The soaring imagination of Jack Vance needs little introduction here. Twice a Hugo
winner, long cherished by science-fiction enthusiasts for the vivid individuality of his style
and the fertility of his inventive mind, this Californian had already reached the highest rank of
the field when this novella of telekinetic powers appeared late in 1951. His work since that
time has served only to consolidate the position he held then.
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Geskamp and Shorn stood in the sad light of sundown, high on the rim of the new stadium. Wooded
hillsrolled away to either side; behind them, far to the west, the towers of Tran cut sword-shaped
notchesinto the sky.

Geskamp pointed east, up Swanscomba Valey, now glowing athousand tones of gold and greenin
the long light of sunset. "That'swhere | was born, by that row of poplars. | knew the valey well in the old
days." He spent amoment in far reflection. "I hate to see the changes, the old things wiped out.
There'—he pointed —"by the stream was Pimssi's croft and stone barn. There, where you see the grove
of oaks, that was the village Cobent. There, by Poll Point, wasthe valey power tank. There, the Tran
aquaport crossed the river, entered the tunndl. 1t was considered beautiful, the agquaport, antique,
overgrown with ivy, stained with lichen. And only six months ago; already it seemsahundred years.”

Shorn, intending to make a delicate request, considered how best to take advantage of Geskamp's
nostalgiafor theirretrievable past; he was faintly surprised to find Geskamp, abig jutfaced man with
gray-blond hair, indulging in sentiment of any kind. "Thereis certainly no recognizing it now."

"No. It'sall tidy and clean. Like a park. Look up that mile of clear lawn. | liked it better in the old
days. Now it'swaste, nothing else." Geskamp cocked his bristling eyebrows at Shorn. Do you know,
they hold me responsible, the farmers and villagers? Because I'm in charge, | gave the orders?”

"They dtrike out at what's closest.”

"I merely earn my sdary. | did what | could for them. Completely usdless, of course; there never
were people so obdurate asthe Teleks. Leve thevaley, build astadium. Hurry, intimefor their
midsummer get-together. | say, why not build in Mismarch Vadley, around the mountain, where only
sheepherders would be disturbed, no crofts and farms to be broken up, no village to be razed.”

"What did they say to that?"

"It was Forence Nollinrude | spoke to; you know him?"

"I've seen him: one of their liaison committee. A young man, rather more lofty than the average.”

Geskamp spat on the concrete under hisfeet. "The young ones are the worst. He asked, ‘Do we not
give you enough money? Pay them well, clear them out. Swanscomba Valley iswhere we will have our
gadium.’ So"—Geskamp held out hishandsin aquick gesticulation—"1 bring out my machines, my men.
Wefly in materid. For those who have lived here dl their livesthereis no choice; they take their money
and go. Otherwise some morning perhaps they look out their door and find polar ice or mountains of the
maoon. I'd not put such refinement past the Teleks."

"Strangetdesaretold,” Shorn agreed.

Geskamp pointed to the grove of oaks. His shadow, cast againgt the far side of the stadium by the
leve rays of the sun, followed the motion. " The oaks they brought, so much did they condescend. |
explained that transplanting aforest was ajob of great delicacy and expense. They were indifferent.
'Spend as much asyou like!' | told them there wasn't enough time; if they wanted the stadium insde the
month; findly they were aroused. Nollinrude and the one called Henry Motch stirred themselves, and the
next day we had dl our fores—But would they dispose of the waste from the aguaport, cast it in the
sea? No. 'Y ou hire four thousand men, let them move the rubble, brick by brick if need be; we have
business dsewhere.’ And they were gone."

"A peculiar people.”



"Peculiar?' Geskamp gathered his bushy eyebrows into arches of vast scorn. "Madmen. For a
whim—atown erased, men and women sent forth homeless." He waved his hand around the stadium.
"Two hundred million crowns spent to gratify irresponsible popinjays whose only—"

A droll voice above them said, "I hear mysdlf bespoken.”

The two men jerked around. A man stood in the air ten feet above them. His face was mercuria and
lighthearted; a green cap hung waggishly to the sde of his head; dark hair hung below, dmost to his
shoulders. He wore aflaring red cape, tight green trousers, black velvet shoes. Y ou speak in anger, with
little real consideration. We are your benefactors, where would you be without us?'

"Living normd lives" growled Geskamp.

The Telek was digposed to facetiousness. "Who isto say that yoursisanormd life? In any event, our
whim isyour employment; we formulate our idle dreams, you and your men enrich yoursdvesfulfilling
them, and we're both the better for it."

"Somehow the money aways ends up back with the Teleks. A mystery.”

"No, no mystery whatever. It isthe exercise of economic law. In any event, we procure the funds,
and we would be foolsto hoard. In our spending you find occupation.”

"Wewould not beidle otherwise."

"Perhaps not. Perhaps . . . well, look." He pointed across the stadium to the shadows on the far wall.
"Perhapsthereisyour bent.” And asthey watched, their shadows became active. Shorn's shadow bent
forward, Geskamp's shadow drew back, aimed and delivered a mighty kick, then turned, bent, and
Shorn's shadow kicked.

The Telek cast no shadow.

Geskamp snorted, Shorn smiled grimly. They looked back overhead, but the Telek had moved high
and was drifting south.

"Offensive creature,” said Geskamp. "A law should be passed confiscating their every farthing.”

Shorn shook hishead. "They'd haveit dl back by nightfall. That's not the answer." He hesitated, asif
about to add something further.

Geskamp, aready irked by the Telek, did not take the contradiction kindly. Shorn, an architectura
draughtsman, was his subordinate. "I suppose you know the answer?'

"I know severd answers. One of them isthat they should dl bekilled.”

Geskamp'sirritation had never carried him quite so far. Shorn was a strange, unpredictable fellow.
"Rather bloodthirsty," he said heavily.

Shorn shrugged. "It might be best in the long run.”

Geskamp's eyebrows lowered into a straight bar of gold-gray bristle across hisface. "Theideais
impractical. The cregtures are hard to kill."

Shorn laughed. "1t's more than impractica—it's dangerous. If you recdll the death of Vernisaw
Knerwig—"

Vemisaw Knerwig had been punctured by a pellet from ahigh-power rifle, fired from awindow. The
murderer, awild-eyed stripling, was apprehended. But the jail had not been tight enough to keep him. He
disappeared. For months misfortune dogged the town. Poison appeared in the water supply. A dozen
firesroared up one night. The roof of the town school collapsed. And one afternoon a great meteor
struck down from space and obliterated the central square.

"Killing Teleksis dangerouswork," said Geskamp. "It'snot aredistic thought. After dl," hesad
hurriedly, "they're men and women like oursalves, nothing illegal has ever been proved.”

Shorn'seyesglittered. "lllegdity? When they dam the whole stream of human devel opment?’

Geskamp frowned. "'I'd hardly say—"

"The sgnsare clear enough when a person pulls his head up out of the sand.”

The conversation had got out of hand; Geskamp had been |eft behind. Waste and excess he
admitted, but there were so few Teleks, so many ordinary people; how could they be dangerous? It was
strange for an architect. Helooked sidewisein cautious caculation.

Shorn wasfantly smiling. "Well, what do you make of it?"



"Y ou take an extreme posgition. It's hardly conceivable—"

"The futureis unknown. Almaost anything is concelvable. We might become Teleks, dl of us.
Unlikely?1 think so mysdf. The Teleks might die out, disgppear. Equaly unlikely. They've dways been
with us, dl of higtory, latent in our midst. What are the probabilities? Something like the present situation,
afew Teleks among the great mass of common people?’

Geskamp nodded. "That's my opinion.”

"Picture the future then. What do you see?'

"Nothing extraordinary. | imagine thingswill move dong much asthey have been.”

"Y ou see no trend, no curve of shifting relationships?*

"The Tdeksareanirritation, certainly, but they interfere very littlein our lives. In asensethey'rean
asset. They spend their money like water; they contribute to the general prosperity.” Helooked anxiousy
into the sky through the gathering dusk. "Their wedlth, it's honestly acquired; no matter where they find
those great blocks of metd."

"The metal comes from the moon, from the asteroids, from the outer planets.”

Geskamp nodded. "Y es, that's the speculation.”

"The metal representsrestraint. The Teleks are giving vaue in return for what they could take.”

"Of course. Why shouldn't they give vauein return?”

"No reason a al. They should. But now—consider the trend. At the outset they were ordinary
citizens. They lived by ordinary conventions, they were decent people. After thefirst congressthey made
their fortunes for performing dangerous and unpleasant tasks. Idedlism, public service wasthe keynote.
They identified themsdves with dl of humanity, and very praisaworthy, too. Now, Sixty years|ater.
Congder the Teleks of today. Isthere any pretension to public service? None. They dress differently,
speek differently, live differently. They no longer load ships or clear jungles or build roads, they take an
esser way, which makesless demands on their time. Humanity benefits; they bring us platinum,
palladium, uranium, rhodium, al the precious metas, which they sdll a half the old price, and they pour
the money back into circulation." He gestured across the stadium. " And meanwhile the old ones are dying
and the new Teleks have no roots, no connection with common man. They draw ever farther avay,
developing away of living entirdly different from ours."

Geskamp said half-truculently, "What do you expect? It's naturd, isn't it?’

Shorn put on a patient face. "That's exactly the point I'm trying to make. Consider the trend, the
curve. Where doesthis 'natura’ behavior lead? Always away from common humanity, the old traditions,
awaystoward an dite-herd Stuation.”

Geskamp rubbed hisheavy chin. "l think that you're ... well, making amountain out of amolehill.”

"Do you think s0? Consider the stadium, the eviction of the old property-owners. Think of Vernisaw
Knerwig and the revenge they took."

"Nothing was proved,” said Geskamp uneasily. What wasthefellow up to? Now hewas grinning, a
superior sort of grin.

"Inyour heart, you agree with what | say; but you can't bring yourself to face the facts—because then
you'd be forced to take a stand. For or againgt.”

Geskamp stared out acrossthe valley, wholly angry, but unable to dispute Shorn'sdiagnosis. 'l don't
seethefactsclearly.”

"There are only two coursesfor us. We must ether control the Teleks, that is, make them answerable
to human lawv—or we must diminate them entirely. In blunt words—kill them. If we don't—they become
the masters, we the daves. It'sinevitable.

Geskamp's anger broke surface.

"Why do you tel me dl these things? What are you driving &? Thisis strange talk to hear from an
architect; you sound like one of the conspirators I've heard rumors of ."

"I'm talking for a specific purpose—just as| worked on thisjob for a specific purpose. | want to
bring you to our way of thinking."

"Oh. So that'sthe way of it."

"And with this accomplished, recruit your ability and your authority toward a concrete end.”



"Who are you? What isthis group?'

"A number of men worried by the trend | mentioned.”

"A subversve society?' Geskamp's voice held atinge of scorn.

Shorn laughed. "Dont let the flavor of words upset you. Call usacommittee of public-spirited
atizens”

"You'd beintroubleif the Teleks caught wind of you," said Geskamp woodenly.

"They're aware of us. But they're not magicians. They don't know who we are.”

"I know who you are," said Geskamp. " Suppose | reported this conversation to Nollinrude?!

Shorn grinned. "What would you gain?'

"A greet ded of money."

"Youd livetheres of your lifein fear of revenge.”

"I don't likeit," said Geskamp inabruta voice. "I don't careto beinvolved in any undercover plots.”

"Examine your conscience. Think it over."

The attack on Forence Nollinrude came two days later.

The congtruction office was along L-shaped building to the west of the stadium. Geskamp stood in
the yard angrily refusing to pay atrucker more than the agreed scale for his concrete aggregate.

"I can buy it cheaper in half adozen, places,”" roared Geskamp. "Y ou only got the contract in thefirst
place because | went to bat for you."

The trucker had been one of the dispossessed farmers. He shook hishead mulishly. "Y ou did me no
favor. I'mlosing money. It's costing me three crowns ameter.”

Geskamp waved an arm angyily toward the man's equipment, asmall hopper carried by apair of
ramcopters. "How do you expect to make out with that kind of gear? All your profit goesin running back
and forth to the quarry. Get yoursdf apair of Samson lifts; you'll cut your costs to where you can make a
few crowns™

"I'mafarmer, not atrucker. | took this contract because | had what | have. If | gointhe hole for
heavy equipment, then I'm stuck with it. 1t'1l do me no more good now, the job's three-quarters done. |
want more money, Geskamp, not good advice."

"Well, you can't get it from me. Talk to the purchasing agent; maybe helll break down. | got you the
contract, that'sasfar as| go."

"| dready taked to the purchasing agent; he said nothing doing.”

"Strike up one of the Teleks then; they've got the money. | can't do anything for you.”

The trucker spat on the ground. "The Teleks, they're the devilswho started thiswhole thing. A year
ago | had my dairy—right where that patch of water isnow. | was doing good. Now I've got nothing; the
money they gave meto get out, most of it'sgoneinthisgravel. Now wheredo | go?1 got my family.”

Geskamp drew his bushy gray-blond eyebrows together. "'I'm sorry, Hopson. But theres nothing |
can do. Therésthe Telek now; tell him your troubles.”

The Telek was Forence Nallinrude, atdl yellow-haired man, magnificent in arust cape, saffron
trousers, black velvet dippers. The trucker looked across the yard to where he floated a fastidious three
feet above the ground, then resolved himsalf and trudged sullenly forward.

Shorn, insde the office, could hear nothing of the interview. Thetrucker stared up belligerently, legs
spread out. Forence Nollinrude turned himself alittle to the Side, looked down with distaste degpening
the lines a the corners of his mouth.

The trucker did most of the talking. The Telek replied in curt monosyllables, and the trucker became
progressively more furious.

Geskamp had been watching with aworried frown. He started across the yard, with the evident
intention of caming the trucker. As he approached, Nollinrude pulled himself afoot or two higher, drew
dightly away, turned toward Geskamp, motioned toward the trucker asif requiring Geskamp to remove



the annoyance.

Thetrucker suddenly seized abar of reinforcing iron, swung mightly,

Geskamp bawled hoarsely; Forence Nollinrude jerked away, but the iron caught him acrossthe
shins. He cried in agony, drew back, looked at the trucker. The trucker rose like arocket, a hundred feet
into theair, turned end for end, dived head-firg to the ground. He struck with crushing force, pulping his
head, his shoulders. But asif Nollinrude were not yet satisfied, the bar of iron rose and best the limp
body with enormous savage strokes.

Had Nollinrude been less anguished by the pain of hislegs he would have been more wary. Almost
asthetrucker struck the ground, Geskamp seized alaborer's mattock, stalked close behind, swung. The
Telek collgpsed to the ground.

"Now," said Shorn to himsdlf, "there will be hell to pay."

Geskamp stood panting, looking down at the body huddied in the finery that suddenly seemed not
chosen human vestments, but the gaudy natural growth of a butterfly or flash-beetlein pathetic disarray.
He became aware of the mattock he ill held, flung it away asif it were red-hot, and stood wiping his
hands nervoudy together.

Shorn knelt beside the body, searched with practiced swiftness. He found and pocketed awallet, a
small pouch, then roseto hisfeet.

"Weve got to work fast." He looked around the yard. Possibly half adozen men had witnessed the
occurrence—a tool-room attendant, aform foreman, a couple of time-clerks, alaborer or two. "Get
them all together, everyone who saw what happened; I'll take care of the body. Here, you!" He caled to
awhite-faced lift operator. "Get a hopper down here."

They rolled the gorgeous hulk into the hopper. Shorn jumped up beside the operator, pointed. "Up
there where they're pouring that abutment.”

They swept diagonally up the great north wall, to where a pour-crew worked besi de a receptor
designed to receive concrete from loaded hoppers. Shorn jumped four feet from the hopper to the deck,
went to the foreman. "There's a hold-up here; take your crew down to B-142 Pilaster and work there for
awhile”

The foreman grumbled, protested. The receptor was haf-full of concrete.

Shornraised hisvoiceimpatiently. "Leaveit s&t. I'll send alift up to move the whole thing.”

The foreman turned away, barked ill-naturedly to his men. They moved with exaggerated downess.
Shorn stood tautly while they gathered their equipment and trooped down the ramp.

Heturned to the lift operator. "Now."

The bedizened body rolled into the pour.

Shorn guided the dump-hose into position, pulled the trigger. Gray dush pressed down the staring
face that had known so much power.

Shorn sighed dightly. "That's good. Now—well get the crew back on thejob.”

At Pilaster B-142 Shorn signaed the foreman, who glowered bl ligerently. Shorn wasamere
draftsman, therefore afumbler and impractica. ™Y ou can go back to work up above now."

Before the foreman could find words for an adequate retort, Shorn was back in the hopper.

In the yard he found Geskamp standing at the center of an apprehensive group.

"Nollinrude's gone." Helooked at the body of the trucker who had caused the origina outburdt.
"Somebody will haveto take him home."

He surveyed the group, trying to gauge their strength, and found nothing to reassure him. Eyes shifted
sullenly from his. With an empty fedling in his ssomach Shorn knew that the fact of the killing could not be
disposed of as easily asthe body.

Shorn once more scanned the surroundings. A great blank wall rose immediately to the eadt; to the
north were the Alban Hills, to the south the empty Swanscomba Valley.

Probably these few people were till donein their knowledge of the killing. He looked from face to
face. "A lot of peopleto keep asecret. If one of us talks—even to hisbrother or hisfriend, or his
wife—then there's no more secret. You dl remember Vernisaw Knerwig?”



A nervous mutter assured him that they did; that their urgent hope was to disassociate themselves
from any part of the current episode.

Geskamp's face was working irritably. Shorn remembered that Geskamp was nomindly in charge,
and was possibly sensitive to any usurpation of hisauthority. "Y es, Mr. Geskamp? Did you have
something to add?'

Geskamp drew back hisheavy lips, grinning like abig blond dog. With an effort he restrained
himsdf. ™Y ou're doing fine."

Shorn turned back to the others. Y ou men are leaving the job now. Y ou won't be questioned by any
Teleks. Naturally they'll know that Nollinrude has disappeared, but | hope they won't know where. Just
in case you are asked—Nollinrude came and went. That'sall you know. Another thing." He paused
weightily. "If any one of us becomeswedthy and the Teleks becomefull of knowledge—this person will
regret that he sold hisvoice." And he added, asif it were an inconsequential matter, "Theresagroup to
cope with Stuations of this sort." He looked at Geskamp, but Geskamp kept stonily silent. "Now, I'll get
your names—for future reference. One at atime—"

Twenty minutes later a carry-all floated off toward Tran.

"Well," said Geskamp bitterly, "I'm up to my neck in it now. Isthat what you wanted?'

"I didn't want it thisway. Y ou'rein atough spot. So am |. With luck well come through. But—just in
case—tonight welll have to do what | wasleading up to.”

Geskamp squinted angrily. "Now I'm to be your cat's-paw. In what?"

"Y ou can Sign arequisition. Y ou can send apair of liftsto the explosives warehouse—"

Geskamp's bushy eyebrows took on an odd reversetilt. "Explosives? How much?!

"A ton of mitrox."

Geskamp said in atone of hushed respect: "That's enough to blow the stadium ten miles high!™

Shorn grinned. "Exactly. Y ou'd better get that requisition off right now. Then you have the key to the
generator room. Tomorrow the main pileisgoing in. Tonight you and | will arrange the mitrox under the
piers.

Geskamp's mouth hung open. "But—"

Show's dour face became amost charming. "I know. Wholesale murder. Not sporting. | agree with
you. A sneak attack. | agree. Stealth and sneak attacks and back-stabbing are our weapons. We don't
have any others. Noneat al.”

"But—why are you so confident of bloodshed?’

Shorn suddenly exploded in anger. "Man, get your head up out of the sand. What's our chance of
getting every sngle one without exception?”

Geskamp jumped out of the company airboat assigned to his use, stalked with a set face around the
stadium toward the congtruction office. Above him rose two hundred feet of sheer concrete, glowingin
the morning sun. In his mind's eye Geskamp saw the dark cartons that he and Shorn had carried below
like moles on the night previous; he still moving with reluctance and uncertainty, carried only by Shorn's
fireand direction.

Now thetrap was set. A single coded radio signa would pulverize the new concrete, fling amolten
gout milesinto the air, pound agigantic blow at the earth.

Geskamp's honest face became taut as he wrestled with his conscience. Had he been too malleable?
Think what arevenge the Teleks would take for such adisagter! Still, if the Teekswere asteriblea
threat to human freedom as Shorn had haf made him believe, then the masskilling was adeed to be
resolutely carried through, like the killing of dangerous beasts. And certainly the Teleks only paid
lip-service to human laws. His mind went to the desth of Forence Nollinrude. In ordinary eventsthere
would be an inquiry. Nollinrude had killed the trucker; Geskatnp, swept by overwhelming rage and pity,
had killed the Telek. At the worst a human court would have found him guilty of mandaughter, and no
doubt have granted probation. But with a Telek—Geskamp's blood chilled in his veins. Maybe there was
something to Shorn's extreme methods after dl; certainly the Teleks could be controlled by no normal
methods of law.



He rounded the corner of the tool room, noted an unfamiliar face within. Good. Home office had
acted without inquigitiveness, the shifting of employees had interested no one with authority to ask
questions.

He looked into the expediter's room. "Where's the draftsman?’ he asked Cole, the stedl detailer.

"Never showed up thismorning, Mr. Geskamp." Geskamp cursed under his breath. Just like Shorn,
getting him into trouble, then ducking out, leaving him to face it. Might be better to come clean with the
wholeincident; after al it had been an accident, a fit of blood-rage. The Teleks could understand so
much, surely.

Heturned his head. Something flickered at the edge of hisvison. He looked sharply. Something like
ahbig black bug whisked up behind a shelf of books. Big cockroach, thought Geskamp. A peculiar
cockroach.

He attacked hiswork in avicious humor, and foremen around the job asked themsel ves wonderingly
what had got into Geskamp. Three times during the morning he looked into the office for Shorn, but
Shorn had made no appearance.

And once, as he ducked under alow soffit on one of the upper decks, a black object darted up
behind him. He jerked his eyes around, but the thing had disappeared under the beams.

"Funny bug," he said to the new form foreman, whom he was showing around the job.

"I didn't seeit, Mr. Geskamp."

Geskamp returned to the office, obtained Shorn's home address—a hotel in the Marmion
Tower—and put in avisphonecal.

Shornwasnot in.

Geskamp turned away, amost bumped into the feet of a Telek standing in the air before him: athin
somber man with silver hair and oil-back eyes. He wore two tones of gray, with a sgpphire clasp at the
collar of hiscape, and the usua Telek dippersof black velvet.

Geskamp's heart started thudding; this hands became moist. The moment he had been dreading.
Where was Shorn?

"Y ou are Geskamp?"'

"Yes" said Geskamp. "l—"

He was picked up, hurled through the air. Far, fleeting below, went the stadium, Swanscomba
Valey, the entire countryside. Tran was agray and black honeycomb, he was in the sunny upper air,
hurtling with unthinkable speed. Wind roared past in his ears, but he felt no pressure on his skin, no tear
a hisclothes.

The ocean pread blue below, and something glittered ahead—a complex edifice of shiny metal,
glassand bright color. It floated high in the sunny air, with no support above or below.

Geskamp saw aglitter, aflash; he was standing on afloor of glass threaded and drawn with strands
of green and gold. Thethin gray man sat behind atablein ayedlow chair. The room was flooded with
sunlight; Geskamp was too dazed to notice further details.

The Telek sad, "Geskamp, tell me what you know of Forence Nollinrude.”

It appeared to Geskamp that the Telek was watching him with superior knowledge, asif any lie
would be ingtantly known, dismissed with grim humor. He was a poor liar to begin with. He looked
around for aplaceto rest hisbig body. A chair appeared.

"Nollinrude?' He seated himsdlf. "I saw him yesterday. What about him?"

"Whereishe now?'

Geskamp forced a painful laugh. "How would | know?"

A diver of glass darted through the air, stung the back of Geskamp's neck. Herose to hisfest,
dartled and angry.

"Sit down," said the Telek, in avoice of unnatural coolness.

Geskamp dowly sat down. A kind of faintness dimmed hisvision, hisbrain seemed to move away,
seemed to watch dispassionately.

"WhereisNollinrude?'

Geskamp held his breath. A voice said, "He's dead. Down in the concrete.”



"Whokilled him?'
Geskamp listened to hear what the voice would say.

Shorn sat inaquiet tavern in that section of Tran where the old suddenly changes to the new. South
were the sword-shaped towers, the neat intervening plazas and parks; north spread the ugly crust of
three- and four-story apartments gradually blending into the industria district.

A young woman with straight brown hair sat across the table from Shorn. She wore abrown cloak
without ornament; looking into her face there waslittle to notice but her eyes—large, brown-black,
somber; the rest of her face was without accent.

Shorn was drinking strong tea, histhin dark face in repose.

The young woman seemed to see an indication that the surface cm wasfase. She put out her hand,
rested it on his, aquick exquisite gesture, the first time she had touched him in the three months of their
acquaintance. "How could you have done differently?' Her voice became mildly argumentative. "What
could you have done?'

"Taken the whole haf-dozen underground. Kept Geskamp with me."

"How would that have helped? Therell be a certain number of desths, a certain amount of
destruction—how many and how much is out of our hands. Is Geskamp avauable man?

"No. He'sahig hard-working likable fellow, hardly devious or many-tracked enough to be of use.
And | don't think he would have come with me. He was to the point of open rebellion asit was—the
type who resentsinfringement.”

"It'snot impossible that your arrangements are effective.”

"Not achance. The only matter for speculation is how many the Teleks destroy and whom.”

The young woman relaxed somberly hack in her chair, stared straight ahead. "If nothing else, this
episode marksanew placeinthe...inthe. . . | don't know what to cdl it. Struggle? Campaign? War?'

"Cdl itwar."

"Were dmost out in the open. Public opinion may be aroused, swung to our sde.”

Shorn shook his head gloomily. "The Teleks have bought most of the police, and | suspect that they
own the big newspapers, through fronts of course. No, we can't expect much public support yet. Well
be cdled Nihiligts, Totditarists—"

The young woman quoted Turgenev. "If you want to annoy an opponent thoroughly or even harm
him, you reproach him with every defect or vice you are conscious of in yourself."

"It'sjust aswell." Shorn laughed bitterly. "Perhapsit's one of our big advantages, our freedom to
merge into the masses. If everyone were anti-Telek, the Teleks would have an easy job. Kill
everybody."

"Then they'd haveto do dl their own work."

"That'sright, too."

She made afluttering gesture, her voice was strained. "1t's ablood penance on our century, on
humanity—"

Shorn snorted. "Mydticism.”

She went on asif she had not heard. "If men were to develop from sub-apes a thousand times—each
of those thousand rises would show the same phases, and there would be a Telek phasein al of them.
It'sas much apart of humanity as hunger and fear and sex."”

"And when the Teleks are out of the way—what's the next phase? Is history only a series of bloody
phases? Where's the leveling-off point?”

She smiled wanly. "Perhapswhen we'real Teleks."

Shorn gave her a strange look—cal culation, curiosity, wonder. He returned to histeaasif to
practica redity. "l suppose Geskamp has been trying to get hold of medl morning.”

He considered amoment, then rose to hisfeet. "I'll cal thejob and find out what's happened.”



A moment later he returned. " Geskamp's nowhere around. A messagejust camein for me at the
hotel, and it'sto be ddlivered by hand only."

"Perhaps Geskamp went of his own accord.”

"Perhaps.”

"Morelikely—" she paused. "Anyway, the hotel isagood place to stay away from.”

Shorn clenched and unclenched hishands. "It frightensme."

"What?' She seemed surprised.

"My own—vindictiveness. It's not right to hate anyone. A person is bad because exterior forces have
hurt his essentidly good brain. | redize this—and yet | hate.”

"The Teleks?'

"No, not the Teleks." He spoke dowly. "1 fear them, good hedlthy fear. | kill them for survival. Those
| want to kill, for pleasure, are the men who serve the Teleksfor money, who sdll their own kind." He
clenched, unclenched hishands. "It's unhedlthy to think like that."

"Y ouretoo much theidedist, Will."

Shorn mused, talking in amonatone. "Our war isthe war of ants againgt giants. They have the power
but they loom, we see them for miles. Were among the swarm. We move ahundred feet, into anew
group of people, we're lost. Anonymity, that's our advantage. So we're ssfe—until a Judas-ant identifies
us, drags usforth from the swarm. Then we're logt; the giant foot comes down, there's no escape.

We—"

The young woman raised her hand. "Ligten.”

A voice from the sound-line, here running under the ceiling molding, said, "The murder of aTelek,
Forence Nollinrude, liaison lieutenant, by subversive conspiracy has been announced. The murderer, lan
Geskamp, superintendent of construction at the Swanscomba Valey Stadium, has disappeared. It is
expected that he will implicate anumber of confederates when captured.”

Shorn sat quietly.

"What will they do if they catch him?Will they turn him over to the authorities?”

Shorn nodded. " They've announced the murder. If they want to maintain the fiction of their
subservience to Federd law, then they've got to submit to the regular courts. Once he's out of their direct
custody, then no doubt hell die—any one of anumber of unpleasant deaths. And then there will be
further acts of God. Another meteor, into Geskamp's home town, something of the sort—"

"Why areyou amiling?'

"It just occurred to me that Geskamp's home town was Cobent Village, that used to bein
SwanscombaValley. They've dready wiped that one off the map. But they'll do something significant
enough to point up the mora—that killing Teleksis avery expensive process.”

"It's odd that they bother with legdlity at dl.”

"It means that they want no sudden showdown. Whatever revolution there isto be, they want it to
come gradudly, with aslittle didocation as possible, no sudden flood of annoying administrative detail.”
He sat tapping his fingers nervoudy. " Geskamp was agood fellow. I'm wondering about this message at
the hotdl.”

"If he were captured, drugged, your name and address would come out. Y ou would be avauable
captive.”

"Not while | can bite down on my back tooth. Full of cyanide. But I'm curious about that message. If
it'sfrom Geskamp he needs help, and we should help him. He knows about the mitrox under the stadium.
The subject might not arise during the course of questioning, especialy under drugs, but we don't want to
runtherisk."

"Supposeit'satrick?

"Wel—wemight learn something.”

"l could get it," she said doubtfully.

Shorn frowned.

"No," shesaid, "I don't mean by walking in and asking for it; that would be foolish. Y ou write anote



authorizing ddivery of the message to bearer.”

The young woman said to the boy, "It's very important that you follow instructions exactly.”

"Yes miss”

The boy rode the sidewak to the Marmion Tower, whose seventh and eighth floorswere given to
the Cort Hotdl. He rode the lift to the seventh floor, went quietly to the desk.

"Mr. Shorn sent meto pick up hismail." He passed the note across the desk.

The clerk hesitated, looked away in preoccupation, then without words handed the boy an
envelope.

The boy returned to the ground floor, walked out into the street, where he paused, waited.
Apparently no onefollowed him. He rode the sdewak north, along the gray streetsto the Tarrogat,
stepped around the corner, jumped on the high-speed East Division sidewalk. Heavy commercid traffic
growled through the street beside him, trucks and drays, afew surface cars. The boy spied amomentary
gap, stepped to the outside band, jumped running into the street. He darted across, climbed on the
sdewalk running in the opposite direction, watching over his shoulder. No one followed. Herode amile,
past the Hatiron Y, turned into Grant Avenue, jumped to the stationary, crouched by the corner.

No one came hurrying after.

He crossed the street, entered the Grand Maison Café.

Thefood pand made an idand down the center; to either sde were tables. The boy walked around
the food pand, ignoring atable where ayoung woman in abrown cloak sat by herself. He ducked out an
entrance opposite to where he entered, rounded the building, entered once more.

The young woman rose to her feet, followed him out. At the exit they brushed together accidentaly.

The boy went about his business, and the young woman turned, went back to the rest room. As she
opened the door a black beetle buzzed through with her.

She ducked, looked around the ceiling, but the insect had disappeared. She went to avisiphone, paid
for sonic, dided.

"Wdl?'

"lI'vegotit.”

"Anyonefollow?'

"No. | watched him leave Marmion Tower. | watched behind him in—" her voice broke off.

"What's the matter?"

Shesaidinastrained voice, "Get out of therefast. Hurry. Don't ask questions. Get away—fast!"

She hung up, pretending that she had not noticed the black bug pressed against the glass, crystd eyes
daring at thevisphonedid.

She reached in her pouch, selected one of the four weapons she carried, drew it forth, closed her
eyes, snapped the release,

White glare flooded the room, seared behind her closed lids. She ran out the door, picked up the
dazed bug in her handkerchief, stuffed it into her pouch. It was strangely heavy, like adug of lead.

She must hurry. She ran from the rest room, up through the café, out into the street.

Safe among the crowds she watched six emergency vans vomit Black and Golds who rushed to the
exits of the Grand Maison Café.

Bitterly sherode the sdewalks north. The Teleks controlled the police, it was no secret.

She wondered about the beetle in her pouch. It evinced no movement, no sign of life. If her
supposition were correct, it would be quiet so long as she kept light from its eyes, so long as she denied it
reference points.

For an hour she wandered the city, intent on evading not only men, but dso little black beetle-things.
At last she ducked into anarrow passageway in the hard industry quarter, ran up aflight of wooden
steps, entered adrab but neat Sitting room.

She went to acloset, found asmall canister with a screw top, gingerly pushed the handkerchief and
the beetle-thing insde, screwed down thelid.



She removed her long brown cloak, drew a cup of coffee from the dispenser, waited.

Half an hour passed. The door opened. Shorn looked in. His face was haggard and pale as a dog
skull; hiseyes glowed with an unhedlthy yellow light.

She jumped to her feet. "What's happened?’

"Sitdill, Laurie, I'mal right." He dumped into a sedt.

She drew another cup of coffee, passed it to him. "What happened?'

His eyes burned brighter. "As soon as| heard from you, | l€ft the tavern. Twenty seconds later—no
more —the place exploded. Flame shooting out the door, out the windows—thirty or forty peopleinsde;
| can hear them yelling now—" His mouth sagged. Helicked hislips. "I hear them—"

Laurie controlled her voice. "Just ants.”

Shorn assented with aghastly grin. "The giant steps on forty ants, but the guilty ant, the marked ant,
the intended ant—he'sgone.”

Shetold him about the black bug. He groaned ironicdly. "It was bad enough dodging spiesand
Black and Golds. Now little bugs—can it hear?"

"I don't know. | suppose so. It's shut up tight in the can, but sound probably gets through.”

"Wed better moveit."

She wrapped the can in atowe, tucked it in acloset, shut the door. When she returned, Shorn was
eying her with anew look in hiseye. "Y ou thought very swiftly, Laurie.

She turned away to hide her pleasure. "1 had to."

"Y ou gtill have the message”?”

She handed the envelope across the table.

Heread, "Get in touch with Clyborn at the Perendalia.”

"Do you know him?"

"No. Well make discreet inquiries. | don't imagine therell be anything good come out of it."

"It's o much—work."

"Easy for the giants. One or two of them manage the entire project. I've heard that the one called
Dominionisin charge, and the others don't even redlize there's dissatisfaction. Just as we appoint a
dogcatcher, then dismiss the problem of stray dogs from our minds. Probably not one Telek in a hundred
redlizesthat we'refighting for our lives, our futures, our dignity as human beings.”

After amoment she asked, "Do you think well win, Will?*

"I don't know. We have nothing to lose." He yawned, stretched. "Tonight | meet Circumbright; you
remember him?"

"He'sthe chubby little biophysicigt.”

Shorn nodded. "If you'll excuseme, | think I'll take anap.”

V.

At deven o'clock Shorn descended to the street. The sky was bright with glow from the lake-shore
entertainment strip, the luxury towers of downtown Tran.

Hewalked along the dark street till he came to Bellman Boulevard, and stepped out onto the
dipway.

There was a cold biting wind and few people were abroad; the hum of the rollers below was
noticeable. He turned into Stockbridge Street, and as he approached the quarter-mile strip of night
stores, the sidewalks became crowded and Shorn felt more secure. He undertook afew routine
precautions, diding quickly through doors, to break contact with any spy-beetlesthat might have fixed on
him.

At midnight the fog blew thick in from the harbor, smlling of ail, mercaptan, anmonia. Pulling up his
hood, Shorn descended aflight of stairs, pushed into a basement recreation hal, Sdled past the dull-eyed
men at the mechanica games. He walked directly toward the men'sroom, turned at the last minute into a
short side corridor, passed through a door marked "Employees’ into aworkshop littered with bitsand



parts from the amusement machines.

Shorn waited a moment, ears dert for sound, then went to the rear of the room, unlocked a stedl
door, dipped through into a second workshop, much more elaboratdly fitted than the first. A short stout
man with a big head and mild blue eyes |ooked up. "Hello, Will."

Shorn waved his hand. "Hello, Gorman.”

He stood with his back to the door, looking around the molding for ablack, apparently innocent,
beetle. Nothing in sight. He crossed the room, scribbled on abit of paper. "Weve got to search the
room. Look for aflying spy cell, likethis." He sketched the beetle he carried with him in the canigter, then
appended a pogtscript. "I'll cover the ventilator.”

An hour's search revealed nothing.

Shorn sighed, relaxed. "Ticklish. If there was one of the things here, and it saw us searching, the
Telek at the other end would have known the jig was up. Wed have been in trouble. A fire, an
explosion. They missed me once aready today, by about ten seconds.”" He set the canister on abench.
"I've got one of thethingsin here. Laurie caught it; rare presence of mind. Her premiseis, thet if itseyes
and ears are made useless—in other words, if it losesitsidentity on aspatid frame of reference—then it
ceasesto exist for the Teleks, and they can no longer manipulateit. | think she'sright; the ideaseems
intuitively sound.”

Gorman Circumbright picked up the canigter, jiggled it. "Rather heavy. Why did you bring it down
here?'

"Weve got to figure out acounter to it. It must function like aminiature video transmitter. | suppose
Alvac Corporation makes them. If we can identify the band it broadcasts on, we can build ourselves
detectors, warning units.”

Circumbright sat looking at the can. "If it'still in operation, if it's ill broadcagting, | can find out very
swiftly."

He st the can beside an dl-wave tuner. Shorn unscrewed thelid, gingerly removed the bug, till
wrapped in cloth, set it on the bench. Circumbright pointed to a fluorescent scale, glowing at severd
points. He started to speak, but Shorn motioned for silence, pointed to the bug. Circumbright nodded,
wrote, "The lower lines are possibly static, from the power source. The sharp line a thetop isthe
broadcast frequency—very sharp. Powerful."

Shorn replaced the bug in the can. Circumbright turned away from the tuner. "If it'sinsendtive to
infrared, we can seeto take it apart, disconnect the power."

Shorn frowned doubtfully. "How could we be sure?’

"Giveittome." Circumbright clipped leads from an oscillograph to the back of the tuner, dided to
the spy-beetl€'s carrier frequency.

The oscillograph showed anormal sine-curve.

"Now. Turn out the lights."

Shorn threw the switch. The room was dark except for the dancing yellow-green light of the
oscillograph and the dull red murk from the infrared projector.

Circumbright's bulk cut off the glow from the projector; Shorn watched the oscillograph face. There
was no change in the wave.

"Good," said Circumbright. "And | think that if | strain my eyes| can ... or better, reach in the closet
and hand me the heat-conversion lenses. Top shelf."

He worked fifteen minutes, then suddenly the carrier wave on the face of the oscillograph vanished.
"Ah," sghed Circumbright. "That'sgot it. Y ou can turn the lights back on now."

Together they stood looking down at the bug—alittle black torpedo two inches long with two
crystaline eyes bulging at each side of the head.

"Nicejob," said Circumbright. "It'san Alvac product dl right. I'll say aword to Graythorne; maybe
he can introduce afew disturbing factors."

"What about that detector unit?*

Circumbright pursed hislips. "For each of the bugs ther€'s probably a different frequency; otherwise
they'd get their sgnas mixed up. But the power bank probably radiates about the samein al cases. | can



fix up ajury-rig which you can use for afew days, then Graythorne can bring us down some tailor-made
jobsfrom Alvac, usng the desgn data.”

He crossed the room, found a bottle of red wine, which he sat beside Shorn. "Relax afew minutes.

Half an hour passed. Shorn watched quietly while Circumbright soldered together stock circuits,
humming in acontinuous tuneless drone.

"There" said Circumbright findly. "If one of those bugs gets within ahundred yards, thiswill vibrate,
thump.”

"Good." Shorn tucked the device tenderly in his breast pocket, while Circumbright settled himsdlf into
an armchair, stuffed tobacco in a pipe. Shorn watched him curioudy. Circumbright, placid and
unemotiond as aman could be, reveded himsdf to Shorn by various small Sgns, such aspressing the
tobacco home with a thumb more vigorous than necessary.

"I hear another Telek waskilled yesterday."

"Yes. | wasthere

"Who isthis Geskamp?'

"Big blond fdlow. What'sthe latest on him?"

"He's dead.”

"Hum-m-m." Shorn was sllent amoment, asick fedling at the pit of his somach. "How?"

"The Teleksturned him over to the custody of the Federd Marshd a Knoll. He was shot trying to

Shorn felt asif anger were being pumped ingde him, asif hewere swelling, asif the pressure against
his taut muscles were too greet to bear.

"Takeit easy,” said Circumbright mildly.

"I'll kill Teleksfrom asense of duty,” said Shorn. "'l don't enjoy it. But . . . and | fed ashamed, I'll
admit . . . | want to kill the Federd Marshd a Knall."

"It wasn't the Federd Marshd himsdlf," said Circumbright. "It was two of hisdeputies. And it's
aways possible that Geskamp actudly did try to escape. Well know for sure tomorrow.”

"How s0?'

"We're moving out alittle bit. Ther€ll be an example made of thosetwo if they're guilty. Well
narcotize them tonight, find out the truth. If they're working for the Teleks—they'll go." Circumbright spat
onthefloor. "Although | didikethelabe of aterrorist organization.”

"What ese can we do? If we got a confession, turned them over to the Section Attorney, they'd be
reprimanded, turned loose."

"True enough.” Circumbright puffed meditatively.

Shorn moved restlesdy in hischair. "It frightens me, theimminence, the urgency of dl this—and how
few, people are aware of it! Surely there's never been an emergency so ill-publicized before. In aweek,
amonth, three months—ther€ll be more dead people on Earth than live ones, unlesswe get the entire
shooting-match at oncein the stadium.”

Circumbright puffed at his pipe. "Will, sometimes| wonder whether we're not approaching the
struggle from the wrong direction.”

"How 07"

"Perhapsinstead of attacking the Teleks, we should be learning more of the fundamenta nature of
telekinetics"

Shorn leaned back fretfully. "The Teleks don't know themsdlves.”

"A bird can't tel you much about aerodynamics. The Teleks have a disadvantage whichisnot at al
obvious —the fact that action comestoo easy, that they are under no necessity to think. To build adam,
they look a a mountain, move it down into the valey. If the dam gives way, they move down another
mountain, but they never look at adiderule. In thisrespect, at least, they represent aretrogression rather
than an advance."

Shorn dowly opened and closed his hands, watching asif it were the first time he had ever seen
them. "They're caught in the stream of life, liketherest of us. It's part of the human tragedy that there
can't be any compromise; it'sthem or us."



Circumbright heaved adeep sigh. "I'veracked my brains. . . Compromise. Why can't two kinds of
peaple live together? Our abilities complement each other.”

"Onetimeit wasthat way. Thefirst generation. The Telekswere still common men, perhapsalittle
peculiar in that things always turned out lucky for them. Then Joffrey and his Telekinetic Congress, and
thereinforcing, the catdysis, the forcing, whatever it was—and suddenly they're different.”

"If there were no fools," said Circumbright, "either among us or among them, we could co-inhabit the
earth. There'sthe flaw in any compromise negotiation—the fact of fools, both among the Teleks and the
common men."

"| don't quite follow you."

Circumbright gestured with his pipe. "There will aways be Telek fools to antagonize common-man
fools; then the common-man fools will ambush the Teleks, and the Teleks will be very upset, especidly
sncefor every Telek, there areforty Earth fools eager to kill him. So they useforce, terror. Inexorable,
inevitable. But—they have a choice. They can leave Earth, find ahome somewhere among the planets
they claim they visit; they can impose thisreign of power; or they can return to humanity, renounce
telekinesis entirely. Those are the choices open to them.”

"And our choices?'

"We submit or we chalenge. In thefirst instance we become daves. In the second we either kill the
Teleks, drive them away, or we dl become dead men.”

Shorn sipped at hiswineglass. "We might al become Teleks ourselves.”

"Or we might find a scientific meansto control or cancel out telekinesis™ Circumbright poured a
careful finger of winefor himsdf. "My own inginct isto explore the last possibility.”

"There's nowhereto get afoothold in the subject.”

"Oh | don't know. We have anumber of observations. Telekinesis and tel eportation have been
known for thousands of years. It took the concentration of telekinetics at Joffrey's Congressto develop
the power fully. We know that Telek children are tel ekinetic—whether by contagion or by geneticswe
can't besure”

"Probably both. A genetic predispostion; parenta training.”

Circumbright nodded. "Probably both. Although asyou know, in rare instances they reward a
common man by making aTelek out of him."

"Evidently tlekinesisislatent in everyone.”

"Therésalarge literature of early experiments and observations. The so-caled spiritudist study of
poltergei sts and house-demons might be significant.”

Shorn remained slent.

"I'vetried to systematize the subject,” Circumbright continued, "ded withit logicaly. Thefirst
guestion seemsto be, doesthe Law of Conservation of Energy apply or not? When a Telek floatsaton
of iron acrossthe sky by looking at it, is he cregting energy or is he directing the use of energy froman
unseen source? Thereisno way of knowing offhand.”

Shorn stretched, yawned, settled back in hischair. I have heard ametaphysica opinion, to the effect
that the Telek uses nothing more than confidence. The universe that he percelves hasredlity only to the
backdrop of hisown brain. He sees a chair; the image of achair existsin hismind. He ordersthe chair to
move across the room. His confidence and redity is S0 grest that, in hismind, he believes he seesthe
chair move, and he bases his future actions on the perception. Somehow heis not disappointed. In other
words, the chair has moved becauise he believes he has moved it."

Circumbright puffed placidly on hispipe.

Shorn grinned. "Go on; I'm sorry | interrupted you.”

"Where does the energy come from? Isthe mind asource, avalve or aremote control? There are the
three possibilities. Force is applied; the mind directs the force. But does the force originate inthe mind,
isthe force collected, channeled through the mind, or doesthe mind act like amodulator, agridina
vacuum tube?'

Shorn dowly shook hishead. "So far we have not even defined the type of energy at work. If we



knew that, we might recognize the function of the mind."

"Or vice versa. It works either way. But if you wish, consider the force at work. In all cases, an
object movesin asingle direction. That isto say, there has been no observed case of an explosonor a
compression. The object moves asaunit. How? Why? To say the mind projects aforce field isignoring
the issue, redefining at an equad leve of abstraction.”

"Perhaps the mind is able to control the poltergel sts—creatures like the old Persian genii.”

Circumbright tapped the ash from his pipe. "I've consdered the possibility. Who are the poltergeists?
Ghosts? Souls of the dead? A matter for speculation. Why are the Teleks able to control them, and
ordinary people not?'

Shorn grinned. "'l assume these are rhetorica questions—because | don't have the answers.”

"Perhgps aform of gravity isat work. Imagine a cup-shaped gravity screen around the object, open
on the sdethe Telek desires motion. | have not calculated the gravitationa accel eration generated by
meatter at itsaverage universal dendty, from hereto infinity, but | assumeit would beinggnificant. A
millimeter aday, perhaps. Count the cup-shaped gravity-screen out; likewise amethod for rendering the
object opague to the passage of neutrinosin agiven direction.”

"Poltergeidts, gravity, neutrinos—al iminated. What have we | eft?!

Circumbright chuckled. "I haven't eiminated the poltergeists. But | incline to the Organic Theory.
That is, the concept that all the minds and al the matter of the universe are interconnected, much like
brain cells and muscular tissue of the body. When certain of these brain cells achieve asufficiently close
vinculum, they are able to control certain twitchings of the corporeal frame of the universe. How? Why?|
don't know. After dl, it'sonly an idea, asadly anthropomorphic idea.”

Shorn looked thoughtfully up at the celling. Circumbright was athree-way scientist. He not only
proposed theories, he not only devised critical experimentsto vaidate them, but he was an expert
laboratory technician. "Does your theory suggest any practical gpplication?”

Circumbright scratched hisear. "Not yet. | need to cross-fertilize it with afew other notions. Like the
metaphysics you brought up afew momentsago. If | only had a Teek who would submit himsdf to
experiments, we might get somewhere—And | think | hear Dr. Kurgill."

Heroseto hisfeet, padded to the door. He opened it; Shorn saw him stiffen.

A deep voice sad, "Hello, Circumbright; thisis my son. Cluche, meet Gorman Circumbright, one of
our foremogt tacticians.”

Thetwo Kurgills cameinto the |aboratory. The father was short, spare, with Smian length to his
arms. He had acomica smian face with a high forehead, long upper lip, flat nose. The son resembled his
father not at dl: astriking young man with noble features, aproud crest of auburn hair, an extreme mode
of dress, reminiscent of Telek style. The eder was quick of movement, talkative, warm; the younger was
careful of eye and movement.

Circumbright turned toward Shorn. "Will—" he stopped short. "Excuse me," he said to the Kurgills.
"If you'll gt down, I'll be with you & once."

He hurried into the adjoining storeroom. Shorn stood in the shadows.

"What's the trouble?"

Shorn took Circumbright's hand, held it againsgt the warning unit in his pocket.

Circumbright jerked. "Thething'svibrating!"

Shorn looked warily into the room beyond. "How well do you know the Kurgills?"

Circumbright said, "The doctor's my lifdong friend; I'd go my lifefor him."

"And hisson?'

"l can't say."

They stared at each other, then by common accord, looked through the crack of the door. Cluche
Kurgil had seated himself in the chair Shorn had vacated, while hisfather scood in front of him, teetering
comfortably on histoes, hands behind his back.

"I'd swear that no bug dipped past uswhile | stood in the doorway,” muttered Circumbright.

"No. | don't think it did.”



"That meansit's on one or the other of their persons.”

"It might be unintentional—a plant. But how would the Teleks know the Kurgillsintended to come
down here?'

Shorn shook hishead.

Circumbright sighed. "l guessnot.”

"The bug will bewhereit can see, but where it can't be seen—or at least, not noticed.”

Their glances went to the ornate headdress Cluche Kurgill wore on one side of his head: a soft roll of
gray-green leather, bound by astrip across his hair, trailing a dangle of moon-opals past his ear.

Circumbright said in atight voice, "We can expect destruction a any time. Explosion—"

Shorn said dowly, "1 doubt if they'll send an explosion. If they fed they are unsuspected, they'll prefer
to bidether time."

Circumbright said huskily, "Well, what do you propose then?”

Shorn hesitated amoment before replying. "We'rein adevil of aticklish position. Do you havea
narcohypnotic stinger handy?"

Circumbright nodded.

"Perhgps then—"

Two minuteslater Circumbright rgjoined the Kurgilis. The old doctor wasin afine humor. "Gorman,”
he said to Circumbright; "I'm very proud of Cluche here. He's been a scapegrace dl hislife—but now he
wants to make something of himsdif."

"Good," said Circumbright with hollow heartiness. "'If he were of our conviction, | could use him right
now —but | wouldn't want him to do anything againgt his—"

"Oh, no, not a dl," said Cluche. "What's your problem?”

"Well, Shorn just left for avery important meeting—the regiona chiefs—and he's forgotten his code
book. I couldn't trust an ordinary messenger, but if you will ddliver the code book, you'd be doing usa
great service”

"Any littlething I can doto help,”" said Cluche. "I'll be ddighted."

Hisfather regarded him with fatuous pride. " Cluche has surprised me. He caught me out just the day
before yesterday, and now nothing must do but that he plungesin after me. Needlessto say I'm very
pleased; glad to see that he's a chip off the old block, nothing standsin hisway."

Circumbright said, "I can count on you then?'Y oull have to follow ingtructions exactly.”

"Quitedl right, gir, glad to hdp."

"Good," said Circumbright. "First thing then—you'll have to change your clothes. Y ou'd be too
conspicuous asyou are.”

"Oh, now!" protested Cluche. "Surely acloak—"

"No!" snapped Circumbright. "Y ou'll have to dress as a dock worker from the skin out. No cloak
would hide that heedgear. In the next room you'l find some clothes. Come with me, I'll makealight.”

He held open the door; reluctantly Cluche stepped through.

The door closed. Shorn expertly seized Cluche's neck, digging strong fingersinto the motor nerves.
Cluche dtiffened, trembling.

Circumbright dapped thefront of hisneck with abarbful of drug, then fumbled for Cluche's
headdress. He felt a smooth little object bulging with two eyeslike atadpole. He said easily. "Can't seem
to find the light—" He tucked the bug into his pouch. "Hereit is. Now—your pouch. I'll put it into this
locker; itll be safetill you get back." He winked at Shorn, shoved the pouch into a heavy metd tool
chest.

They looked down at the sprawled body. "There's not much time," said Circumbright. "I'll send
Kurgill home, and well have to get out oursalves." Helooked regretfully around the room. "Thereésalot
of fine equipment here—we can get more, | suppose.”

Shorn dlicked histongue. "What will you tell Kurgill?"

"Um-m-m. Thetruth would kill him."

"Cluchewaskilled by the Teleks. He died defending the code book. The Teleks have his name; hell
have to go underground himself."



"Hell haveto go under tonight. I'll warn himto lay low, say in Capistrano's, until we cal him, then we
can give him the bad news. As soon as he's gone welll take Cluche out the back way, to Laurie’s.”

Cluche Kurgill sat in achair, saring into space. Circumbright leaned back smoking his pipe. Laurie,
in white pgamas and atan robe, lay sidewise on a couch in the corner watching; Shorn sat beside her.

"How long have you been spying for the Teleks, Cluche?!

"Three days."

"Tell usabout it."

"| found some writings of my father'swhich led me to believe he was amember of a
sub-organization. | needed money. | reported to a police sergeant who | knew to be interested. He
wanted meto furnish him the details; | refused. | demanded to speak to aTelek. | threatened the
policeman—"

"Whet is hisname?

"Sergeant Cagolian Loo, of the Moxenwohl Precinct.”

"Goon."

"Finaly he arranged an gppointment with Adlari Dominion. | met Dominion & the Pequinade, out in
Vireburg. He gave me athousand crowns and aspy cell which | wasto carry with me at al times. When
anything interesting occurred | was to press an attention button.”

"What were your ingructions?"

"l wasto become a conspirator dong with my father, accompanying him as much as possible. If my
effortsresulted in the arrest of important figures, he hinted that | might be made a Telek mysdlf.”

"Did heintimate how his metamorphossis accomplished?’

“No.”

"When are you to report to Dominion again?'

"| "am to contact him by visiphone at 2:00 P.M. tomorrow, a Glarietta Pavilion."

"Isthere any password or identification code?"

"No."

Silence held the room for several minutes. Shorn stirred, rose to hisfeet. " Gorman—suppose | were
to be metamorphosed, suppose | were to becomeaTelek."

Circumbright chewed placidly on his pipestem. "It would be afinething. | don't quite understand how
you'll manage. Unless," he added in adry voice, "you intend to turn usal into Adlari Dominion."

"No. But look at Cluche. Look at me."

Circumbright looked, grimaced, straightened up in his seat.

Shorn watched expectantly. "Could it be done?"

"Oh. | see. Give you more nose, alonger chin, fuller cheeks, alot of red hair—"

"And Cluches clothes"

"You'd pass.”

"Especidly if | comewith information.”

"That'swhat is puzzling me. What kind of information could you give Dominion that would please him
but wouldn't hurt us?'

Shorntold him.

Circumbright puffed on hispipe. "It'sabig decison. But it'sagood exchange. Unless hesgot the
same thing aready, from other sources.”

"Such as Geskamp? In which case, we lose nothing.”

"True." Circumbright went to the visiphone. "Tino? Bring your gear over to—" He looked at Laurie:

"What's the address?"

"29, 24, 14 Martinvelt."



The red-haired man moved with ataut wiriness that had not been characteristic of Cluche Kurgill.
Laurieingpected him criticaly.

"Walk dower, Will. Dont flail your arms so. Cluche was very languid.”

"Check this." Shorn walked across the room.

"Better."

"Very well. I'm gone. Wish meluck. My firs stop is the old workshop for Cluche's spy cell. Hed
hardly belikely to leaveit there."

"But aren't you taking a chance, going back to the workshop?'

"I don't think so. | hope not. If the Teleks planned to destroy it, they would have done so last night.”
Hewaved his hand abruptly and was gone.

He rode the sidewalk, aping the languorous and lofty democracy he associated with Cluche. The
morning had been overcast and blustery, with spatters of cold rain, but at noon the clouds broke. The sun
surged through gaps in the hurrying rack, and the great gray buildings of Tran stood forth like proud
lords. Shorn tilted his head back; this was the grandeur of smple bulk, but neverthelessimpressive. He
himsdf preferred congtruction on asmaler scae, buildingsto suit alesser number of more highly
individudized people. He thought of the antique M editerranean temples, gaudy in their pinks and green
and blues, athough now the marble had bleached white. Such idiosyncrasy was possible, even enforced,
in the ancient monarchies. Today every man, in theory his own master, was required to mesh with his
fellows, likeapart in agreat gear cluster. The culture-colors and culture-tones came out at the common
denominator, the melange of dl colors: gray. Buildings grew taler and wider from motives of
economy—the volumeincreased by the cube but the enclosing surface only by the square. The motif was
utilitarianism, mass policy, each tenant rdinquishing edges and fringes of his persondity, until only the
common basic core—a sound roof, hot and cold water, good light, air-conditioning, and good elevator
service—remained.

People living in masses, thought Shorn, were like pebbles on abeach, each grinding and polishing his
neighbor until dl were absolutdy uniform. Color and flair were to be found only in the wildernessand
among the Teleks. Imagine aworld populated by Teleks; imagine the four thousand expanded to four
hundred million, four billion! First to go would be the cities. There would be no more concentrations, no
moregiant gray buildings, no directed rivers of men and women. Humanity would explode like anova
The citieswould corrode and crumble, great mournful hulks, the fina monumentsto medievaism. Earth
would be too smal, too limited. Out to the planets, where the Teleks claimed to roam at will. Flood Mars
with blue oceans, filter the sky of Venus. Neptune, Uranus, Pluto—call them in, bestow warm new orbits
upon them. Bring in even Saturn, S0 vast and yet with asurface gravity only atrifle more than
Earth's—But, these great works, suppose they exhausted the tel ekinetic energy, wherever it originated?
Suppose some morning the Teleks awoke and found the power gone!

Then—the crystal sky-castlesfalling! Food, shelter, warmth needed, and no secure gray cities, no
ant-hill buildings, none of the pedestrian energies of metd and heat and dectricity. Then what cdamity!
What wailing and cursaing!

Shorn heaved adeep sigh. Speculation. Telekinetic energy might well beinfinite. Or it might be at the
point of exhaustion at this moment. Speculation, and not germane to his present god.

Hefrowned. Perhapsit was important. Perhaps some quiet circuit in hismind was a work, aigning
him into new opinions—

Ahead was the basement recreation hall. Shorn guiltily redlized that he had been swinging along at his
own gait, quite out of character with the persondity of Cluche Kurgill. Best not forget these detalls, he
told himsdf guiltily; there would be opportunity for only one mistake.

He descended the sairs, strode through the hdll, past the clicking, glowing, humming game machines,
where men, rebelling at the predictability of their lives, cameto buy synthetic adventure and surprise.

He walked unchalenged through the door marked "Employees’; at the next door he paused,
wondering whether he had remembered to bring the key, wondering if aspy cdl might be hidden in the
shadows, watching the door.

If so, would Cluche Kurgill belikely to possess akey? It wasin the bounds of possibility, he



decided, and in any event would not he interpreted as suspicious.

Shorn groped into his pouch. The key was there. He opened the door, and assuming the furtive part
of aspy, entered the workshop.

It was asthey had |€ft it the night before. Shorn went quickly to thetool chest, found Circumbright's
pouch, brought forth the bug, set it carefully into his headdress.

Now—get out asfast as possible. He looked at his watch; Twelve noon. At two, Cluche's
gppointment with Adlari Dominion, chief of the Telek Liaison Committee,

Shorn ate an uncomfortable lunch in one corner of the Mercantile Mart Foodarium, alow-cellinged
acreage dotted with tables precisely as atile floor, and served by athree-tier display of food moving
dowly under atransparent case. His head itched furiously under the red toupee, and he dared not scratch
lest he disturb Tino's eaborate effort. Secondly, he decided that the Foodarium, the noon resort of
hurried day-workers, was out of character for Cluche Kurgill. Among the grays and dull greensand
browns, his magnificent Telek-style garments made him appear like aflamingo in achicken-run. Hefdt
glances of dull hodtility; the Teleks were envied but respected; one of their own kind aping the Teleks
was despised with the animosity that found no release e sewhere.

Shorn ate quickly and departed. He followed Zyke Alley into Multiflores Park, where he sauntered
back and forth among the dusty sycamores.

At two he sat himsdlf deliberately in akiosk, dided Glarietta Pavilion on the visphone. The
connection clicked home; the screen glowed with afanciful blackand-white drawing of Glarietta Pavilion,
and aterse man's voice spoke. "Glarietta Pavilion."

"l want to spesk to Adlari Dominion; Cluche Kurgill caling.”

A thin face appeared, inquisitive, impertinent, with alumpy nose, pae-blue eyes set a abirdlike
dant. "What do you want?'

Shorn frowned. He had neglected an important item of information; it would hardly do to ask the man
inthevidphoneif he were Adlari Dominion, whom he was supposed to have met three day previoudy.

"l had an appointment for today &t two," and cautiousy he watched the man in the screen.

"Y ou can report to me."

"No," said Shorn, now confident. The man was too pushing, too authoritative. "1 want to spesk to
Adlari Dominion. What | haveto say isnot for your ears.”

Thethin man glared. "I'll be the judge of that; Dominion can't be bothered every five minutes.”

"If Dominion learnsthat you are tanding in my way, hewill not be pleased.”

The thin face flushed red. His hand swept up, the screen went pale-green. Shorn waited.

The screen lit once more, showing abright room with high white walls. Windows opened on
sun-dazzled clouds. A man, thin asthefirst-to answer the screen, but somber, with gray hair and
oil-black eyes, looked quietly at him. Under the bore of the sharp eyes, Shorn suddenly felt uneasy.
Would hisdisguise hold up?

"Waéll, Kurgill, what do you haveto tdl me?

"It's aface-to-face matter."

"Hardly wise" Dominion commented. "Don't you trust the privacy of the visphone?| assureyou it's
not tapped.”

"No. | trust the visphone. But—I stumbled on something big. | want to be sure | get what's coming
tome"

"Oh." Dominion made no play at misunderstanding. ™Y ou've been working—how long?"

"Three days."

"And aready you expect the greatest reward it'sin our power to bestow?"

"Itsworthit. If I'maTeek, it'sto my advantage to help you. If I'm not—it isn't. Smple asthat."

Dominion frowned dightly. "Y ou're hardly quaified to estimate the value of your information.”

"Suppose | knew of abrain disease which attacks only Teleks. Suppose | knew that inside of ayear
half or three-quarters of the Telekswould be dead?”

Dominion's face changed not aflicker. "Naturdly | want to know about it."



Shorn made no reply.

Dominion sad dowly, "If such isyour information, and we authenticate it, you will be rewarded
suitably.”

Shorn shook hishead. "I can't take the chance. Thisismy windfall. I've got to make sure | get what
I'm &fter; | may not have another chance.”

Dominion’'s mouth tightened, but he said mildly enough, "1 understand your viewpoint.”

"I want to come up to the Pavilion. But aword of warning to you; thereésno harmin clear
understanding between friends."

"Nonewhatever."

"Don't try drugs on me. I've got acyanide capsulein my mouth. I'll kill mysdlf before you get
something for nothing.”

Dominion smiled grimly. "Very well, Kurgill. Don't execute yoursdlf, svalow it by mistake.”

Shorn smiled likewise. "Only asagesture of protest. How shdl | come up to Glarietta?"

"Hireacab."

"Openly?"

"Why not?'

"You're not afraid of counter espionage?’

Dominion's eyes narrowed; his head tilted dightly, "I thought we discussed thet at our previous
mesting.”

Shorn took care not to protest his recollection too vehemently. "Very well. I'll beright up.”

Glarietta Pavilion floated high above the ocean, afairy-book cloud-castle—shining white terraces,
ranked towers with parasol roofs, gardens verdant with foliage and vinestrailing down into the air.

The cab did down on alanding fiat. Shorn aighted. The driver looked at him without favor. "Want
meto wait?'

"No, you can go." Shorn thought wryly, held either be leaving under his own power or not be leaving
aal.

A door did back before him; he entered a hal walled with russet orange, purple and green prisms,
glowing in the brilliant upper ar light. In araised acove sat ayoung woman, abeautiful creature with
glossy butter-colored hair, acream-smooth face.

"Yes, ar?' she asked, impersonally courteous.

"l want to see Adlari Dominion. I'm Cluche Kurgill."

She touched akey below her. "To your right.”

He climbed a glass staircase which spiraled up agreen glass tube, came out in awaiting room walled
with gold-shot red rock that had never been quarried on Earth. Dark-green ivy velled one wall; white
columns opposite made agraceful frameinto aherbarium full of green light and lush green growth, white
and scarlet flowers,

Shorn hesitated, looked around him. A golden light blinked in the wall, an aperture appeared. Adlari
Dominion stood in the opening. "Comein, Kurgill."

Shorn stepped into the wash of light, and for amoment lost Dominion in the dazzle. When vision
returned, Dominion was lounging in ahammock-chair supported by aglistening rod protruding
horizontally from thewall. A red leather ottoman wasthe only other article of furniture visble. Three of
the wallswere trangparent glass, giving on amagnificent vistar clouds bathed in sunlight, blue sky, blue
sea

Dominion pointed to the ottoman. "Have a seat.”

The ottoman was only afoot high; ditting in it Shorn would be forced to crane hisneck to see
Dominion.

"No, thanks. | prefer to stand.” He put afoot on the ottoman, inspected Dominion cooly, eyeto eye.

Dominion said evenly, "What do you haveto tell me?"

Shorn garted to speak, but found it impossible to look into the smoldering black eyes and think at
the same time. He turned his eyes out the window to a pinnacle of white cloud. "I've naturally considered



this Stuation carefully. If you've donethesame. . . asl imagineyou have. . . then thereés no point in each
of ustrying to outwit the other. | have information that's important, criticaly important to agreat number
of Teleks. | want to trade thisinformation for Telek status." He glanced toward Dominion whose eyes
had never faltered, looked away once more.

"I'm trying to arrange this statement with absol ute clarity, so therell be complete understanding
between us. Fird, | want to remind you, | have poison in my mouth. I'll kill myself before | part with what
| know, and | guarantee you'll never have another chanceto learn what | can tell you." Shorn glanced
earnestly sdewise at Dominion. "No hypnotic drug can act fast enough to prevent me from biting open
my cyanide—Well, enough of that.

"Second: | can't trust any verba or written contract you make; if | accepted such a contract I'd have
no meansto enforceit. You arein astronger postion. If you deliver your part of the bargain, and | fail to
deliver my part, you can il arrangethat | be. . . well, pendized. Therefore, to demonstrate your good
fath, you must make delivery before | do.

"In other words, makemeaTelek. Then I'll tell you what | know."

Dominion sat saring a him afull thirty seconds. Then he said softly, "Three days ago Cluche Kurgill
was not o rigorous.”

"Three days ago, Cluche Kurgill did not know what he knows now."

Dominion said abruptly, "1 cannot argue with your expostion. If | wereyou, in your postion, | would
make the same stipul ation. However"—he looked Shorn keenly up and down—"three days ago | would
have considered you an undesirable adjunct.”

Shorn assumed alofty expression. "Judging from the Teleks | have known, | would not have
assumed you to be so critical "

"You talk past your understanding,” said Dominion crisply. "Do you think that men like Nollinrude,
for ingtance, who was just killed, are typical of the Teleks? Do you think that we are dl careless of our
destiny?' His mouth twisted contemptuoudly. "There are forces a work which you do not know of
tremendous patternslaid out for the future. But enough; these are high-level idess.”

Hefloated clear of hischair, lowered to thefloor. "I agreeto your stipulation. Come with me, well
get it over with. Y ou see, we are not inflexible; we can move swiftly and decisvely when wewish.”

He led Shorn back into the green glass tube, jerked himsdlf to the upper landing, watched impatiently
while Shorn circled up the steps.

"Come." He stepped out on awide white terrace bathed in afternoon sunlight, went directly to alow
table on which rested a cubical block of marble.

He reached into a cabinet under the table, pulled out a small speaker, spoke into the mesh. "Thetop
two hundred to Glarietta Pavilion." He turned back to Shorn. "Naturaly therell be certain mattersyou
mugt familiarize yoursdf with."

"In order to become a Telek, you mean?’

"No, no," snapped Dominion. "That's asmple mechanical matter. Y our perspective must be
adjusted; you'll beliving with anew orientation toward life."

"l had no ideait was quite so involved.”

"Therésagreat deal you don't understand.” He motioned brusquely. "Now to business. Watch that
marble block on thetable. Think of it as part yourself, controlled by your own nervous impulses. No,
don't look around; fix on the marble block. I'll stand here." Hetook a place near the table. "When | point
to theleft, moveit to the left; when | point to theright, moveit to the right. Mind now, the cubeis part of
your organism, part of your flesh, like your hands and feet."

There was murmuring and arustle behind Shorn; obedient to Dominion he fastened hiseyeson the
cube. "Now." Dominion pointed to the left.

Shorn willed the cubeto the left. "The cubeis part of you," said Dominion. ™Y our own body."

Shorn felt acool tremor at his skin. The cube moved to the | ft.

Dominion pointed to right. Shorn willed the cube to the right. Thetingling increased. It was asif he
were gradudly finding himself immersed in cool carbonated water.



Left. Right. Left. Right. The cube seemed to be nearer to him, though be had not moved. As near as
his own hand. His mind seemed to break through atough sphincter into anew medium, cool and wide;
he saw the world in a sudden new identity, something part of himsaif.

Dominion stepped away from the table; Shorn was hardly conscious that he no longer made directive
gestures. He moved the cube right, left, raised it Six feet into the air, twenty feet, sent it circling high
around the sky. As hefollowed it with his eyes, he became aware of Teleks standing silently behind him,
watching expressionlesdy.

He brought the cube back to the table. Now he knew how to do it. He lifted himsdlf into the air,
moved across the terrace, set himself down. When he looked around the Teleks had gone.

Dominion wore acool amile. "Y ou take hold with great ease.”

"It seems natural enough. What isthe function of the others, the Teleks behind on the terrace?"

Dominion shrugged. "We know little of the actud mechanism. At the beginning, of course, | helped
you movethe cube, asdid the others. Gradualy we let our mindsrest, and you did it al.”

Shorn gretched. "I fed mysdlf the center, the hub, of everything—asfar as| can see.”

Dominion nodded without interest. "Now—come with me." He sped through the air. Shorn followed,
exulting in his new power and freedom. Dominion paused by the corner of the terrace, glanced over his
shoulder. Shorn saw hisface in the foreshortened angle: white, rather pinched features, eyes subtly tilted,
brows drawn down, mouth subtly down-curving. Shorn's e ation gave way to sudden wariness. Dominion
had arranged the tel ekinetic indoctrination with a peculiar facility. The easiest way to get the desired
information, certainly; but was Dominion sufficiently free from vindictiveness to accept defeat? Shorn
considered the expresson he had surprised on Dominion'sface.

It was amistake to assume that any man, Telek or not, would accept with good grace the terms
dictated by a paid turncoat.

Dominion would restrain himself until helearned what Shorn could tdll him, then—And then?

Shorn dowed his motion. How could Dominion arrange amoment of gloating before hefindly
administered the coup de grace? Poison seemed most likdly. Shorn grinned. Dominion would consider it
beautifully just if Shorn could be killed with his own poison. A sharp blow or pressure under the jaw
would break the capsule in histooth.

Somehow Dominion would manage.

They entered agreat echoing hal, suffused with green-yellow light that entered through panesin the
high-vaulted dome. The floor was slver-shot marble; dark-green foliage grew in formal raised boxes.
The air was fresh and odorous with the scent of leaves.

Dominion crossed without pause. Shorn halted hafway across.

Dominion-turned his head. "Come."

"Where?'

Dominion's mouth dowly bent into agrimace that was unmistakably dangerous. "Where we can
tak."

"We cantak here. | cantedl you what | want to tell you in ten seconds. Or if you like, I'll take you to
the source of the danger.”

"Very wel," said Dominion. " Suppose you reved the nature of the threet againgt the Teleks. A brain
disease, you said?"

"No. | used the ideaas afigure of speech. The danger | refer to ismore cataclysmic than adisease.
Let'sgooutintheopenair. | fed condricted.” He grinned a Dominion.

Dominion drew in adeep breath. It must infuriate him, thought Shorn, to be commanded and forced
to obey acommon man and atraitor to boot. Shorn made a careless gesture. "I intend to keep my part
of the bargain; let's have no misunderstanding there. However —| want to escape with my winnings, if
you understand me."

"l understand you," said Dominion. "' understand you very well." He made an internd adjustment,
managed to gppear amost congenid. "However, perhaps you migudge my motives. You areaTelek
now; we conduct ourselves by adtrict code of behavior which you must learn.”



Shorn put on aface as gracious as Dominion's. "'l suggest, then, that we hold our conference down
on Earth."

Dominion pursed hislips. ™Y ou must acclimate yoursdlf to Telek surroundings—think, act, likea
Teek."

"Induetime,”" said Shorn. "At the moment I'm rather confused; the sense of power comes asa great
intoxication."

"It apparently has not affected your capacity for caution,” Dominion observed dryly.

"| suggest that we at least go out into the open, where we can talk at leisure.”

Dominion 9ghed. "Very wdl."

V1.

Laurie went restlesdy to the dispenser, drew teafor hersdlf, coffee for Circumbright. "I just can't
seemto St Sill—"

Circumbright inspected the pale face with scientific objectivity. If Laurie condescended to even the
dightest artifice or coquetry, he thought, she would become a creature of tremendous charm. He
watched her gppreciatively as she went to the window, looked up into the sky.

Nothing to see but reflected glow; nothing to hear but the hum of far traffic.

She returned to the couch. "Have you told Dr. Kurgill —of Cluche?

Circumbright stirred histea. "Naturdly | couldn't tell him the truth.”

"No." Laurie looked off into space. She shuddered. "I've never been so nervous before. Suppose—"
Her forebodings could find no words.

"Y ou're very fond of Shorn, aren't you?"

The quick look, the upward flash of her eyes, was enough.

They satindlence.

"Shh," said Laurie. "'l think he'scoming." Circumbright heard nothing.

Laurie roseto her feet. They both watched the door latch. It moved. The door did back. The hdll
was empty.

Laurie gasped in something like terror. There came atapping at the window.

They whedled. Shorn was outside, floating inthe air.

For amoment they stood paralyzed. Shorn rapped with hisknuckles; they saw his mouth form the
words, "Let mein.”

Lauriewaked stiffly to the window, swung it open. Shorn jumped down into the room.

"Why did you scare uslike that?' she asked indignantly.

"I'm proud of myself. | wanted to demonstrate my new abilities.” He drew himsdlf acup of coffee. "I
guessyou'll want to know my adventures.”

"Of coursal”

He sat down &t the table and described hisvigt to Glarietta Pavilion.

Circumbright listened placidly. "And now what?"

"And now—you've got a Telek to experiment on. Unless Dominion conceives along-distance
method of killing me. He's spending arestless night, | should imagine.”

Circumbright grunted.

"Firgt," said Shorn, "they put abug on me. | expected it. They knew | expected it. | got rid of it inthe
Beaux-Arts Museum. Then | began thinking, since they would expect me to dodge the bug, and fedl
secure after 1'd done so, no doubt they had away to locate me again. Tracker material sprayed on my
clothes, fluorescent in anonvisua frequency. | threw away Cluche's clothes, which | didn't likein thefirgt
place, washed in three changes of solvicine and water, disposed of the red wig. Cluche Kurgill had
disappeared. By the way, whereis Cluche's body?*

"Sefe

"We can let it be found tomorrow morning. With asign on him reading, 'l am aTelek spy." Dominion



will certainly hear of it; helll think I'm dead, and that will be one problem the less.™

"Good idea."

"But poor old Dr. Kurgill," remonstrated Laurie. "Hell never believe such anote.”

"No ... | suppose not.” She looked Shorn over from head to feet. "Do you fed different from
before?!

"| fed asif dl of creation were part of me. Identification with the cosmos, | guessyou'd call it.”

"But how doesit work?'

Shorn ddliberated. "I'm redlly not sure. | can move the chair the same way | move my arm, with
about the same effort.”

"Evidently," said Circumbright, "Geskamp had told them nothing of the mitrox under the stadium.”

"They never asked him. It was beyond their imagination that we could conceive such an atrocity.”
Shorn laughed. " Dominion was completely flabbergasted. Bowled over. For afew minutes| think he was
grateful tome."

"Andthen."

"And then, | suppose he remembered his resentment, and began plotting how best to kill me. But |
told him nothing until we werein the open air; any wegpon he held | could protect myself from. A bullet |
could think aside, even back at him; aheat-gun | could deflect.”

"Suppose hiswill on the gun and your will clashed?' Circumbright asked mildly.

"l don't know what would happen. Perhaps nothing. Like a man vacillating between two impulses. Or
perhaps the clash and the subsequent lack of reaction would invaidate both our confidences, and down
weld fal into the ocean. Because now we were standing on nothing, athousand feet over the ocean.”

"Weren't you afraid, Will?" asked Laurie.

"At fird—yes. But a person becomes accustomed to the sensation very quickly. It'sathing wevedl
experienced in our dreams. Perhapsit's only atrifling aberration that standsin the way of telekinesisfor
everyone."

Circumbright grunted, loaded his pipe. "Perhapswell find that out, d ong with the other things."

"Perhaps. Already | begin to look &t life and existence from another viewpoint.”

Laurielooked worried. "I thought things were just the same.”

"Fundamentally, yes. But thisfeding of power—of not being tied down—" Shorn laughed. "Don't
look at each other like that. I'm not dangerous. I'm only a Telek by courtesy. And now, where can we
et three pressure suits?"

"At thistime of night?1 don't know."

"No matter. I'm aTelek. Well get them. Provided of course you'd like to visit the Moon. All expense
tour, courtesy of Adlari Dominion. Laurie, would you liketo fly up, fast aslight, fast asthought, sand in
the Earthshine, on thelip of Eratosthenes, looking out over the Mare Imbrium—"

Shelaughed uneadily. "I'd loveit, Will. But—I'm scared.”

"What about you, Gorman?'

"No. Y ou two go. Therell be other chancesfor me."

Laurie jumped to her feet. Her cheeks were pink, her mouth was red and half-open in excitement.
Shorn looked at her with a sudden new vision. "Very well, Gorman. Tomorrow you can start your
experiments. Tonight—"

Lauriefound hersdf picked up, carried out through the window.

"Tonight," said Shorn by her sde, "welll pretend that we're souls—happy souls—exploring the
universe”

Circumbright lived in a near-abandoned suburb to the north of Tran. His house was aroomy old
antique, rearing like abaky horse over the Meyne River. Big industrid plants blocked the sky indll
directions, the air reeked with foundry fumes, sulfur, chlorine, tar, burnt-earth smells.

Within, the house was cheerful and untidy. Circumbright'swife wasatal strange woman who
worked ten hoursaday in her studio, sculpturing dogs and horses. Shorn had met her only once; so far
as he knew she had no interest or even awareness of Circumbright's anti-Telek activities.



Hefound Circumbright basking in the sun watching the brown river water roll past. He sat on alittle
porch he had built apparently for no other purpose but this.

Shorn dropped asmall cloth sack in hislap. " Souvenirs.”

Circumbright opened the bag unhurriedly, pulled out ahandful of stones, each tagged with acard
label. Helooked at thefirgt, hefted it. "Agate." Heread thelabd. "Mars. Wdll, well." A bit of black rock
was next. "Gabbro? From . . . let's see. Ganymede. My word, you wandered far afield.” He shot abland
blue glance up at Shorn. "Telekines's seemsto have agreed with you. Y ou've lost that haggard hunted
expression. PerhapsI'll have to become a Telek mysdlf.”

"Y ou don't look haggard and hunted. Quite the reverse.”

Circumbright returned to the rocks. ""Pumice. From the Moon, | suppose.” He read the labdl.
"No—Venus. Y ou made quite atrip.”

Shorn looked up into the sky. "Rather hard to describe. There's naturally afeding of londliness.
Darkness. Something like a dream. Out on Ganymede we were standing on aridge, obsidian, sharp asa
razor. Jupiter filled athird of the sky, the red spot right in the middle, looking a us. Therewasapink and
blue dimness. Peculiar. Black rock, the big bright planet. It was—weird. | thought, suppose the power
fails me now, suppose we can't get home? It gave me quiteachill.”

"Y ou seem to have madeit.”

"Yes, wemadeit." Shorn seated himsdlf, thrust out hislegs. "I'm not hunted and haggard, but I'm
confused. Two days ago | thought | had a good grasp on my convictions—"

"And now?'

"Now—I don't know."

"About what?'

"About—our efforts. Their ultimate effect, assuming were successful.”

"Hm-m-m." Circumbright rubbed hischin. "Do you still want to submit to experiments?’

"Of course. | want to know why and how telekinesisworks."

"When will you be ready?'

"Whenever you wish."

"Now?"

"Why not? Let's get Sarted.”

"As soon asyou'e ready, well try encephal ographs as astarting point.”

Circumbright wastired. Hisface, normaly pink and cherubic, sagged, filling his pipe, hisfingers
trembled.

Shorn leaned back in the leather chaise longue, regarded Circumbright with mild curiogty. "Why are
yOu S0 upset?'

Circumbright gave the litter of paper on the workbench a contemptuous flick of thefingers. "It'sthe
cursed inadequacy of the technique, the instruments. Trying to paint miniatures with awhisk broom, fix a
watch with a pipe wrench. There'—he pointed—"encephalograms. Every lobe of your brain.
Photographs—by x-ray, by planar section, by metabolism triggering. Weve measured your energy flow
s0 closdly that if you tossed me atennisbal 1'd find it on paper somewhere.”

"And therédswhat?'

"Nothing suggestive. Wavy lines on the encephal ograms. Increased oxygen absorption. Pined
tumescence. All gross by-products of whatever is happening.”

Shorn yawned and stretched. " About as we expected.”

Circumbright nodded heavily. "Aswe expected. Although | hoped for—something. Someindication
where the energy came from—uwhether through the brain, from the object itself, or from—nowhere."

Shorn caused water to legp from aglass, form awet glistening hoop inthe air. He set it around
Circumbright's neck, started it contracting Sowly.

"Hey," cried Circumbright reproachfully. "Thisis serious business.”

Shorn snaked the water back in the glass. Circumbright leaned forward. "Where do you fed the
energy comesfrom?’



Shorn reflected. "It seemsto bein matter itself—just as motion seemsto be part of your hand.”

Circumbright sighed in dissatisfaction. He continued half-queruloudy. "And a what speed does
telekinesswork? If it's light-speed, then the action presumably occursin our own space-time. If it's
fagter, then it's some other medium, and the whole thing's unknowable.”

Shorn roseto hisfeet. "We can check the last with comparative fecility.”

Circumbright shook his head. "Wed need instruments of aprecison | don't have on hand.”

"No. Just a stop watch and—Iet's see. A flare, a timer, acouple of spacesuits.”

"What'syour idea?' Circumbright asked suspicioudy.

"I'm taking you space-waking."

Circumbright rose uncertainly. "I'm afraid I'll be frightened.”

"If you're an agoraphobe don't try it.”

Circumbright blew out his cheeks. "I'm not that.”

"You wait here," said Shorn. "I'll be back in ten minutes with the spacesuits.”

Half an hour later, they sumped out on Circumbright'slittle sun porch. Circumbright's outfit had been
intended for alarger man; his head projected only haf up into the head-bubble, to Shorn's amusement.
"Readly?"

Circumbright, his blue eyeswide and solemn, nodded. "Up we go."

Earth dwindled below, asif snatched out from under their feet. Speed without acceeration. To dl
sdes was blackness, the black of vacancy, continuing emptiness. The moon rolled over their shoulders, a
pretty pocked ball, black and silver.

The sun dwindled, became adisk of glare which seemed to cast no light, no heat. "We're seeing it by
itshigh frequencies,” Shorn observed. "A kind of reverse Doppler effect—"

"Suppose we run into an asteroid or a meteorite?!

"Don't worry, wewon't."

"How do you know? Y ou couldn't sop intime.”

Shorn ruminated. "No. It's something to think about. I'm not sure whether or not we have
momentum. Another experiment for you to worry about. But after today I'll send some kind of shield out
ahead of us, justin case."

"Where arewe going?'

"Out to one of Jupiter's satellites. Look, there goes Mars." He dropped the telescopic lensin front of
hiseyes. "Thereslo. Well landon lo."

They stood on adim gray table, afew feet above atortured jumble of black scoriae. Frozen white
stuff, like rock sdt, lay in the crevices. The horizon was near, very sharp. Jupiter filled aquadrant of the
sky to the left.

Shorn arranged the flare and the timer on aflat area. "I'll set it for ten minutes. Now—on the count of
fivel'll gart thetimer and you start your stop watch.”

"Redy."

"One...two...three...four ... five" Helooked a Circumbright. Circumbright nodded. "Good.
Now, we take ourselves out into space where we can watch.”

lo dwindled to atarnished metd disk, abright spot.

"Werefar enough, | think. Now we watch for the flare, and check the time by your stop watch. The
increment over ten minuteswill give usthe light-distance from | o to where were—" Shorn considered.
"What are we doing? Standing? Floating?'

"Wating."

"Waiting. After knowing thelight distance, we can make our tests.”

"Arewe sure that we're not moving now? If we're moving, our observationswill be inaccurate.”

Shorn shook his head. "We're not moving. It's the way telekinesisworks. | stop us deed, in relation
to o, the same way aman on roller skates stops by grabbing a post. He just—stops himsdlf.”

"Y ou know more about it than | do.”

"It'smoreintuition than knowledge—which is suggestive in itsdlf. How'sthe time?'



"Nine minutes. Ten . . . Twenty seconds. Thirty seconds. Forty. Fifty—one—two—three—"

They looked toward |0 through the telescopic visors. Circumbright counted on in the same cadence.
" Four—five—s x—seven—e ght—nine—ten minutes. One—two—three—"

A brief flicker appeared from the dull disk. Circumbright clamped down on the stem of his stop
watch. "Three point Sx seconds. Allow two tenths of a second reaction time. That gives three point four
seconds. Over six hundred thousand miles. Now what?"

"Let me have your stop watch. I'll set it to zero. Now." Shorn squared himself toward 1o. "Now well
try telekinesson awholeworld.”

Circumbright blinked. " Suppose there's not enough energy available?!

"WEe'll soon know." He looked at |o, pressed the stop watch starter.

One second—two seconds—three seconds—I o jerked ahead in its orhit.

Shorn looked at the stop watch. " Three point seven. A tenth of asecond, which might be error.
Apparently telekinessworks dmost ingantaneoudy.”

Circumbright looked glumly out toward incandescent Sirius. "WEell play merry hell trying to get any
sgnificant results with my lab equipment. Somebody's got to invent some new tools—"

Shorn followed his gaze out toward Sirius. "I wonder what the limit of actionis.”

Circumbright asked doubtfully, ™Y ou're not going to try this.... knack of yours on Sirius?"

"No. Wed have to wait eight yearsfor the light to reach us. But—" He contemplated the massive
form of Jupiter. "There's achallenging subject right there.”

Circumbright said uneasily, " Suppose the effort drains the source of telekinetic energy—Ilike ashort
circuit drains a battery? We might be left out here helpless—"

Shorn shook his head. "1t wouldn't work that way. My mind isthe critical factor. Size doesn't mean
much, solong as| can grasp it, take hold of al of it."

He stared at Jupiter. Seconds passed. "About now, if it's going to happen.”

Jupiter quivered, floated up across twenty degrees of sky, dropped back into its former orbit.

Circumbright looked dmost fearfully at Shorn. Shorn laughed shakily. "Don't worry, Gorman. I'm not
out of my mind. But think of thefuture! All these wasted worlds moved in close, bathing in sunlight.
Wonderful new planetsfor mento live on—"

They turned their faces toward the sun. Earth was amist-white bal, growing larger. "Think," said
Circumbright, "think of what amad Telek could do. He could come out here aswe did, pick up the
Moon, tossit into North America or Europe as easily as dropping arock into the mud. Or he could look
at Earth, and it would start to move toward the sun—through the corona, and Earth would be singed,
seared clean; he could drop it into a sunspot.”

Shorn kept his eyesturned away from Earth. "Don't put ideasinto my mind."

"It'sared problem,” insgsted Circumbright.

"l imagine that eventudly there will be an darm system of some kind; and as soon asit sounds, every
mind will grab on to conditions asthey are, and hold tight. Or maybe a corps of guardians—"

VII.

Back on Earth, in Laurie's apartment on upper Martinvelt, Shorn and Circumbright sat drinking
coffee.

Circumbright was unaccustomedly nervous and consulted hiswatch at five-minute intervas.

Shorn watched quizzicaly. "Who are you expecting?' Circumbright glanced quickly, guiltily, round
theroom. "I suppose there's no spy beetle anywhere close.”

"Not according to the detector cdll.”

"I'mwaiting for the messenger. A man called Luby, from East Shore.™

"l don't think | know him."

"You'd remember himif youdid."

Lauriesad, "l think | hear him now."



She went to the door, did it back. Luby came into the room, quiet as a cat. He was a man of forty
who looked no more than seventeen. His skin was clear gold, hisfeatures chiseled and handsome, his
hair aclose cap of tight bronze curls. Shorn thought of the Renaissance Itaians—Cesare Borgia, Lorenzo
Medici.

Circumbright made introductions which Luby acknowledged with anod of the head and alambent
look; then he took Circumbright aside, muttered in arapid flow of syllables.

Circumbright raised his eyebrows, asked a question; Luby shook his head, responded impatiently.
Circumbright nodded, and without another word Luby left the room, as quietly as he had entered.

"Theres ahigh-level meeting—ypolicy makers—ouit at Portinari Gate. Were wanted.” Heroseto his
feet, stood indecisvely amoment. "I suppose we had better be going.”

Shorn went to the door, looked out into the corridor. "Luby moves quietly. Isn't it unusua to
concentrate top mindsin asingle meeting?”'

"Unprecedented. | suppose it's something important.” Shorn thought a moment. " Perhapsit would be
better to say nothing of my new—achievements.”

"Vey wdl."

They flew north through the night, into the foothills, and Lake Paienza spread like adark blot below,
rimmed by the lights of Portinari.

Portinari Gate was arambling inn six hundred years old, high on ahillsde, overlooking lake and
town. They dropped to the soft turf in the shadow of grest pines, walked to the back entrance.

Circumbright knocked, and they felt aquiet scrutiny.

The door opened, an iron-faced woman with ahao of iron-gray hair sood facing them. "What do
you want?'

Circumbright muttered a password; silently she stepped back. Shorn felt her wary scrutiny as he and
Laurie entered the room.

A brown-skinned man with black eyes and gold ringsin hisearsflipped up ahand. "Hello,
Circumbright."

"Helo. .. Thursby, thisisWill Shorn, Laurita Chelmsford.”

Shorn ingpected the brown man with interest. The Great Thursby, rumored co-ordinator of the
world-wide anti-Telek underground.

There were othersin the room, stting quietly, watchfully. Circumbright nodded to one or two, then
took Shorn and Laurieto the side.

"I'm surprised,” he said. "The brains of the entire movement are here." He shook his head. "Rather
ticklish."

Shorn felt of the detector. "No spy cells.”

More people entered, until possibly fifty men and women occupied the room. Among the last group
wasthe young-old L uby.

A stocky dark-skinned man rose to hisfeet. "This meeting is adeparture from our previous methods,
and | hope it won't be necessary again for along time.”

Circumbright whispered to Shorn, "That's Kassabarg, European Post.”

Kassabarg swung adow glance around the room. "We're starting a new phase of the campaign. Our
first was organizationd ; we built aworld-wide underground, a communication system, set up aladder of
command. Now—the second stage: preparation for our eventual action . . . which, of course, will
condtitute the third stage.

"Wedl know the difficulties under which we work: snce we can't hold up aclear and present
danger, our government is not sympathetic to us, and in many cases actively hostile—especidly in the
persons of suborned police officias. Furthermore we're under the compulsion of striking an absolutely
decisive blow on our firgt sdly. Therewon't be a second chance for us. The Teleks must be'—he
paused—"they must be killed. It's a course toward which we dl fed an ingtinctive revulsion, but any other
course bares usto the incal cul able power of the Teleks. Now, any questions, any comments?”

Shorn, compelled by a sudden pressure he only dimly understood, rose to hisfest. "I don't want to



turn the movement into a debating society—but there's another course wherekilling is unnecessary. It
erases the need of the decisive blow, it gives us a greater chance of success.”

"Naturdly," said Kassdlbarg mildly, "I'd liketo hear your plan.”

"No operation, plan it as carefully as you will, can guarantee the death of every Teek. And those
who aren't killed may go crazy in anger and fear; | can picture ahundred million deaths, five hundred
million, abillion desthsin thefirst few seconds after the operation starts—but does not quite succeed.”

Kasselbarg nodded. " The need for a hundred per cent coup isemphatic. Theformulation of such a
plan will congtitute Phase Two, of which | just now spoke. We certainly can't proceed on any basis other
than aninety-nine per cent probability of fulfillment.”

Theiron-faced woman spoke. "There are four thousand Teleks, more or less. Here on Earth ten
thousand people die every day. Killing the Teleks seemsa smdll price to pay for security against absolute
tyranny. It's either act now, while we have limited freedom of choice, or dedicate the human raceto
davery for aslong into the future as we can imagine.”

Shorn looked around the facesin the room. Laurie was sympathetic; Circumbright looked away
uncomfortably; Thursby frowned thoughtfully; Kasselbarg waited with courteous deference.

"Everything you say istrue," Shorn said. "'l would be the most ruthless of usal, if these four thousand
deaths did not rob the human race of the most precious gift it possesses. Telekinesisto date has been
misused; the Teleks have been remarkable for their salfishness and egotism. But in reacting to the Teleks
mistakes, we should not make mistakes of our own."

Thursby said in acoal clear voice, "What is your concrete proposa, Mr. Shorn?"

"I believe we should dedicate oursalves, not to killing Teleks, but to giving telekinesisto every sane
man and woman."

A smdll red-haired man sneered, "The ancient fallacy, privilege for the chosen ones—in this case, the
sane. And who, pray, determinestheir sanity?'

Shorn amiled. "Your falacy isat least an ancient; surely theré's nothing occult about sanity. But let me
return to my fundamenta proposition—that taking telekiness out of monopoly and broadcasting itisa
better solution to the problem than killing Teleks. Oneway isup, the other down; building versus
destruction. In one direction we put mankind at its highest potential for achievement; in the other we have
four thousand dead Teleks, if our plan succeeds. Always latent isthe possibility of adevastated world."

Thursby said, "Y ou're convincing, Mr. Shorn. But aren't you operating on the unproved premise that
universa telekinesisisapossibility? Killing the Teleks seemsto be easier than persuading them to share
their power; we've got to do one or the other.”

Shorn shook hishead. "There are at |east two methods to create Teleks. Thefirstisdow and a
long-range job: that is, duplicating the conditions which produced the first Teleks. The second ismuch
eader, quicker, and, | believe, safer. | have good reason for—" he stopped short. A faint buzzing, a
vibration in his pocket.

The detector.

Heturned to Luby, who stood by the door. "Turn out the lights! Therésa Telek spy cell nearby! Out
with the lights, or we'redl donefor."

Luby hesitated. Shorn cursed under his breath. Thursby roseto hisfeet, startled and tense. "What's
going on?"

There was a pounding at the door. "Open up, in the name of the law."

Shorn looked at the windows; the tough vitripane burst out; the windows were wide open. " Quick,
out the window!"

Circumbright said in avoice of deadly passion, "Somewhere therés atraitor—"

A manin black and gold appeared a the window with aheat gun. "Out the door," he bellowed. "Y ou
can't get away, the placeis surrounded. Move out the door in an orderly fashion; move out the door.
Youredl under arrest. Don't try to break for it, our orders are shoot to kill."

Circumbright sidied close to Shorn. "Can't you do something?”

"Not here. Wait till we're dl outsde; we don't want anyone shot.”



Two burly troopers appeared in the doorway, gestured with pistols. "Outside, everybody. Keep your
hands up."

Thursby led the way, hisface thoughtful. Shorn followed; behind came the others. They marched into
the parking area, now flooded with light from police lamps.

"Stop right there," barked anew voice.

Thursby halted. Shorn squinted againgt the searchlight; he saw adozen men standing in acircle
around them.

"Thisisacatch and no mistake," muttered Thursby. "Quiet! No talking.”

"Better search them for weapons,” came another new voice. Shorn recognized the dry phrasing, the
overtones of careless contempt. Adlari Dominion.

Two Black and Golds walked through the group, making aquick search.

A mocking voice came from behind the searchlights. "1an't that Colonel Thursby, the peopl€'s hero?
What's he doing in this nasty little conspiracy?'

Thursby stared ahead with an immobile face. The red-haired man who had challenged Shorn cried,
"Y ou Telek boot-licker, may the money they pay rot the hands off your wristsl"

"Easy, Wdter," said Circumbright.

Thursby spoke toward the lights. " Are we under arrest?”

There was no answer—a contemptuous silence.

Thursby repested in asharper tone. "Are we under arrest? | want to see your warrant; | want to
know what were charged with."

"Y ou're being taken to headquartersfor questioning,” came the reply. "Behave yoursalves, if you've
committed no crime, therell be no charge.™

"WEIl never reach headquarters,” Circumbright muttered to Shorn. Shorn nodded grimly, staring into
the lights, seeking Dominion. Would he recognize the Cluche Kurgill whom he had invested with Telek
power?

Thevoice cdled out, "Were you contemplating resistance to arrest? Go ahead. Make it easy on
Us—"

There was motion in the group, aswaying asif from the wind which moved the tops of the dark pine
trees.

Thevoicesaid, "Very well then, march forward, oneat atime. You first, Thursby.”

Thursby turned dowly, like abull, followed the trooper who walked ahead waving aflashlight.

Circumbright muttered to Shorn, "Can't you do something?”

"Not while Dominionis out there—"

"Slencel™

One by one, the group followed Thursby. An air barge loomed aheed, the rear hatch gaping like the
mouth of acave.

"Up theramp; indde."

The hold was a bare, metal-walled cargo space. The door clanged shut, and thefifty captives stood
in sweeting slence.

Thursby's voice came from near thewall. "A clean sweep. Did they get everybody?'

Circumbright answered in acarefully toneless voice. "So far as| know.”

"Thiswill set the movement back ten years,”" said another voice, controlled but tremulous.

"Morelikely destroy it entirdly."

"But—what can they convict us of ? Were guilty of nothing they can prove.”

Thursby snorted. "WEell never get to Tran. My guessisgas.”

"Gas?'—ahorrified whisper.

"Poison gas pumped through the ventilator. Then out to sea, drop us, and no one's the wiser. Not
even “killed while escaping.' Nothing."

Theaircraft vibrated, rose into the air; under their feet was the soft feding of air-borne flight.
Shorn called out softly. "Circumbright?’



"Right here"

"Makealight."

A paper torch ignited by a cigarette lighter cast ayellow flicker around the hold; faces glowed pae
and damp astoad-bellies; eyes glared and reflected, in the flare of the torch.

The row of portswaswell shuttered, the hand-keys were replaced by bolts. Shorn turned his
attention to the door. He had moved the planet Jupiter; he should be able to break open adoor. But the
problem was different; in a sense this bulging open of adoor was a concept severa times more advanced
than movement of a single object, no matter how large. There was also a psychologica deterrent in the
fact that the door was locked. What would happen if he attempted to tel ekinecize and nothing happened?
Would heretain his power?

Thursby was standing with his ear to the ventilator. He turned, nodded. "Here it comes. | can hear
the hiss—"

The paper torch was guttering; in darkness Shorn was as helpless as the others. Desperately he
plunged hismind at the door; the door burst open, out into the night. Shorn caught it beforeit fluttered
away into the dark air, brought it edgewise back through the door opening.

The wind had blown out the torch; Shorn could only vaguely fed the black bulk of the door. He
yelled, to be heard over the roar of the wind rushing past the door, " Stand back, stand back—" He could
wait no longer; he fdt redlity dipping in the darkness; the door was only avague blot. He concentrated
onit, strained hiseyesto see, hurled it against the meta hull, stove out agreat rent. Air swept through the
hold, whisked out any gas which might have entered.

Shorn took himsalf out the door, rose above the cabin, looked through the sky dome. A dozen Black
and Gold troopers sat in the forward compartment looking uneasily back toward the cargo hold whence
had comethe rending jar. Adlari Dominion was not visible. Luby, the bronze-haired courier with the
medallion face, sat statue-quiet in acorner. Luby wasto be preserved, thought Shorn. Luby wasthe
traitor.

He had neither time nor inclination for haf-measures. He tore a strip off the top of the ship; the
troopers and Luby looked up in terror. If they saw him at all, he was awhite-faced demon of the night,
riding the wind above them. They were shucked out of the cabin like peas from apod, flung out into the
night, and their cries came thinly back to Shorn over the roar of the wind.

He jumped down into the cabin, cut off the motors, jerked the cylinder of gas away from the
ventilation system, then whisked the craft east, toward the Monaghill Mountains.

Cloudsfell away from the moon; he saw afield below. Here was as good a spot as any to land and
reorganize.

The aircraft settled to the fidld. Dazed, trembling, buffeted, fifty men and women crept from the hold.

Shorn found Thursby leaning againg the hull. Thursby looked at him through the moonlight asachild
might watch aunicorn. Shorn grinned. "1 know you must be puzzled; I'll tell you al about it as soon as
we're settled. But now—"

Thursby squinted. "It's hardly practical our going home, acting asif nothing had happened. The Black
and Goldstook photographs, and there's anumber of us that—are not unknown to them.”

Circumbright appeared out of the darknesslike apink and brown owl. "Ther€lll be agreet dea of
excitement at the Black and Gold headquarters when there's no news of this hulk.”

"Therell beagreat ded of irritation at Glarietta Pavilion."

Shorn counted the days on hisfingers. "Today is the twenty-third. Nine daysto thefirst of the
month."

"What happens on the first of the month?"

"TheFirst Annud Telekinetic Olympiad, at the new stadium in Swanscomba Valley. In the meantime,
there's an old mine back of Mount Mathias. The bunkhouses should hold two or three hundred.”

"But therére only fifty of us"

"Well want others. Two hundred more. Two hundred good people. And to avoid any
confusion"—helooked around to find the red-haired man who thought that sanity was no morethan a
function of individua outlook—"we will equate goodnessto will to surviva for salf, the family group,



human culture and tradition.”

"That's broad enough,” said Thursby equably, "to suit dmost anyone. Asa practicd stlandard—" In
the moonlight Shorn saw him cock his eyebrows humoroudy.

"Practicaly,” said Shorn, "well pick out peoplewelike."

VIII.

Sunday morning, Junethe first, was dull and overcast. Mist hung along the banks of the Swanscomba
River asit wound inits new looping course down the verdant valey; the trees dripped with clammy
condensations.

At eight o'clock aman in rich garments of purple, black and white dropped from the sky to the rim of
the stadium. He glanced up at the overcast, the cloud-rack broke open like a scum, dlid across the sky.

Horizon to horizon the heavens showed pure and serene blue; the sun poured warmth into
SwanscombaValley.

The man looked carefully around the stadium, his black eyes keen, restless. At thefar end stood a
man in ablack and gold police uniform; he brought the man through the air to the rim of the stadium
beside him. "Good morning, sergeant. Any disturbance?

"Noneat dl, Mr. Dominion."

"How about below?"

"l couldn't say, Sir. I'm only responsible for the interior, and I've had the lightson al night. Not afly
has showed itsdlf.”

"Good." Dominion glanced around the great bowl. "If there are no trespassers now, there won't be
any, snce there'sno ground-level entrance.”

Hetook himself and the trooper to the ground. Two other men in uniform appeared.

"Good morning,” sadd Dominion. "Any disturbance?!

"No sir. Not asound.”

"Curious." Dominion rubbed his pae peaked chin. "Nothing below the stadium?’

"Nothing, sir. Not anail. We've searched every nook and cranny, down to bedrock, inch by inch."

"Nothing on the detectors?'

"No, gir. If agopher had tunneled under the stadium, wed have known it."

Dominion nodded. "Perhaps there won't be any demongtration after dl." He stroked his chin. "My
intuition is seldom at fault. But never mind. Take al your men, station them at the upper and lower ends
of thevalley. Allow no oneto enter. No one, on any pretext whatever. Understand me?"

"Yes, ar."

Dominion returned to the rim of the stadium, gazed around the sunny bowl. The grasswas green and
well-cropped; the colored upholstery of the chairs made circular bands of pastel around the stadium.

Hetook himsdf through the air to the director's cupola, an enclosed booth hanging in avantage point
over the field on along trangparent spar. He entered, seated himsdlf at the table, switched on the
microphone. "One—two—three." He stopped, listened. His voice, channeled to speakersin the arms of
each of the seats, came back to him as ahusky murmur.

Other Teleks began to arrive, dropping like brilliant birds from the sky, settling to bask in the sunlight.
Refreshment trays floated past; they sipped fruit juice, teg, and ate mintcakes.

Dominion left the high cupola, drifted low over the stadium. There was no expectation of filling it;
thirty thousand seats would alow room for future increase. Thirty thousand Telekswasthe theoretical
limit that the economy of Earth could maintain at the present standard of living. And after thirty thousand?
Dominion shrugged as de the question; the problem had no contemporary meaning. The solution should
prove smple enough; there had been talk of swinging Venus out into acooler orbit, moving in Neptune,
and creating two habitable worlds by transferring haf of Neptune's mantle of ice to dusty Venus. A
problem for tomorrow. Today's concern was the creetion of the Telek Earth State, the incul cation of
religious awe into the common folk of Earth—the only means, asit had been decided, to protect Teleks



from witless assassination.

He dropped into agroup of friends, seated himself. Hiswork was done for the day; now, with
security achieved, he could relax, enjoy himself.

Teleks camein greater numbers. Here was alarge group—fifty together. They settled into a section
rather high up on the shady side, somewhat gpart from the others. A few minutes later another group of
fifty joined them, and later there were other smilar groups.

At nine o'clock the program of events got under way. A whirlpool of jewe colorsglinted high in the
sky. A dozen grest ice prisms appeared, each frozen from water of adifferent color.

They commenced to revolvein acircle, rotating a the same time; shafts of colored light—red,
gold-ydlow, emerdd, blue—played around the stadium. Then each of the prisms broke into twenty
sections, and the pieces swung, swirled like aswarm of polychromefireflies. With agreat swoop, they
disappeared into the sky.

The voice of Lemand De Troller, Program Director, sounded from the speakers.

"Sixty years ago, at the originad Telekinetic Congress, our race was born. Today isthefirst annua
convention of theissue of these early giants, and | hope the custom will persist down the stream of
history, down the million yearsthat is our destined future, ten million timesamillion years.

"Now—the program for the day. Immediately following will be agame of bump-bal, for theworld
championship, between the Crimean Blues and the Odandic Vikings. Then therewill bea
water-scul pture contest and display, and next—arrow dueling, followed by an address by Miss Gloriana
Hallen, on the Future of Telekinesis, and then lunch will be served on the turf—"

Circumbright and Shorn listened with mounting dissatisfaction. The program director finished. "—the
find vaediction by Graycham Gray, our chairman for the year."

Circumbright said to Shorn, "There's nothing there, no masstelekinesisin the entire program.”

Shorn said nothing. He leaned back in his seat, looked up to the director's cupola.

"Ample opportunity for massexercise,” complained Circumbright "and they overlook it entirely.”

Shorn brought his attention back down from the cupola. "It's an obvious stunt—perhaps too obvious
for such a sophisticated people.”

Circumbright scanned the two hundred and sixty-five men and women in radiant Telek costumesthat
Shorn had brought into the stadium, fifty at atime. "Do you suppose that the program asit stlandswill do
thetrick?'

Shorn shook his head fretfully. "Doesn't seem possible. Not enough mass participation.” He looked
over hisshoulder to Thursby, in the seat behind him. "Any idess?"

Thursby in brown and yelow said tentatively, "We can't very well force them to indoctrinate us.”

Laurie, besde Shorn, laughed nervoudy. "L et's send Circumbright out to plead with them."”

Shorn moved restlesdy in his seat. Two hundred and sixty-five precious lives, dependent for
continued existence on his skill and vigilance. "Maybe something will turn up.”

The game of bump-ball was under way. Five men lying pronein eight-foot red torpedoes competed
againg five men in blue torpedoes, each team trying to bump afloating three-foot bal into the opposition
goa. The game was lightning swift, gpparently dangerous. Theten little boats moved so fast asto be
mereflickers, the bal dammed back and forth like a ping-pong ball.

Shorn began to notice curious glances cast up toward his group. There was no suspicion, only
interest; somehow they were attracting attention. He looked around, and saw his group sitting straight
and tense as vestrymen at afunerd—obvioudy, uneasy and uncomfortable. He rose to hisfeet, spokein
an angry undertone, "Show alittlelife; act asif you're enjoying yourselves™

He turned back to thefield, noticed a service wagon not in use, pulled it up, moved it past his
charges. Gingerly they took tea, rum punch, cakes, fruit. Shorn set the case back on the turf.

The bump-bail game ended; now began the water sculpture. Columns of water reared into the air:
thousands of gdlons, working into glistening soft forms. Quivering pliant water caught the sunlight, glowed
deep from within the nonobjectives, the human figures, the heads, the interl ocking geometric patterns.

Event followed event: competitionsand digplaysin color, skill, ingenuity, swift reaction; arrows were



pitted against arrows each trying to pierce the bladder trailed by the other. Colored spheres were raced
through an obstacle course; there was an exhibition in which sparrows were released and after an interval
herded into a basket by a smal white tambourine.

Theair over the stadium swam with fascinating colors, shapes, tapes, screens, and so passed the
morning. At twelve laden buffet tables dropped from sky to the stadium turf. And now Shorn found
himsdlf on the horns of adilemma. By remaining aoof from the tables his group made themsdaves
conspicuous; but they risked quick detection by mingling with the Teleks.

Thursby resolved the problem. He leaned forward. "Don't you think we'd better go down to lunch?
Maybe afew at atime. We stick out like asore thumb sitting up here hungry.”

Shorn nodded acquiescently. By ones and twos he sent the members of his company down to the
sward. Laurie nudged him. "Look. Theré's Dominion. He's talking to old Poole.”

Circumbright in unusua agitation said: "1 hope Poole keeps hiswits about him."

Shorn smiled grimly. "1f Dominion makes one move—" Circumbright saw one of the dueling arrows
lift easily into the air. Dominion turned away. Shorn sighed. The arrow returned to the turf.

A moment later he brought Poole back to his seat. "What did Dominion want?'

Poole was a scholarly-looking man of middle age, mild and myopic. "Dominion? Oh, the gentleman
who spoke to me. He was very pleasant. Asked if | were enjoying the spectacles, and said that he didn't
think he recognized me."

"And what did you say?"

"l said | didn't get out very much, and that there were many herel hardly knew."

"And then?'

"Hejust moved away.”

Shorn sighed. "Dominion isvery sharp.”

Thursby wore aworried frown.

"Things haven't gone so wdl thismorning.”

"No. But theres till the afternoon.”

The afternoon program began with ascore of young Telek girls performing an air ballet.

IX.

Three o'clock.

"Theres not much more,”" said Circumbright. Shorn sat hunched forward. "No."

Circumbright clenched the arms of his sedt. "We've got to do something—and | know what to do.”

"What?'

"Drop me down to thefidd. I'll pick up the arrows, and you start picking off Teleks. Dominion firg.
Thenthey'll dl—"

Shorn shook his head. "It wouldn't work. Y ou'd be throwing away your lifefor nothing."

"Why wouldnt it work?" Circumbright demanded belligerently.

Shorn gestured to the two hundred and sixty-five. "Do you think we could arouse aredl rapport in
the business of pulverizing you? No." He looked up to the director's cupola. "It's got to come from there.
And I'vegot to arrangeit." He reached over, clasped Laurie's hand, nodded to Thursby, roseto hisfest,
took himself by an inconspicuous route aong the back wall, up to the transparent spar supporting the
cupola. Inside he glimpsed the shapes of two men.

He did back the door, entered quietly, frozein hisfootprints. Adlari Dominion, lounging back in an
elagtic chair, smiled up at him, ominous asacobra "Comein. I've been expecting you."

Shorn looked quickly to Lemand De Traller, the program director, abulky blond man with lines of
sdf-indulgence dlamping his mouth.

"How s0?'

"I have apretty fair ideaof your intentions, and | admit their ingenuity. Unluckily for you, | ingpected
the body of Cluche Kurgill, nated a short time ago, and it occurred to me that this was not the man



whom | entertained at Glarietta; | have since reprimanded mysdlf for not scrutinizing the catch a Portinari
Gate more carefully. In any event, today will be acomplete debacle, from your standpoint. | have
excised from the program any sort of business which might have helped you."

Shorn said thickly, ™Y ou showed agreat dedl of forbearance in dlowing usto enjoy your program.”

Dominion made alazy gesture. "It isaswell not to bring our problemstoo sharply to the attention of
the spectators, it might lay amacabre overtone upon the festiva, for them to observe at close hand two
hundred and sixty-five condemned anarchists and provocateurs.”

"Y ou should have been made very uncomfortableif | had not come up here to the cupola.”

Dominion shook hishead indulgently. "I asked mysdlf, what would | do in your position? | answered,
| would proceed to the cupola and myself direct such an event to suit my purposes. So—I preceded
you." Hesmiled. "And now—the sorry rebdllionisat its end. The entire nucleus of your gang iswithin
reach, helpless; if you recall, thereis no exit, they have no meansto scale thewals."

Shorn fet thick bilerigng in histhroat; his voice sounded strange to hisears. "It's not necessary to
revenge yourself on al these people; they're merely decent individuas, trying to cope with—" He spoke
on, pleading haf-angrily for the two hundred and sixty-five. Meanwhile his mind worked at asurviva
sub-level. Dominion, no matter how lazy-seeming and catlike, was keyed up, on his guard; therewould
be no surprising him. In any struggle Lemand De Troller, the program director, would supply the decisive
force. Shorn might be able to parry the weapons of one man, but two cores of thought would be too
much for him.

Decision and action came to him smultaneoudy. He gave the cupolaagreat shake; sartled, De
Troller seized the desk. Shorn threw a coffee mug at his head. Ingtantly, before the mug had even struck,
he flung himsdf to the floor. Dominion, seizing theinstant of Shorn's distraction, had amed agun a him,
fired an explosive pdlet. Shorn hit the floor, saw De Troller dump, snatched the weapon from
Dominion'shand, al & once.

The gun clattered to the deck, and Shorn found himself looking into Dominion's pae glowing eyes.

Dominion spokein alow voice. "You're very quick. Y ou've effectively reduced the odds against
yoursdf."

Shorn amiled tightly. "What odds do you give me now?"

"Roughly, athousand to one."

"Seemsto methey're even. Y ou againgt me."

"No. | can hold you helpless, a the very least, until the program property man returns.”

Shorn dowly roseto hisfeet. Careful. Let no movement escape his eye. Without moving hiseyes
from Dominion's, helifted the coffee mug, hurled it a Dominion's head. Dominion diverted it, accelerated
it, toward Shorn. Shorn bounced it back, into Dominion'sface. It stopped only an inch short, then sprang
back at Shorn's head with tremendous speed. Shorn flicked it with athought, he felt the breath of its
passage and it shattered against the wall.

"Yourefast," saidd Dominion lightly. "Very fast indeed. In theory, your reactions should have missed
thet."

Shorn gtared at him thoughtfully. "I've got atheory of my own.”

"I'd liketo hear it."

"What happens when two mindstry to teleport an object in opposing directions?!

Dominion frowned dightly. "A very exhausting matter, if carried to the limit. The mind with the greater
certainty wins, the other mind—sometimes—Igpses.” Shorn stared a Dominion. "My mind is stronger
than yours."

Dominion'seyeslit up with apeculiar inner glow, then filmed over. "Very wdl, supposeit is? What
do | gainin proving otherwise?"

Shorn said, "'If you want to save your life—you'll haveto." With hiseyes till on Dominion, hetook a
knife from his pocket, flicked open the blade.

It legped from hishand at hiseyes. He franticaly diverted it, and in theingtant his defense was
distracted, the gun darted to Dominion's hand. Shorn twisted up the muzzle by a hair's-breath; the pellet
sang past his ear.



Fragments of the coffee mug pelted the back of hishead, blinding him with pain. Dominion, smiling
and easy, raised the gun. It was dl over, Shorn thought. His mind, wilted and spent, stood naked and
bare of defense—for the flash of an instant. Before Dominion could pull the trigger, Shorn flung the knife
at histhroat. Dominion turned his attention away from the gun to divert the knife; Shorn reached out,
grabbed the gun with his bare hands, tossed it under the table out of sight.

Dominion and Shorn glared eyeto eye. Both of them thought of the knife. It lay on thetable, and
now under theimpulse of both minds, dowly trembled, rose quivering into the air, hilt up, blade down,
swinging asif hung by ashort string. Gradualy it drifted to a position midway between their eyes.

Theissue was joined. Swesting, breathing hard, they glared at the knife, and it vibrated, sang to the
induced quiver from the opposing efforts. Eye to eye stared Dominion and Shorn, facesred, mouths
open, distorted. No opportunity now for diversonary tactics, relax an instant and the knife would stab;
blunt force strained againgt force.

Dominion said dowly, "Y ou can't win, you who have only known teekinessafew days; your
certainty is as nothing compared to mine. I'velived my lifetimein certainty; it's part of my living will, and
now see—your redity isweakening, the knifeisaiming at you, to dash your neck."

Shorn watched the knife in fascination, and indeed it dowly turned toward him like the clock-hand of
Fate. Sweat streamed into his eyes, he was aware of Dominion's grimace of triumph.

No. Allow no wordsto distract you; permit no suggestion; bend down Dominion's own resolution.
Hisvoca chordswerelike rusty wire, hisvoice was a croak. "My certainty is stronger than yours,
because’—as he said the words the knife halted its sinister motion toward his throat—"time has no effect
upon telekinessl Because I've got the will of dl humanity behind me, and you've got only yoursdlf!"

The knifetrembled, twisted, asif it were alive thing, tortured by indecison.

"I'm stronger than you are, because—I've got to be!" He sank the wordsinto Dominion's mind.

Dominion said quickly, "Y our neck hurts, your mind hurts, you cannot see.”

Shorn's neck hurt indeed, his head ached, swest stung his eyes, and the knife made a sudden lurch
toward him. This can't go on, thought Shorn. "I don't need tricks, Dominion; you need them only because
your confidence is going and you're desperate.” He took a deep breath, reached out, seized the knife,
plunged it into Dominion's breest.

Shorn stood looking down at the body. "1 won—and by atrick. He was so obsessed by the need for
defeeting me mentally that he forgot the knife had ahandle.”

Panting he looked out over the stadium. Events had cometo a halt. The spectators restively waited
for word from the program director.

Shorn picked up the microphone.

"Men and women of the future—" as he spoke he watched thelittle huddle of two hundred and
sxty-five. He saw Laurie tir, look up; he saw Circumbright turn, clap Thursby's knee. He fdlt the wave
of thankfulness, of hero-worship, dmost insanein itsfervor that welled up from their minds. At that
moment he could have commanded any of them to their desth.

An intoxicated eation cameto him; he fought to control hisvoice. "Thisisan event improvised to
thank Lemand De Troller, our program director, for hiswork in arranging the events. All of uswill join
our telekinetic powerstogether; we will act asone mind. | will guidethislittle white bal"—helifted a
small bal used in the obstacle race—"through the words "Thank you, Lemand De Troller.' Y ou, with
your united wills, will follow with thelarge bump-ball.” Herolled it out into the center of the stadium.
"With more preparation we would have achieved something more eaborate, but | know Lemand will be
just aspleased if hefedsdl of usare concentrating on the big bal, putting our heartsinto the thanks.
So—now. Follow thelittle white ball."

Sowly he guided the white bal aong imaginary block lettersin the air; faithfully the big bump-ball
followed.

It wasfinished.

Shorn looked anxioudy toward Circumbright. No signal.

Onceagain.



"Now—there is one other to whom we owe avote of thanks: Adlari Dominion, the capableliaison
officer. Thistimewewill spdl out, Thank you and good luck, Adlari Dominion.""

Thewhite bal moved. Thebig bal followed. Four thousand mindsimpelled, two hundred and
sxty-five minds sought to merge into the pattern: each anew prometheustrying to steal a secret more
precious than fire from arace more potent than the Titans.

Shorn finished the last N, glanced toward Circumbright. Still no signa. Anxiety besat him; wasthis
the right indoctrination technique? Suppose it was only effective under specia conditions, suppose he had
been operating on amisapprehension the entire time?

"Well," said Shorn doggedly, "once again.” But the spectators would be growing restless. Who to
thank thistime?

The ball was moving of its own volition. Shorn, fascinated, followed its path. 1t was spelling aword.
W-I-L-L—then a space—S-H-O-R-N—another space—T-H-A-N-K-S.

Shorn sank back into the elagtic seet, his eyes brimming with tears of release and thankful ness.
"Someoneisthanking Will Shorn,” he said into the microphone. "It'stime for them to leave." He paused.
Two hundred and sixty-five new teekinetics lifted themsd ves from the stadium, flew west toward Tran,
disappeared into the afternoon.

Shorn returned to the microphone. "Therere afew more words | want to say; please be patient a
moment or two longer.

"Y ou have just been witnesses—unwitting witnesses—to an event asimportant as Joffrey's original
congress. Thefuture will consider the sixty-year interva only atrangition, humanity'sfind separation from
the beast.

"We have completdy subdued the materia world; we know the laws governing al the phenomena
that our senses can detect. Now we turn ourselves [to anew direction; humanity enters anew stage, and
wonderful thingslie before us." He noticed aripple of uneasiness running adong the ranks of the Teleks.
"Thisnew world ison us, we can't evade it. For sixty yearsthe Teleks have rgjoiced in a state of special
privilege, and thisisthe last shackle humanity throws off: the ideathat one man may dominate or control
another man."

He paused; the uneasiness was ever more marked.

"There are trying times to come—a period of severe readjustment. At the moment you are not quite
certain towhat | am referring, and that isjust aswell. Thank you for your attention and good-by. | hope
you enjoyed the program asmuch as | did."

Heroseto hisfeet, stepped over Dominion's body, did back the door, stepped out of the cupola.

Tedeksleaving the stadium rose up past him like mayflies, some turning him curious glances asthey
flew. Shorn, smiling, watched them flit past, toward their glittering pavilions, their cloud-castles, their
sea-bubbles. The last one was gone; he waved an arm after them asif in vaediction.

Then he himsdlf rose, plunged westward toward the sword-shaped towers of Tran, where two
hundred and sixty-five men and women were already starting to spread telekinesisthrough al of
mankind.



