; they weren't
going to need much arbitration.

| accepted a pogition astrandator with the Kanamit Embassy, and it was therethat | ran into Grigori
again. | wasglad to see him, but | couldn't imagine what he was doing there.,

"| thought you were on the opposition.” | said. "Don't tell me you're convinced the Kanamit are dl
right.”



He looked rather shamefaced. "They're not what they ook, anyhow," he said.

It was as much of a concession as he could decently make, and | invited him down to the embassy
loungefor adrink. It was an intimate kind of place, and he grew confidentia over the second daiquiri.

"They fascinate me," he said. "I hate them ingtinctively still—that hasn't changed—but | can evaluate
it. Y ou were right, obvioudy; they mean us nothing but good. But do you know—" he leaned acrossthe
table—" the question of the Soviet del egate was never answered.”

| am afraid | snorted.

"No, redlly," he said. They told uswhat they wanted to do—'to bring to you the peace and plenty
which we oursalves enjoy.’ But they didn't say why."

"Why do missonaries—"

"Missionaries be damned!" he said angrily. "Missionaries have areligious motive. If these crestures
have ardigion, they haven't once mentioned it. What's more, they didn't send amissionary group; they
sent adiplomatic delegation—a group representing the will and policy of their whole people. Now just
what have the Kanamit, as a people or anation, got to gain from our welfare?'

| sad, "Culturd—"

"Cultural cabbage soup! No, it's something less obvious than that, something obscure that belongsto
their psychology and not to ours. But trust me, Peter, thereis no such thing as acompletely disinterested
dtruism. In oneway or another, they have something to gain.”

"And that'swhy you're here" | said. "To try to find out what it is."

"Correct. | wanted to get on one of the ten-year exchange groups to their home planet, but |
couldnt, the quotawasfilled aweek after they made the announcement. Thisisthe next best thing. I'm
studying their language, and you know that language reflects the basic assumptions of the people who use
it. I've got afair command of the spoken lingo aready. It's not hard, redly, and there are hintsin it. Some
of theidioms are quite smilar to English. I'm sure I'll get the answer eventualy.’

"More power," | said, and we went back to work.

| saw Grigori frequently from then on, and he kept me posted about his progress. He was highly
excited about amonth after that first meeting; said he'd got hold of abook of the Kanamit's and was
trying to puzzleit out. They wrote in ideographs, worse than Chinese, but he was determined to fathom it
if it took him years. He wanted my help.

Wi, | wasinterested in spite of mysdlf, for | knew it would be along job. We spent some evenings
together, working with material from Kanamit bulletin boards and so forth, and with the extremely limited
English-Kanamit dictionary they issued to the staff. My conscience bothered me about the stolen book,
but gradudly | became absorbed by the problem. Languages are my field, after dl. | couldn't help being
fascinated.

We got thetitle worked out in afew weeks. It was How to Serve Man, evidently a handbook they
were giving out to new Kanamit members of the embassy staff. They had new onesin, al thetime now, a
shipload about once amonth; they were opening al kinds of research laboratories, clinicsand so on. If
there was anybody on Earth besides Grigori who il distrusted those people, he must have been
somewherein the middle of Tibet.

It was astonishing to see the changes that had been wrought in lessthan ayear. There were no more
standing armies, no more shortages, no unemployment. When you picked up anewspaper you didn't see
H-BOMB or SATELLITE legping out at you; the news was always good. It was a hard thing to get used
to. The Kanamit were working on human biochemistry, and it was known around the embassy that they
were nearly ready to announce methods of making our racetaller and stronger and healthier—practically
arace of supermen—and they had a potential cure for heart disease and cancer.

| didn't see Grigori for afortnight after we finished working out the title of the book; | wason a
long-overdue vacation in Canada. When | got back, | was shocked by the change in his appearance.



"What on earth iswrong, Grigori?' | asked. "Y ou look like the very devil."
"Come down to the lounge."

I went with him, and he gulped a tiff Scotch asif he needed it.

"Come on, man, what's the matter?' | urged.

"The Kanamit have put me on the passenger list for the next exchange ship,” he said. "Y ou, too,
otherwise | wouldn't be talking to you."

"Wdl," | sad, "but—"
"They'renct dtruigs”

| tried to reason with him. | pointed out they'd made Earth a paradise compared to what it was
before. He only shook his head.

Then | said, "Wedl, what about those lie-detector tests?"

"A farce" hereplied, without heet. "1 said so at the time, you fool. They told the truth, though, asfar
asitwent."

"And the book?" | demanded, annoyed. "What about that—How to Serve Man? That wasn't put
therefor you to read. They mean it. How do you explain that?'

"I've read the first paragraph of that book," he said. "Why do you suppose | haven't dept for a
week?'

| sad, "Wel?' and he smiled acurious, twisted smile.

"It'sa cookbook," he said.



