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(Back Blurb)
HATED AND HUNTED

John Hastings knew that twenty-five years ago hisfather had touched-down here and walked this
same path on the Black Asteroid.

He thought he knew what to expect, but he didn't redlize that an other-world Amazon with an amazing
theory of instantaneous regeneration of cellular composites was after him, but not for hislife...

(Inside Blurb)

| jabbed the point of the knife home, piercing thetip of theindex finger on my right hand. A small
globule of blood cameto the surface, bright red, and | brushed it away. | washed my finger, studied it.
No mark. No tiny hole. Nothing.

When you're bewildered, you can get angry. More than anything after that, | think | wasangry. | used
the edge of the knife, cutting an inch-long gash across the back of my forearm. It hurt, but only for a
moment It bled — for amoment. | smeared away the blood, then washed it off, scrubbing hard. No cut.
Not even a scar.
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MY NAME?Hédl, | don't know. Any name will do, but Y OU might call me John Hastings, for that
waswhat the girl called me just before someonetried to kill me.

Onething for sure— don't go around saying I'm Bok-kura, Strong Man of Jupiter. Sure, I'm strong,
damn strong, and I've got reflexes so fast they'd make your hair stand on end, like all the sdeshow blurbs
say. But don't call me Bok-kura, not unless you want to see that strength and those reflexes go to work
onyou!

I'd just about decided to give up this Strong Man stuff anyway. | couldn't look at myself in the mirror
any more. Y ou see, you lift weights, no phonies, but legitimate three-or four-hundred-pound barbells.
Y ou bend iron rods and watch al the girlsin the audience gasp. Y ou beat up afew of theloca strong
boys when the show is on the road. For that you get room and board and a couple of solars spending
money each week.

But one question kegps nagging & your brain. It's there every time you stop long enough to think. It's
there before you go to deep at night, your muscles stiff and aching. And it's there when you wake up in
the morning, the Fat Man of Venezuela snoring contentedly on the next cot. Most of dl, it'stheredl the
whileyou're performing, the big mirrored walls throwing your reflection back at you and mocking you
withit.

Whoam|?

Not Bok-kura, not the Strong Man of Jupiter. Oh, they call methat, but it'salot of hogwash. Don't
ask mehow | know. | know. One day about two or three years ago, they found me down at the
spaceport knocking some sense into a couple of drunks who thought an off-duty spaceliner hostesswas
something you played with. They dragged me away so fast that the girl didn't even have timeto thank me.
I've been Bok-kurathe Strong Man ever since.

What about before that day at the spaceport? Don't look at me like that — | can't remember athing.
Nothing. And so I'm Bok-kura.

Thefigment of an eager promotion man'sinterplanetary imagination, with about as much persona
identity asacubic mile of deep space....

It was aweekday evening, with not much of acrowd out herein the lowa sticks where space trave is
gtill so much of anovelty that it brings the whole county out to watch every time an old battered circus
cruiser comes snorting down on itsfatering rockets. After that, most of them go home. They wanted to
seethe ship, not what wasinsdeit.

When the girl camein, she stopped the show asfar as| was concerned. Not for long, only for a
moment or two, long enough to take agood look at her. The cheap and gaudy dames of the solar run,
with their painted faces and wagging hips, they'redl right for anight's entertainment when you fed you
need it. So'sabottle of Venusian brandy sometimes, but it doesn't make you think of alittle cattle ranch
on one of the Jovian moons, with asoft-glowing dome and a picket fence and al the trimmings.

Thisgirl did.

Only I hardly had timeto think about it, for she took onelook at me swesting with my barbellsand
her face got dl chaky white. She gave alittle yelp and she cried, "John Hastings! Y ou're John Hastingd™

Not much, redlly. But it got arise out of me. I've kept alittle card in my pocket ever sincel can
remember. Grubby and tattered, it had afew words scrawled on it hastily: Have caution, John
Hastings, they may try to kill you.



One plus one, together they equa two. And John Hastings plus John Hastings? | didn't know, but
maybe the girl could help mefind out.

| put the barbell down too fast, and a muscle twinged dangeroudy in my abdomen. Then | think |
jumped off my platform, and the way | came at her must have frightened the girl, for she backed up a
quick step or two. "I'm sorry if | Sartled you," she said, looking at my face. "But | thought — "

"What did you think?' Sometimes | wish | could modulate my voice and sound like atenor. | was
trying to be gentle, but when I'm ruffled my voice hasaway of rumbling up from deegp ingde my throat,
and | guess my attempt at gentleness didn't come off.

"All right," the girl told me curtly, regaining her composure, "you don't haveto get angry. | just thought
you looked like someone | used to know. It'simpossible, of course—"

"Like John Hagtings?'

"Yes, like John. That'swhat | said. Y ou even sound like him, alittle. Forget it, Mr. Strong Man. I'm
imagining things." She turned on her hed and started to walk from the room.

Dufree came in then, and you don't play around on Dufregstime, not if you want to keep your job. |
took one quick step after the girl, but Dufree nodded his suave good-looks toward my platform and |
hopped back onit. Maybe I'd been taking ordersfor so long I'd got used to it, | don't know.

Dufree scowled. "Chase after the locdl galslike that, Bok-kura, and I'll haveto let you go. If you think
I'mjoking, go ahead and try it"

| didn't Insteed, | had a better idea. Perez the Fat Man carried five hundred pounds around with him,
but once he got started Perez could travel under a pretty good head of steam. And Perez wasn't dated to
go on for another hour yet.

Helolled off in an dcove watching me perform and smoking abig cigar, the swest rolling down his
cheeksin little streams which came together at therolls of fat under hischin. After Dufreeleft, |
beckoned the Fat Man toward me, and he waddled ponderoudly forward.

| asked him, "Would you like to add my solarsto yours next week?"
"That depends on what I've got to do. It'sawful hot, Boky, and I'm awful big."

Bok-kurawas bad enough. | kind of saw red when someone called me Boky. But thistime | let it
pass. "Did you seethat girl who just left?”

He gave along low whistle and wiped the sweat from his cheeks with a damp bandana. "L ord, it's hot
out here in the summer. We shoulda been on Marsfor the season, Boky. Yeah, | saw her. So what?'

So this. Follow her and let me know where she goes, and you get my credits. Okay?"'
Perez shrugged and thefat jiggled up and down under his chin. "It'sawful hot — "
Two weeks, damn it!"

And 1 got alot of weight to tote around — "

"Three! Get the hell out of here now."

Perez shuffled hisfeet indde the specid shoes which helped support his five-hundred pounds. "A



month?" he asked me, yawning.
"A month! Okay, but you get nothing if you lose her.”

Perez stopped his shuffling, leaned forward and dragged hisfeet. Inertia helped him and soon hisbulk
sgueezed through the doorway and disappeared.

| felt like laughing. There was afine quarter-ton shadow to put on someone....
Five minuteslater, aman |'d never seen beforetried to kill me.

It happened like this: three or four people stood around while | got ready to pressa
three-hundred-pound barbell. Try it with half that weight when you have the chance. It isn't easy, and it
requires al the concentration you can muster. But thanksto the girl | felt in no mood to concentrate, and
that probably saved my life.

Briefly, | let my eyeswander over the audience, brought the bar up half-way and then started to
grain. A nondescript figure of aman stood right up front, reached inside hisjumper and came up with
what looked like aneedle gun. | think it was a needle gun, although I'm not sure. Whatever it was, | had
apretty good hunch it could kill me.

The man pointed it a my chest, and no one saw him do it. They al watched me.

I lunged forward with the three-hundred-pound barbell still poised over my head. When | let it go,
people started screaming, including the nondescript man who pointed his needle gun a my chest.

He threw up his handsinvoluntarily and when the bar struck there was a crunching sound. He started
to fall and the weight fdl with him, landing with the bar across his chest and the disks barely touching the
ground on ether side. He couldn't have been pinned better if someone had stuck a spike through his
chest. He lay there moaning weakly and no one would have placed a bet regarding the sate of his
rib-case. Hisarmslay limp, the right one flopping about alittle. The needle gun had clattered away on the
floor somewnhere, into Perez' acove perhaps.

Someone screamed again, not the nondescript man. Dufree came m, very grim and very angry. He
took the Stuation in a aglance, said: "Was that an accident?"

Maybe this had finally doneit. Maybe now | could go around finding out the things| had to know. Or
maybe it was only temporary, but | felt pretty cocky then. "Doesit look like an accident?" | demanded.

"Don't get snootty, Bok-kura. | asked you a question.”
"1 heard you. Why don't you find out for yoursdf?"

"Why don't | — " He turned white, not as white asthe girl, but white enough. "First," he said, "you're
fired. Second, I'm going to call the police as soon aswe can get your bar off thisman. Comeon, lift it

up!”

"Youliftit," | suggested. There was an old me somewhere deep inside, and at least for now it had
cometo the surface. Bok-kura performed hisfeats docily, like awell-trained animal. But someone else
didnt.

John Hagtings?

"You know | can't budgethat,” Dufree protested.



"Get someone to help you on the other sde and you can rall it off him."
"Roll it! Wed break hisribs, if they aren't broken aready. He could sue.”
I muttered something about that being a shame, and then | began to walk out.

"Does someone have agun!™ Dufree cried. "I want to keep him here for the police. Doesn't anyone
have agun? Nothing?' And then he was grunting, and | assumed he had set about trying to move the
barbell. For amoment | hoped quite cheerfully that he'd crush every rib in the man's chest, but then |
found mysdlf walking back insde.

| grabbed one of the disks and heaved up and over with the bar, placing it down gently on the floor.
The man continued to groan asif | hadn't done athing. At first | wanted to remain and question him, but it
looked alot like his answers would consist only of groaning, for afew hoursat least, | turned to walk
away agan, flung Dufree off when he clung haf-heartedly to my arm. Someone stood off in acorner with
one of those new wrist phones, diaing the police probably.

The meant it was time for meto do like Perez — to scram, and fast Perez!

Sometimes you can be fourteen different varieties of anidiot How could | leave without hearing from
Perez? The girl with her John Hastings had started thiswhole thing, and | wouldn't have been too
surprised if Perez turned up with a connection between her and the nondescript man with the needle gun.

| ducked around the vacant |ot and into the small bunkroom which | shared with the Fat Man,
stripped out of my Strong Man getup and donned ajumper and apair of leatheroid dacks. A moment
later | ran out the back way and caught a glimpse of Dufree and another man gpproaching the front
entrance warily. | thought the other man carried agun, but it could have been my imagination.

A ditch separated the lot from a good two-lane highway which cut out acrossthe prairie sraight asa
plumb-line toward Cedar Rapids, thirty milesaway. | stretched out fal-length in the ditch and prepared
towait. It might be along wait at that, for Perez wouldn't exactly fly back with hisinformation — if he

got any.

A few jetcars stresked by on the highway, zooming off in the direction of Cedar Rapids. The sun hung
low on the Western horizon, and off to the South a big thunderhead was piled high, billowing mass atop
billowing mass. The whole thing rumbled ominoudy asit reared its dark head over theflatlands, and an
occasond flash of lightning knifed though the sky.

In big lazy drops at fird, the rain started to come down. But then the wind kicked up abit and the
thunderhead soared il higher. The wind stopped abruptly, leaving every thing on the prairie as till as
the red wastelands of Mars between dust-storms.

Then the rains came, sheet after sheet of them. The dry prairie could sop them up so fast that the
ground amost didn't get wet. But my ditch couldn't, and | amost thought I'd have to swim away before
Perez returned.

By thetimeit got dark, ajetcar of police had arrived from Cedar Rapids, and soon | could see them
probing through the rain with their searchbeams. Dimly, | heard Dufree telling them what had happened.
It seemed his Strong Man of Jupiter wasn't of Jupiter at all. Just abum he'd picked up one day at the
New Y ork Spaceport a couple of years ago, abum held never trusted, but hell, business was business
and anyway he wasinsured, so could they just issue an darm and then clear off hislot and et business
resume? What, the injured man? Dufree thought hewas dive, but he couldn't be sure.



Four policemen had piled out of the jetcar, | remembered, and now with the midway lights overhead,
only three returned to it. One would remain on with the circus, despite everything Dufree could say about
that sort of thing being bad for business.

For once | agreed with Dufree. | didn't like the idea either, not while | had to wait for Perez.

He returned not ten minutes after the jetcar roared away. Therain had dowed to atrickle and the air
had become hot and sultry again, like it dways does so soon after aMidwestern summer storm. | could
see the headlights of Perez' obsolete automobile from far off, coming dowly up the highway. The Fat
Man couldn't get inside a standard mode jetcar, and aspecia job would be too expensive. He used a
rebuilt fifty-year-old auto instead, with the front seat flung al the way back and the shaft of the steering
whed lengthened to extend up over his paunch.

| darted out of the ditch and trotted up the road, flagging Perez down a good three-hundred yards
from thelot. The car clattered to astop and Perez oozed out through the front door like one big mass of
thick syrup.

"Wdl?' | sad.

Perez mopped his soaking brow. "Why couldn't you meet me back at the lot? And where's my
solas?'

"You'l get them each week. Think | have them saved up or something?' It wasalie, and | never liked
telling lies, but if | told Perez I'd been fired, he might decide to forget about the whole thing. "Now, what
did you find out?'

"Well, it wasn't easy. Look: she had one of them jetsand | hadafollow in thisautomobile. But perez is
smart, Boky, and don't you forget it. Know what | done?’

| said no, | didn't.

"l checked with the highway police outside of Cedar Rapids. They gottaregister every vehicle
entering a spaceport city. | described the gal and they remembered her. Hell, you don't forget adish like
that so easy.

"Anyway, you know where she went?' Perez took out the stub of acigar and lit it, puffing furioudy
and making the sweat cometo his cheeks again. "To the Port, that'swhere." An edge of findity had come
to hisvoice, and he squeezed in again through the doorway of his automaobile.

"That'sal?' | wanted to know.

"Sure, Boky. That'swhat you're gonna pay mefor, to find out where she went. | found out, so you'll

"Do you know anything e sg?"

"l ain't saying. A bargain'sabargain.” Perez rubbed his short, thick hands together, forgot to wipe
away the swest which was dribbling off hischin. "Lord, I'm hungry."

| reached into my jumper pocket, came up with dl the loose change | had. "Here. Now, what €lse do
you know?"'

Perez' beady little eyesblinked in their folds of fat. "I told you old Perez was a smart cooky. Y ou bet,
Boky!"



"What dse, damn it!"

"Relax, Just relax. A man'sliableto get al hot and bothered in thisweather. | went to the Spaceport
and found out the gal had aticket onthe Marsliner —

"Mad"
"Likel said, Mars."

"When doesit blast off?" | asked the question automatically, but it might aswell have been Pluto. Y ou
don't earn enough money to book passage on one of the big liners by working in a circus sdeshow. Not
inawhole year you don't

"l dunno. But the liner wasin its blasting pit, and the pit boys were busy carting their grease cans
away from the runners. Petty soon, I'd say.”

| nudged Perez with my elbow until he got theideaand moved hisbulk over to the other side of the
sedt. | climbed in beside him. "Y ou're taking me to Cedar Rapids,” | said.

"You're crazy, Boky! I'm overdue aready."

"Okay, haveit your way. But | got into afight back at the midway, and | hurt aman. The police are
after me, Perez. | hurt one man, and | guess another won't make much difference. Cedar Rapids, Perez?!

Helooked at mefor along time, and | couldn't tell what he was thinking because his eyes were
hidden in their bags of fat He started the car and then | heard a scraping noise as he muttered something
about those damned gears. He swung the car around in awide turn and started back toward Cedar
Rapids.

| found myself wondering how wed get past the highway patrol outside Cedar Rapids. | didn't know
how, but | felt we could do it. | wasn't Bok-kuraany longer, timid for al his strength. | was John
Hastings— whoever John Hastingswas....

| think Perez must have sensed it.

A diver of amoon had peeped out from among the scattering clouds by the time we reached the
highway patrol station. Ahead we could see the lights of Cedar Rapids, asmal city suddenly grown big
with the coming of space travel And off to the left the spaceport itself was apulsing glow on the horizon.

Perez hadn't uttered aword in the thirty miles of bumpy driving, but now he asked me, "Just how do
you intend to passthem, Boky? Tdl methat, en?’

He'd dowed the car to acrawl and now | climbed over the seat and hunkered down behind it.
"Ligten," I hissed, "you'd better play along.” | guess| sounded tough, | don't know I'd never sounded
tough about anything before, not asfar as| could recollect, and | think | must have found the new roleto

my liking.
"Yeah ... " from theway he spoke, Perez must have been sneering ... "and what if | don't?’

"Wel, | didn't do anything that would keep meinjail forever, Perez. Just remember that \When you
reach the patrol, you're one in this contraption, understand?’

Perez muttered to himsalf, braked the auto to a stop when we neared the patrol gate.

A voice said: "Jeez, whered you get this car, amuseum or something?' V oices aways sound more



ominousin the darkness, and | was plenty worried. But then the voice took on atouch of laughter. "Oh,
it'syou, Skinny! You just passed through here.”

"'Smatter," Perez grumbled, "therealaw againgt it?'

"Nope, just checking. Thet is thelaw.”

"W, | forgot something, so I'm going back.”

"Umm-mm. Guess| don't have to check your credentidls again.”

"Suit yoursdlf. | got nothing to hide, but I wish you'd lemme drive off the road and outathis damned
heet!"

"Sure. Okay, go ahead. If you're back before midnight — my shift ends then — you can passright
through, Skinny. I'll recognize thisthing you travel in. Hah-hah, that'sgood. Thing—"

"I redly couldn't say," Perez admitted honestly enough. "I don't know when I'll be back, but | hopeit's
soon.”

By then I'd begun to breathe easily, if quietly, but | was unduly optimigtic. The officer hadn't finished
ye.

"Say, | remember! Y ou was from that there circus.”

"Yeah. | play the skeleton man." Perez' laughter was louder than the officer's.
"What yathink of the guy who went nuts?"

"Who'sthat?'

"The Strong Man, whatzisname? Bok-kura."

"Search me." Perez shrugged mountainoudly. "I got back there after it happened. Well, can | go?I'd
liketo get meanice cool ginan' tonic in town, officer.”

"Guess 0. Have asp for me, willya? Slong, Skinny."

Perez scraped the gearsinto their low speed once more, and we were on our way. | was grinning
when | climbed back over the front seat "Perez,” | chortled, "you were magnificent."

"Yeah?| got me ahunch old Dufree hates your guts after tonight All right, 1 wouldn't mind squatting
on Dufree and crushing a couplahis scrawvny bones. Maybe that's why I'm hel ping you. Whereto,

Boky?"

| said the Spaceport and settled back, amost able to enjoy the bouncing ride of Perez' antiquated
vehicle. A mile must have passed before | redlized held called me Boky.

Thegirl a the information desk smiled professondly. "Yes, Sr?'
"When'sthe next liner taking off for Mars?"
She consulted achart. "'In two months, sir. Thefifteenth of September.”

"Huh?" | turned to Perez. "I thought you said — "



"Y eah, that'swhat | said. She got aticket to Mars. A one-way ticket."
| frowned. "Two monthsin advance— "

Thegirl smiled professiondly again. “Too bad, if you wanted to get to Mars. Y ou just missed the
boat, you know."

| asked her what she meant. "The Queen blasted off forty-five minutes ago, Sr."
"Oh, | see. Say, can | get aMars boat someplace else?’

"Yes. Yes, you could do that." She consulted another chart. "White Sands, New Mexico, in five
weeks. Or New Y ork in six. Nothing sooner than that. Shdll | call for areservation?”

| shook my head. "No, don't bother."

We got asfar asthe door to the administration building, Perez beginning to puff and snort. We got no
further.

Someone camein and pointed afinger & me. Thin, medium height, nondescript. The man who'd tried
tokill me!

Two policemen closed in, their blastersready. | guess| was struck dumb. | just stood there, my
mouth hanging open foolishly. Sure, Dufree could have put two and two together. Perez was missing. |
was missing. We roomed together. A cinch. They checked with the highway patrol, found Perez had
comethisway.

But that wasn't it. Last time I'd seen the nondescript man, he'd been stretched out on thefloor, a
three-hundred-pound weight across his chest. Probably afew ribs were broken. At the very least, both
his arms had been shattered. Now he stood in the doorway with acold smile on hislips, pointing an
accusing finger a me. He didn't exactly look the hedlthy type, but I'd have bet he was never any hedlthier
than a that moment. Despite enough broken bonesto keep him in the hospital for a couple of months.

"... right, friend," one of the policemen was saying, "don't try anything. Just come with us."

Thefat quivered on Perez' jowls as he shook his head from side to side. "Not me, officer. Y ou don't
mean metoo. | ain't got nothing to do with this. | just want abig cool drink."

"It looksalot like you helped him get away. Come aong.”

"Helped him!" Perez blubbered. "Not me, sir. Oh no, not me. Why, he forced me. Y es, he forced me.
Hesad, 'Perez, if you—"

"That'senough! Y ou're coming too."

They cametoward usdowly, and | did alot of quick thinking. Apparently no one knew of the
nondescript man's needle gun. No one knew held tried to kill me. But they dl saw me go wild, al saw the
way I'd lunged forward with a three-hundred-pound weight and hurled it a him.

Maybe | could get off with six months or something, | didn't know. But hell, the girl had goneto
Mars, with aone-way ticket. And the girl knew me — from somewhere. Not much of a choice, not
realy. Prison— or Mars...

By the time thefirst policeman reached me, a curious crowd had swung in toward uson al sides,
forming atight little circle. When | move, | move quick. That'swhat they paid mefor at thecircus. |



wrapped my fingers around the officer's wrist before he knew what had happened, and | wrenched. The
blaster tumbled from his hand and he fell away, getting al tangled in the crowd.

His companion tried to do something about it, while everyone started to yell. | don't know if it wasan
accident or not, but Perez got in the way, and by the time the officer could circumnavigate his ponderous
girth, Perez had given me my chance.

| darted into the crowd, pushed my way clear, and sprinted the few remaining feet to the door. It was
an eeriefeding, for at any moment | expected to hear the roar of a blaster and then hear nothing else at
al. Ever. Nothing happened. Probably fearing they'd hit someone dse, the officers had refrained from
shooting.

| didn't stop to think about it. Outside, | hustled onto the nearest pedestrian ramp and glided along
smoothly with the third fastest level. They couldn't stop al pedestrian traffic on the moving rampsto look
for me, that would disrupt the Spaceport's scurrying activity. Oh, they'd do some checking. Maybe
they'd even hat ramp ten, the express ramp. But what was so specia about ramp eight if aman wanted

to escape?

Amnesaisafunny thing. Y ou can go for two or three years without remembering asolitary thing. But
then something — like agirl crying aname which must be yours— something can trigger alost
mechanism in your mind. And then things start to move. Not fast, but they move.

Like the nondescript man who'd heded ingtantly. HEd hel ped trigger something too, if only | could
find it. It gnawed a my consciousness now, an amost physical gnawing. | could fed it trying to bresk
clear of whatever held it in check.

Instantaneous regeneration of injured tissues. Where had | encountered that before?
Important? God, yes! Maybe more important than the beautiful girl who'd uttered the name John
Hastings. Regeneration? An asteroid, damn it! Why an asteroid? Don't argue, let it push itself
clear. An asteroid — one out of ten thousand ... Regeneration, and something secret, so secret that
the governments of three worlds would spend half their annual budgets to find out about it. Which
mote of an asteroid ...

Then | bumped my nose.

The pedestrian ramps swing around the spaceport like a huge belt, and when you make one complete
revolution you're supposed to get off. The bump on the nose was not agentle reminder, but atall dender
bank of machinery rises out of the ramp at the administration building, running the complicated ribbon of
moving roads. That meant alot of concentrated thinking, and a speeding ramp had carried me around the
Spaceport completely, right back to where | started.

| hopped off the ramp quickly, walked around the bank of machinery and got on the other side. | et
the ramp carry me haf way around thistime, out beyond the blasting pitswith their gleaming, polished
rails and beyond the anti-gray air-docks which housed spaceships.

At that point | left ramp eight for the seventh moving road left that one for the sixth— working my
way down until | reached thefirst ramp, which hardly moved at al. From there | dighted on the concrete
apron which skirts the whole complicated system. And for now, that wasit. | didn't doubt that 1'd shaken
off the police, for | could have |eft the ramp — and the Spaceport, to — at any one of fifty points.

But | ill had to find the girl who knew John Hastings, and the girl was on her way to Mars.

There are three Spaceport citiesin North America. New Y ork for the East, Cedar Rapidsfor the



Midwest, and White Sands for the Far West. There are also three Sargasso Cities.

Y ou know the old legends about sailing ships disappearing in the Sargasso Sea. Well, asfar as|
know, there's no Sargasso Seafor spaceships, but there are three of them for spacemen.

New Y ork. Cedar Rapids. White Sands. Citieswithin cities, ahundred taverns and a score of flop
houses where ex-spacemen with the wistful look of deep spacein their eyes can get achegp drink and a
cheap bed and watch the liners blasting off for Mars or Venus, for the asteroids or the Jovian moons.

Rumors circulate on the twisted, tortuous streets of Sargasso City asfredy asVenusan
street-walkers. Y ou can take your pick of the street-wakersfor a stiff shot of Venusian brandy, and the
rumor-mongers are just as reasonable. Often, they knew more about alot of secret things than did the
government agents who ventured within Sargasso City to question them. Things like regeneration and
asteroids....

And thusit wasthat | entered Sargasso City with the firm conviction that alot of talking and alot
more listening might lead to something. Also, inadgtrictly unofficid sense, Sargasso City was of f-limitsfor
the police, and brushing shoulders with murderers and smugglers and politica exiles, I'd be able to thumb
my nose a the law. Not that | wanted to for any indefinite length of time, but certain things seemed more
important than a trumped-up warrant for my arrest.

Sargasso City doesn't merge gradually with Cedar Rapids. It stands off alittle to one side, between
the city proper and the Spaceport, and when you enter it you have the fedling that you're leaving behind
you the mores of our twenty-first century civilization.

It was late, after two am., but the taverns of Sargasso City never close, except for abrief noon-time
hour when the floors are wetted down and the debris disposed of. Someone far off in adusky corner
was srumming aten-stringed Venusian lute as | pushed in through the swinging door of Port O' No
Return Cafe. A dour little man stood behind the bar, with about as much Japanese blood in him as
Venusan upland. The mixture came off olive-green, alittle on the pae side.

"Brandy want?" he asked, grinning coarsaly. "Or Venus miss? Port O' No has both, friend.”
| grinned back. "'l haven't any money."

The corners of his mouth straightened into athin line. "Too bad. No money, no nothing. Come again,
maybe?'

"Maybe" | said. "Or maybe I'll stay." | took aring off my finger, gaveit to him. | don't know about
that ring, I've had it ever since| can remember. I'm no expert, but it looked like Venusian fire-opal.

The uplander-Jap gulped, and his Adam's Apple became very prominent. He only looked at the stone
for amoment, then said: "One hundred solars, please?’

"It'sworth athousand, and you know it!"
"Two hundred isdl poor relation can afford. Two hundred?

I nodded, waited while he counted out the dirty bills and put them in my hand. He asked, "Brandy
now or Venus miss?'

| asked for brandy and got it, agood stiff shot — probably what the boys of the old Wild West days
two hundred years ago would have called three fingers. Only they never heard of Venusian brandy and
thekick it carries.



| Spped alittle and put the glass down. "What do you know about regeneration?’ 1t wasn't afoolish
guestion, be. causeif he didn't know, someone e se here would. | had adistinct hunch thisregeneration
business carried awallop as potent as the brandy he served. And Sargasso City wouldn't missatrick.

"Sorry. Poor relation so idiot. Know nothing. Try professona ?'

Sargasso City had professiona everythings, from street-walkersto lute players to rumor-mongers. |
said I'd be glad to.

"Good. Smart. Thisway, please.”

He caled over amousey-looking girl who scurried behind the bar, picked up adirty cloth and began
to wipe glasses. They didn't look any cleaner when shefinished.

"Professiona busy-busy. Y ou make appointment?’
| handed over five of the solars. "I'll see him now."

"Other appointment suddenly went cancel,” my guide muttered, leading me past adirty straw mat
which hung across the entrance to an acove. On the other side, there was a desk and two chairs. The
breed sat down behind the desk, offered me the other sest. | remained standing, said: "Okay, where's
your professond?"

He smiled. "Do not be surprised. | assure you that you are in his presence right now, but if one hasto
keep up appearances outsde, you can forgive that, can you not?" Quite a cultured accent, abit of
Oxford and something of Upland U., and | assure you that the V enus boys coming out of these are no
dopes.

"Okay, you fooled me. Y ou're the guy who's supposed — "

"l am aman gifted with something rare enough to make it expensive. Photographic memory, tota
recdl. Please." He extended ahand, and | covered it with solars. "Now, what isit you wish to know
about regeneration?'

"Anything you can tdl me. A manis struck with aheavy weight, both his arms are broken. Probably
someribstoo. A few minutes later he gets up and walks away, as good as new."

"Ahh! | undergtand. Shal | have your brandy brought in now, Mr. Hagtings?'
2

| LEANED across the desk and grabbed his dirty white shirt front. Y ou'd better talk now," | said.
"And fast. Whereld you hear that name?" A card in apocket, not taken very serioudy for a couple of
years. Until agirl mentionsthat name, until someonetriesto kill me, until alittle uplander Jap who
happens to have atotd-recall memory mentions the name too. John Hastings.

Me?

"Please, Mr. Hastings. Release me. | abhor violence. My ancestors here on Earth abhorred it too,
except for one foolish, abortive mistake back in the last century. My ancestors on Venus likewise detest
it, except for afew smaller mistakes, equaly abortive. Now, you want to know about regeneration....”



"1 want to know about the name John Hastings!" | said, rleasing him. "Tak!" | think | wasalittle
frightened. | know he wasn'.

"What can | tell you about your own name that you don't dready know?' Then the dour face creased
into afrown. "Of course. John Hastings disappeared several years ago. Nothing was heard of him, he
was assumed to be dead. Now he returns— avictim of annesia?’

| shrugged hopeledy, said: "Who am |7

"As| have said, John Hastings. By the gods of Karn, but thisisinteresting! | have seen pictures of
you, but now, in the flesh, after they gave you up for dead...

"John Hastings was an archaeol ogist who specidized in the asteroids. Thereistak, you know, of an
ancient civilization which flourished when the asteroids existed as asingle unified planet, before they were
rent asunder by we know not what."

| told him no, | did not know.

"John Hastingsis aso aproduct of Jupiter training. Two-and-a-half gravitiesto fight in childhood, he
became aman of mighty strength, yet he devoted hisyoung life to astrange discipline. Archaeology of the
aderoids. Tell me, John Hastings— why?’

Widll, they'd billed me as the Strong Man of Jupiter, and theré'd been some truth to that, although
probably Dufree and the others did not know it. "Better send for that brandy,” | said, and the manrang a
little bell. I went on, "I don't know athing about that. Until today, | didn't even know my name was John
Hagtings. Isthere anything e se you can tdl me?

"No. Y ou disappeared out among the asteroids, after passing aong some hints concerning a startling
discovery. A culture old when time was young, an eerie place of ill-remembered life. Ahh, hereisthe
branay!"

| swallowed it in one burning, stinging gulp, and the girl hustled out for some more. "It suretook an
awful lot of luck to get me hereto you on thefirst try," | admitted.

He shook his head deprecatingly. "Not at dl. Anyone in Sargasso City knows of John Hastingsand
the mysteries of space which he amost — but not quite— unfolded. Every now and then an expedition
searches. the agteroids to look for him. Someone €l se could have told you the same story.

"But thereit ends, for | pieced things together, bit by bit, until | developed atheory concerning you,
John Hagtings. Would it surpriseyou if | told you my hobby consists of John Hastings?'

"How'sthat?"

"You're alegend, amyth. | spend my spare time on that myth. | probably know as much about you as
you would know wereyou not ... ill. I hope you don't mind." He smiled politely. "Further, | believe that
the disappearance of John Hastings and the mystery of instantaneous regeneration of tissue are directly
related. Wait, don't jump like that! Remember, I'm only a hobbyist.”

The mousey girl returned with another glass of brandy. "Maybe you'd better tell me al about your
hobby," | suggested.

He leaned back, telescoping out one of those long plastic reeds which pass for permanent Venusian
cigarettes. He tarted to say something, | don't know what. Then, outside our little alcove, someone
yelped. Other people must have liked the idea, because they took it up and soon the Port 0" No Return



wasfilled with oneroaring din.

The uplander-Jap seemed alarmed. He got up from his chair and crossed rapidly to the straw mat,
pulling it aside and peering out. From over his shoulder, | caught aquick glimpse of the chaos— chairs
and tables overturned, men and women on the floor, tumbled grotesquely about like rag-dolls. At first
there seemed no purposeto it dl, but organization and planning sometimes hasaway of losngitsdf ina
bar-room brawl.

Presently ahandful of men fought their way toward our acove, and my companion thrust the hanging
back into place, darted to the rear of the alcove, fumbled with acatch on the wall. He didn't makeit.

Half adozen men crowded into the alcove, and before | knew it | wasin afight, awild, free-swinging
affair. Don't ask mewhy, but there it was. They wanted the uplander-Jap, | stood in theway. And so we

fought.

| sent two of them redling back past the straw hanging, whirled to face athird. Another pair had the
uplander-Jap on the floor, squirming and twisting furioudy, ydling something in aVenusan didect
Something — the sort of God-given impulse which can save ajungle anima from destruction —
something made me turn around again. From the direction of the celling, aheavy chair-leg flashed down.
| flung an arm up and felt it go numb as the bludgeon struck, bounced off, descended again. It exploded
againg the side of my head, threw meto my knees. | tottered that way for awhile, saw dimly the
uplander-Jap being carted away.

Then | pitched forward on my face, catching the straw hanging with one outstretched hand and
bringing it down on top of me. | don't remember hitting thefloor....

The mousey girl was busy applying acold compressto my temple when | avoke.
"How do you fed ?*
"Lousy, thanks."

Shewas American, aplain sort of kid like the kind you might see working in any soda fountain. Well,
you can find anything in Sargasso City.

"They took Togoshira Suuki, you know."

| told her | didn't know. | said, "Who the hell is Suuki?'

"Y ou sat talking with him, so | guessed you were hisfriend. Suuki, our master.”
"Oh, Suuki. Kid, I don't even know what happened.”

She withdrew the compress from my temple, looked a me amost haughtily, for dl her plainness. "In
that case, maybe I'm wasting my time." And just like that she got up to go.

| grabbed her hand and pulled her back. "Hold on aminute. If they took Suuki, | want to get him
back." That was the truth. The girl at the sideshow knew me. The girl went to Mars. Suuki knew me, and
Suuki was abducted. | think right then I'd have fought my way quite cheerfully through the nine pits of
Hell to rescue him.

"Yes" sheagreed. "Weadl loved Suuki." Almost like part of ardigiousritud.
"Kid, I'll befrank. | didn't love Suuki. | hardly knew him. But Suuki has something | want and he



seemed willingto giveittome—"
"Suuki isbenevolent.”
"Y eah, sure. Benevolent. Who took him? Why?"
"Y ou mean you don't know?"
"I mean | don't know, that'sright. | don't know. | just got into Sargasso City tonight.”

"Umm-mm. How can | explainit?'Y ou know your history? Remember the Tong wars of Chinatown,
New Y ork, a century ago?'

| said | remembered.

"Thisismuch the same, only worse, Sargasso City ismore likethe old Casbah in Algiersthanitislike
Chinatown. Here the police do not enter. It isan unwritten law. But there are the same internd clashes
for control. Togoshira Suuki rules Sargasso City. Togoshira Suuki representsthe Venusian clans.” Shelet
it fal like that, stacatto, one brief sentence ater another. "The Martian clans don't like Suuki. The
Martians have taken him...." She held the back of one pudgy hand to her mouth, asif for the first time she
redlized the extent of the Situation.

"Okay, cheer up. When can we start getting him back?"

"Y ou don't understand. They took him where they can keep him safely. They took him to Mars. From
there they can dictate termsto the three Sargasso Cities, with Suuki'slifein the balance.”

Y ou hear alot about the Sargasso Cities, how they control the destinies of more than their own
squdid environs. It can be overdone, | guess. Government power doesn't rest in the hands of the
Tri-World Council. It belongs to the men who rule the Sargasso Cities by gun and knife and wile. Things
likethat.

| said, "How sure are you they took him to Mars?'

"Don't ask me how | know, you would only waste your breath. But they took him to Mars. Togoshira
Suuki."

"Canwego?'

"We?'Y ou mean the good folk of Cedar Rapids Sargasso?' She snorted. "It isn't necessary. Our
agentson Mars can do thejob aswell."

Sargasso City — with agents on another planet. My head started to swim alittle. That, and aman
who could pick himself off the floor with half a dozen broken bones and walk away as good as new a
few minutes later. And a cockeyed story about something old and something ancient which held the
asteroids together and then blew them gpart. And adamned fool named John Hastings who didn't know
what was going on and who only found trouble when hetried to find out.

All connected? Nedtly, like the pieces of one of those tri-dimensiona puzzlesthat everyonetinkers
with these days? Maybe. | didn't know, but | intended to find out. Otherwise, someone else might point
his needle gun at my chest somefineday, and that time | might not see.

| told the mousey kid she could forget about her compresses, | felt fine. Then | asked her if she knew
of any way | could get to Mars.



"Inamonth or two, if you have the money."
"l don't want to wait amonth and | haven't got the money."

Suddenly, | found her staring at my head queerly. Asif she had seeniit for thefirgt time. Some gesture
again, back of pudgy hand to mouth.

"That bad?' | grunted, fingering my temple. | felt nothing. No lump, no cut.

"l don't understand. | don't understand. A few minutes ago, you had an ugly gash on your head.
Swallen, bleeding — ooo! Now there's nothing. Look, not even ascar.”

From somewhere, she got an ornate mirror and held it up for me. Well, she'd exaggerated, because
therewas ascar. If you looked closdly, you could seeit, athin white line. But nothing more. A scar
which might have told of awound severd years old and fully hedled. | felt fine, too, dmogt asif nothing
had happened.

| scratched my head. "'l don't get it, kid." | didn't want to tell her | was thinking of a man who waked
away from athree-hundred-pound hit-and-run act without a scratch.

"Togoshira Suuki would understand. The flesh that regeneratesitself...." She made that sound like part
of ardigiousritud too. "Listen! Will you promise to wait right here? Don't go away. Don't move aninch.
I'll be back soon.”

I nodded, more than alittle confused, and she disappeared out through where the straw mat had
hung. Some semblance of order had returned to the Port O' No Return, but it wasn't very crowded
now.

She came back in about haf an hour. Shelooked excited. "They will see you now."
"Who will see me?'

"Don't ask questions. We have no time. Y ou said you wanted to go to Mars, didn't you? To rescue
our Suuki?'

They sat in abig room down in the basement of an old dilapidated building across the street from
Port 0" No. Two Earthmen, one stocky, one rapier-thin, both middieaged. And two Venusians, older,
bent and tired, long flowing beards dmost flaxen againgt their deep olive skin.

The mousey girl whispered, "Thisisthe Uplands Brotherhood."
"Uplands, en? So why two Earthmen?'

"Must you aways ask questions? The Brotherhood started out small, and grew. Suuki brought anew
purposeto it, and new members. A quarter of amillion, al over the Solar System. These four men, with
Suuki, aretheleaders.”

The stocky Earthman grunted something to his companion, then turned to the girl. "Thisisthe man?"
"Y ou're sure about the regen — "
"l am sure.”

One of the Venusians stood up, hiswobbly legs sheathed in broad, over-sized pantaloons. "He looks
like the pictures Suuki haswith him! By the gods of Karn, and so he does— like that Earthman, that



archaeologigt, John Hagtings."
More people knew me....
The other Venusian said, Y ou will swear dlegianceto the Brotherhood, naturdly.”

| shook my head. | didn't know what was going on, but | wasn't going to swear alegiance to anything
or anybody, and | told them that.

"That complicatesthings,” the thin Earthman admitted.

"l have my own persond business” | told him. ™Y our man Suuki happensto be part of it. If you think
| can help, I'll try to rescue him, but that's al.”

"What isthis business?'
Again | shook my head. "Uh-uh. | said persond.”

One of the Venusians muttered, in English as good as Togoshira Suuki's: "Don't you understand, boy?
If you don't take an oath to us, we can't trust you, not fully. Oh, | won't lie. After Annas story, we
decided you might help us. But it will belimited, for if you don't swear dlegiance, we can't tdl you
everything that could relate to the Stuation — "

"Nevertheless, | take no oaths." Y ou couldn't blame me. I'd found mysdlf, found John Hastings, after
acouple of years of lifewithout any red persona identity. And life in bondage to an oath might turn out
just as odious as the other extreme, lifein akind of vacuum. | wanted no part of it.

The stocky Earthman said, "I'm for forgetting the whole thing. He doesn't trust us, we can't trust him.
For dl we know, he'sinwith the Marties— "

The mousey girl, Anna, dmost shouted. "Maybe he can bring back Suuki! If he can do that — "
"Hell go',' thefirst Venusian said, "provided he wantsto. What do you say, boy?'
"Sure. Sure | want to go. But with no strings attached.”

"Fair enough. Arewe agreed?’ Three heads nodded, and Annaamost jumped up and down. The
stocky Earthman sat there growling to himself.

His human companion smiled. "It might work. It just might work. The Marties know our agents, yes
— but they don't know you, Hastings. Probably they know of you, but so what? Point is, they won't
know you'reworking for us."

"Don't forget,” | reminded him, "I'm not. Our plans happen to cross each other, that's al. | want
Suuki, you want Suuki. It may not go any further than that. Okay?"

"Okay. But you'll be working pretty much in the dark because of it. Here, takethis"" Thethin
Earthman gave meacard, redly haf acard, yellowish, with nothing written oniit.

| turned it over in my hand, scowled. "What'sthisfor?"
"Youll noticeit'storn haphazardly. A man on Mars hasthe other haf. They fit, and youreidentified."

"How do | get to him?"



"Youll find himin Lake of the Sun City. Therésno lake there, and it isn't redly acity. Just adirty little
desert town. But that's where you'l find him. He runs acurio shop.”

One of the Venusianstook it up from there. "Can you leave tomorrow?"
"Huh? Tomorrow? Theres no ship out for severd weeks!"

"Not out of America, theré's not. But asmall passenger vessdl leaves Rio de Janeiro for the moon,
day after tomorrow. A week later, theresaMoon-Marsliner. You'll beonit.”

That left some twenty-four hours until I'd have to board the jet for Rio. | soon found that these men of
the Brotherhood were not willing to let me out of their sight in that time. A room upstairs over the Port O'
No, meals brought to me by Anna, who was afaithful 1ap-dog watch-dog combination, because she
knew | might find her precious Suuki....

Wi, | had sometime on my hands and | suppose morbid curiosity got the better of me. | had been
struck on the head-hard. Maybe hard enough for askull fracture. But | healed, dmost in a matter of
minutes.

Anna brought utenslswith my first med, and they included asmall sharp knife. | waited until the girl
left my little room. Waited till | heard her footsteps going down the stairs. Then | toyed with the knifefor
afew long moments, idly twisting the keen edge around in my fingers.

"What the hdl!" | said doud. "If youwant to do it, doit."

| jabbed the point of the knife home, piercing thetip of theindex finger on my right hand. A small
globule of blood came to the surface, bright red, and | brushed it away. | washed my finger, studied it.
No mark. No tiny hole. Nothing.

| tried again, with the same resuilts.

When you're bewildered, you can get angry. More than anything after that, | think | wasangry. | used
the edge of the knife, cutting an inch-long gash across the back of my forearm.

It hurt, but only for amoment

It bled — for amoment. | smeared away the blood, then washed it off, scrubbing hard. No cut. Not
even ascar.

| had to check awild impulse to dash the blade across my wrig, across the veins which bulged when
| tightened my fist Indestructible? | didn't know, but my heart thumped afuriousjig insde my chest when
| tried to get some deep.

Four hours by jet expressto Rio. Two days from there to the moon, amost athird of that time spent
in the deep acceleration chairs. A checking of credentials at Tycho Station, and that frightened mefor a
while, but the Brotherhood had given me some nestly forged documents.

Then the Mars rocket, ten days of thumb-twiddling. For company, a couple of professors bound for
SyrtisMgor College, two technicians who thought they could find tritium down near the South Polar
cap, half ascore of eager tourists, and some Martians, homeward bound. The Marties kept pretty much
to themsalves, as Marties generdly do.

| didn't relize my mistake until we landed a SyrtisMgor. The usud quarantine followed, whilewe
were sprayed with antibiotics to ward off Martian diseases which otherwise would encroach upon virgin



territory with anasty insgstence. | made my way from the lab to the men'slocker room to pick up my
gear, and something made me look through one of the aft ports. | don't know what, call it animpulse, cdl
it ahunch — but | looked.

The Martieswere leaving, five of them with their dry, parchment-like skin and stooped shoulders.
They carried something, alarge crate, depositing it on awaiting sand-ded. With it they whisked away
across the rust desert.

Jugt likethat, only I'd been aniidiot to end all idiots!

Sure, the Brotherhood had spoken of Suuki being taken to Mars. They'd spoken in the past tense, as
if it were dready an accomplished fact. Except that the Moon-bound ship from Rio wasthefirst vessal
off Earth, and the Luna-Marsrocket the first one to reach the red planet....

Which meant Togoshira Suuki had been abducted right under my nose!

I'd brushed against the polite, aloof Marties a dozen times on shipboard. They'd had Suuki trussed up
in the baggage room dl that time. | sighed wearily as | got back into my clothing. | guess| wasn't cut out
to be an undercover man.

Outside, the cold desert winds whipped in over the spaceport like howling demons, and when you
haven't been on Marsfor awhile, your first breasth of Martian air aways makes you think you're going to
drangle. You get used to it after atime, though, and if you keep exertion down to aminimum, you can
get dong well enough.

| asked the Martian female a the travel desk if she knew anything about the Martieswho'd just |eft
the ship. Shewas palite, but she was adamant.

"Earth gr, you know we are not permitted to divulge such information.”
| frowned. "Y ou haven't answered my question.”

"Then, if | mugt, no."

"Well, where did they go?'

Borrowing a mannerism from the Earth tourists, she shrugged her bony shoulders. She was young,
maybe ten Martian years— roughly twenty years old, Earth style— but she didn't ook it. | think even
Martian infants must look senile, although I've never seen aMartian infant. Mogtly, it'sthe skin, dry and
wrinkled and withered from birth. "Again, Earth gir, | don't know. They had a private ded waiting for
them, as you may have observed. Now, can | arrange transportation for you?”

"Yes. I'd like to reach Lake of the Sun City as soon as possible.”
"That isalong trip across the desert.”

"1 know Martian geography. When can | go?"
"Thereisahelicopter in five days—"

"Fivedayd | haven't thetime."

"A sand-ded today, if youwant it."

"Sure" | said. | didn't like the ideaof abumpy ride acrossthe rust deserts by sand-ded, thejets



kicking up afine spray of sand which makesyou half-suffocate. But I'd arrive in Lake of the Sun City in
two daysthat way, and | wasin ahurry. Suuki was onething, but | hadn't forgotten the girl who'd called
my name at the Sdeshow, triggering off everything withit. | kept aspecid placein my Martian itinerary
for her....

The Martian clerk jabbed along finger at abell on her desk, rang it. In amoment, ascrawny Martian
gppeared, removing his cowl and glancing quizzicdly at us.

IIYS?I
"This Earth sir would like you to take him to Lake of the Sun City — at once.”
"Atonce" said the Martie. "Of course. One hundred solars.”

The Brotherhood had stuffed my pockets with money, and | reached in for a hundred-solar note,
gaveit to him. He pocketed the bill greedily, motioned for meto follow him outsde.

The jet ded isten feet long, maybe twelve. Y ou st up front, the driver sits behind you at the controls.
In that way he getsthe brunt of the jet-spray, but the prow of the ded dipsin and out of thered Martian
sands with the thrust of half a dozen obsolete jets, and the ride is one choking, coughing torment.

But fagt, for the Martian barrens present a surface more level than Earth's Daytona Beach or the salt
flats of Utah, A hundred milesan hour is average, one-fifty isnot redlly exceptiond, and on wide-open
stretches some sand-deds have been known to pass the two-century mark. Add that speed to the thin
Martian air, and you have a problem. Y ou smply can't breathe the tenuous air fast enough to Say dive.

The Martians have solved it like they solve everything else. Secretly. No one quite understands the
mechanism, but you're given asort of insulated leather pouch. Some say it holds a combination of liquid
oxygen and inert gasses. | don't know. All | know isthis: you hold the pouch down near your waist with
along plastic straw protruding from itstop, and you sip through that straw, somehow sucking up air —
no longer liquid, no longer cold — and breathing through your mouth. The pouch is fastened around your
neck with athong of leather, but you'd better hold it tightly, for you'd be an oxygen-starved wreck in a
meatter of minuteswithout it.

Anyway, | found mysdf zooming acrossthe flat Martian tundraon a sand-ded. Behind me | could
hear the wheezing sound which passed for breathing among the Martians. The desert sands roared up
from the horizon and then swept away on both sides, and when some of the fierce Martian winds blew
the wrong way | could get aquick whiff of the acrid jet fumes.

Late morning gave way to early afternoon, and we stopped to eat some dried beef from Earth,
washing it down with precious Martian water. Then my Martie grumbled something, and we were on our

way again.

A chill wind crept up in the late afternoon, and by sunset it grew cold. Well, in haf an hour or sowed
reach one of the way stations and spend the night there, underground. Soon | could see it looming out of
the darkness, asmadll opague dome with abeacon light blinking on and off atop it.

The Martian did not stop.

| turned to stare at him, but he had his head tucked deep down inside his cowl. | tried to yell
something above the roaring wind, gave it up as usdless. The cold knifed in and | grew numb, felt the
plagtic sraw dipping frommy lips. | bit into it grimly, held it there with my teeth. The Martie could have
been laughing. | thought | heard him, but probably the wind was playing tricks.



Sonumb ... and stiff ...

Hands probed at the back of my neck, suddenly. | tried to fight them off, found it difficult to move.
Soon the leather thong dropped down over my shoulders. Something prodded the leather pouch which
had fallen to my lap. It teetered there for amoment, then fell away, dowly, end over end, asin afrozen
dream....

We sped on, and | began to choke —

| don't know for how long, but | did not lose consciousness, not entirely. And after atimetheded
screeched to a stop. Soon 1'd be able to breathe again, and when | got my hands on that damned
Martie....

| felt mysdlf rolled over helplesdy, off the ded. | lay there gazing up at the Martian moons, Deimos no
more than abright star, Phobos atiny diver of light off near the horizon.

TheMartiewasadim bulk in the darkness, knegling by my side and laughing. | reached up feebly,
gtiff with cold, weak with suffocation, and he thrust my hands away, leaned over my chest.

He held aknife, its polished blade barely visible by Phobos-light. Would it al end, then, so soon —
under the pale moons of Mars, with the light of Phobos gleaming faintly off along sted blade? A crazy
thought, but it hammered over and over again a my brain; it wasn't fair. | knew so little of everything, of
myself most of al.

| fdt theknifedip in, dowly. He must have taken great pleasure from it. Grating against my ribs,
diding in between them, twisting....

| think | screamed once, and that was dl.

"HE'SWAKING."

"Impossible! He should have died two weeks ago. Frozen stiff out on the desert, aknife hilt-degp in
hischet —"

"Seefor yoursdf."
"l see, but | —"

Voicesinaswirling vortex of sound, fading and coming closer, fading again. | tried to sit up, but
someone pushed me down.

"Takeit easy, young man! Y ou died once, you know, asfar as| cantel. Why don't you live abit
moredowly thistime?"

One minute. Two. | began to fed better. Three, four. Almost strong again. After five minutes, | sat
up. | was hungry, and | told them.

Two white-garbed men stood there, one scratching his bald head, the other turning away, plainly
frightened.

"How do you fed, son?"

"Fine. But hungry. Man, I'm hungry.”



A nurse came in with some instruments. They took my blood pressure. They fluoroscoped me. They
listened to my heart beat. They did five or six other things that doctors always do.

Thebad man sad, "Heswel."
"He's what?"
"Well. Hedled. All better. We could discharge him today — if we didn't want to study him."

"Wait aminute! 1've been adoctor forty years. They find this man out on the desert a couple miles
from one of the way-stations. He has no heart-beat. He's frozen solid, like ablock of ice. They take him
to the morgue here in SyrtisMgor and he starts to warm up. His heart beginsto best, feebly. They pull
the knife out. Next day the wound disappears, athin white scar taking its place.

"Okay. Okay! That can't happen, but we saw it for oursalves. Estimate — two weeks on the desert.
Warm days, sub zero nights. No food. No water. Probably not even breathing in dl that time. Somehow,
his body forgets to decompose.

"We bring him here. And that was yesterday. Today, he opens hiseyesfor thefirst time. He Sits up,
says he's hungry. A few minutes pass, and he'sfit asafiddle. Elkins, I'm scared.”

"Ligen," | sad, "my nameis Hastings. John Hastings. Does that mean anything?"

The frightened old man in surgeon's gown shook hishead, hardly listening. The other doctor, Elkins,
was gtill scratching the bald spot atop his head. "Does it mean anything? Hastings? I'll say! Did you hear
that? He said he's John Hagtings

"Hastings? Hastings? Hastings!" The older doctor sat down on the foot of the bed, cupping his head
in his hands. "John Hastings died three years ago out among the asteroids. They found his ship, a gutted
ruin. Full of food and full of water. He could have taken none of it with him, and he disappeared. How do
you live on the asteroids without food and water, not to mention air?"

Elkins smiled. "Hastings did a pretty good job of it on our Martian desert, don't you think?"

"l don't know what to think. I don't know. | amost wish they'd never found him. It isn't easy to throw
forty years of learning out the window. Here's a man who should have died twice, not probably, but
definitely. Only helooks strong asan ox."

| didn't know what was going on, but | laughed. "And hungry,” | reminded them.

Elkins sent the nurse out for some food, then turned to me: " Son, how would you like to stay on here
for afew months?'

"Yousad | waswdl."

"And you are. But when medical science finds something likethis, it wantsto study! Also, maybe you
can tell uswhat happened out among the asteroids. It's been quite amystery, you know."

"Don't ask me| don't remember athing. | don't even remember being an archaeologist About al |
know right now isthis. my nameis John Hagtings. When people find that out, they make abig fuss. But
the answer to your question, doctor, isno."

"No?You can't refusal"

"Sorry. I'm going to."



"Wait. When you said you remember nothing, does that mean you have amnesia? Loss of memory, is
that what you mean?"

| nodded, dug into the food when it was brought.

"In that case, you've got to stay on! With the new hypnotic treatment we could probably restore your

"Probably, eh? How long will it take?"
"Depends on you, Hagtings. Six monthsisagood figure.”

"Not for meitisn't! | haven't got six monthsto spend on it, doc. Maybe some day, if thingswork out
theway | want themto, I'll tell you thewhole gtory. That is, if | ever learn it mysdlf.”

I'd been thinking fast, and | came to the conclusion that the man who ran the curio shop in Lake of the
Sun city, or enigmatic Suuki, or the girl who'd first spotted me— any of these might turn out alot quicker
than hypnotic treatment "Where's my clothing, doc?'

"Y ou mean you'l leave? We can't be respongible! Y ou might havearelgpse—"
"I doubt it"

"Frankly, so do I. Asfor your clothing, uh-uh. It was frozen solid. We had to ped it off you in gtrips.
You'l have. to get some new duds, I'm afraid.”

| jumped out of bed. "Hey! Did you find anything?'

"Inyour clothing, you mean?Yes, wedid. A thousand solars, also ruined. We've turned them in to the
government, and you'll be reimbursed.”

"Nothing ese?"

"Likewhat?"

"Like hdf of alittle card?"

Elkins shook hishead. "No. Nothing."

"Nuts," | grumbled. "There goes Lake of the Sun City and aguy who maybe could have helped me."
"l don't know what you're talking about, Hastings, but isthere anything | can do?"

"No. No, thanks. Wait — hold on aminute! Just how much of abig-wig are you around these parts?'

Elkinssmiled. "I'm chief surgeon herein SyrtisMgor Hospital. That makes me the ranking medical
men on Mars."

"Wdll, those thousand solars are yoursiif you can do something for me."

"l don't want your money, Hastings! But thiswhole thing does intrigue me. Submit to our trestment
and I'll dowhat | can.”

| said no at once. "That wouldn't work. Thewholeideaisfor meto savetime, and the treatment
would delay me. How'sthisfor acompromise? If | ever get thiswhole mess straightened out, I'll tell you.
I'll let you know al about it — if I'm till dive.”



Elkins chuckled softly. "I don't think you could die even if you wanted to! Okay, it'sadeal. What can
| do for you?'

"lust this. About a month ago, the Martian Queen left Cedar Rapids for Mars. Have you accessto
the passenger list?'

Hetold me he could get it
"Good! Bring it to me, dong with copies of the passport pictures. Theresagirl —
"Yes gar!" Elkinsgrinned. "Yes, ar!”

| said something about not meaning to order him around, but he laughed. | think he was enjoying the
wholething.

| took aroom in the Red Sands Hotel, and that night Elkins came to me with two things. First, he had
apacket of money — one thousand solars which the Earth government office in Syrtis Mg or had passed
aong for mein return for the thousand ruined solars. Second, he had the passenger list, complete with
pictures.

It took lessthan aminute. "That's her,” | said, jabbing afinger at one of the photographs.

"Pretty littlething,” EIkins mused. And | agreed. A tumbled mass of chestnut hair, apert little nose,
gparkling blue eyes, the suggestion of adimple in one cheek.

"Herésthebiog," Elkins said, handing me asheet of paper. | read:

Crewson, Ellen. Age, 25. Height, 5' 5". Weight, 120. Color of Eyes, blue. Associate Professor
of Archaeology, Syrtis Major College. Appointed June last. References, check President Matthew
P. Ryder, SM.C. Period of stay on Mars, indefinite.

Bright and early the next morning, | found myself walking aong the campuslanes of SyrtisMgor
College. Most of the students | observed were Marties, but afair sprinkling of Earth youth could be
seen, and an occasond Venusian shivered insde hisfurs, struggling againgt the unfamiliar cold of the
Martian desert.

At the regigtrar's office they told me where | might find Associate Professor Ellen Crewson. It seemed
shewould be eating breskfast at the Campus Coffee Shop, very much an Earth-sounding namefor a
Martian college.

| found her, to — or rather, she found me. As | pushed in~ through the door she jJumped up a once
from anearby booth and gave alittle squed of joy. "John!" shecried. "It redly Isyou, John Hastings!"

Just like that, she legped into my arms. A good leap and astrong one, and it nearly carried me over
backwards, Then her armswere about my neck and she was kissng me, sobbing al thewhile. | must
have reacted clumsily, for soon she disengaged herself and began to blush. She till held on to my hand,
leading me back to the booth and plunking down beside me.

"I-I'm sorry," she said. "Y ou don't remember, do you?' | shook my head. "From the way you act, |
think I'd like to remember.”



That degpened the blush on her pretty face, but when she smiled, the dimple I'd seen in the picture
seemed more pronounced. "Tell me, were you that — that Bok-kurain the sideshow?”

"Uh-huh, that was me."

| knew you were on Mars. All the morning papers carried it; how they found you out on the desert,
how they took you to the hospital, how — "

"All the papers?’

"You bet! Front page stuff, too. Y ou're a pretty famous guy, John. | don't know a professor here at
the college who wouldn't give hisright arm to talk to you."

"That'sno good. The last thing I'd want is publicity. If dl the newspapersfesatureit, my enemieswill
know, too."

"Y ou sound so melodrametic. Y our enemies? \Who?"

| shrugged. "1 wish | knew, Miss Crewson. | wish | knew."

She began to giggle, softly at first, and then she was laughing quite heartily.
"What the hdll's so funny?'

"Miss Crewson, you said. Miss Crewson! Would you believe that a couple of years ago you were on
the verge of proposing? Miss Crewson..." The giggling turned to sniffling.

| fet alot like awould-be strong man trying to clean-and-jerk hisfirst barbell. "I'm sorry,” | said. "l
remember ... nothing. And say, Miss Crew — Ellen — that'swhy I'm on Mars. | want you to tell me
what you know. Everything,”

"I'madope,” shetold me. "A red firs-rate dope. It lookslike I've been carrying the torch for you dl
thistime, and you don't even remember. What am | supposed to do now, just — "

"Hey! It'snot that way at al. Didn't you read the papers? | haven't forgotten you alone of everything.
| forgot. Theworks. The boys at the hospita call it amnesia”

"Don't mind me. | said | was adope. Of course, | should have known."

"Ellen, how well did you know John Hastings? And don't mind if | speak in the third person that way.
John Hagtings still sounds like something out of astory book to me.”

She pouted. "'l knew him better than anyone ese did. | knew him well enough for himto ask me—"

We were getting no place fast. Every time she thought of the past, she thought of her lovefor John
Hastings. And whilelooking at her | could readily see why the vague and shadowy John Hastings could
have returned that love, till, right now | had other things on my mind. | drove that point home, ruthlessly.
| had to.

"Sorry," she said, sitting up very straight. "Well forget dl that, John. Now, what do you want to
know?'

"Like| said: everything. Where was John Hastings going before he disappeared? What was he
looking for? Did he find it? What happened to him? Did he et you know anything about regeneration of
tissues or something like that? Did he— "



"Whoa! | see what you mean. Everything. Y ou know what | think?"
"What?'

"I think I'm going to cut my classestoday and give the Sudents aday off. Therésapark | know
down by one of the old canal beds. We can take apicnic lunch there and I'll keep on talking until you run
out of questions. Fair enough?”'

| told her that would be fine, said I'd meet her at the park by twelve-thirty. Then | strolled back
leisurely across the campus and into Syrtis Mgjor City. Picking up a couple of newspapers, | brought
them up to my room and ordered a potful of coffee and some donuts, Earth-style. | began to read.

By thetimethe coffee had arrived, | was cursing Dr. Elkins volubly. Damn the man! In hisenthusiasm
to get everything acrossto dl the people who wanted to hear the latest episode in the John Hastings
mystery, held redly spilled the works. The esoteric John Hastings had turned up on Mars. Dead, but then
he came back to life. He didn't remember much, but he had alead. Associate professor Ellen Crewson
of SM.C. The readers were advised to wait for starting developments, for Miss Crewson, it seemed,
had been close to John Hastings years ago, before everything started to happen.

| thought I'd call Elkinsand tell him what he could do with those newspapers. But | reconsidered.
Looking back oniit, | knew | hadn't told him to keep anything a secret. So it wasn't really hisfault — but
that didn't matter much. Point was, he'd probably opened the floodgates of trouble.

| put acal through to Ellen Crewson, waited. In five minutes the operator called back, told me Miss
Crewson hadn't been seen by her Martian landlady al morning. Alarmed now, | got the address from the
college, took one more mouthful of coffee and went downgtairs.

All Martians look withered and old, but the landlady of Ellen Crewson's boarding house seemed old
even for aMartie. Her wrinkled, folded skin could have passed for coarse burlap, her rheumy eyes
squinted out from two cavernous holes above her cheek bones.

"MissCrewson," | said. "I cdled afew minutesago.”
"Not here." Her voice was the shadow of a croak.
"Do you know where | can find her?’

"No message.”

"| said, do you know where | can find her?'

“No."

"When did you see her lat?"

"Don't remember."

| took out afifty-solar note, gaveit to her. "When did you see her last?"
"Forty, fifty minutes ago, sheleave.”

"Alone?"

"NO_"



It waslike pulling wisdom teeth with your bare hands. "With who?"
"Man"

Fifty more solars changed hands. "Who was he?"

“Not of Earth.”

“No."

"A Matian?'

"Damnit, then who?"

"Venus-man. She go out with big Venus-man. Shelook plenty scared, yes."
"Why the hdl didn't you try to stop them? Why didn't you call the police?"
"No onetell meto. Big Earthman take her —

" thought you said Venusan!"

"Venus-man, yes. Sorry. He—*

I placed my hands on her shoulders, and it felt asif nothing but the tattered cloak covered her bones.
| shook her and she made arattling noise. "Y ou got al the money you're going to get! Now, who wasit?'

She cackled. "1 fool you for atime, yes?'
"Whowasit?'
"Martian man take her. Remove hands, please. Ahh — better!”

"Did you know the man? Wait. Before you answer, consider this: if | think you're not telling me the
truth, I'm going to cal the police. Now, did you know him?"

A pause, then: "Live down street. Three brudders. Oldest take her. Two brudders deeping there
now, work nights. Y ou find." She mumbled the address. "Now go from here. Earth- fellow?"

"Yes" | said. "I'm going. But I'll be back if you lied."

"No lie. Brudders hate Earth-fellow. Hate Venus-man too, but hate Earth-fellow better. They kill you
inlittle dices. Goodbye."

| used her phoneto cdl the police. | told them that Ellen Crewson was missing, but | did not mention
the three brothers. The police would find that out for themsalvesin due time, and meanwhile | wanted to
call on the brothers— undisturbed.

The place stank. More a shack than a housg, it squatted bare and ugly between two sandstone
buildings. It smelled of liquor, the Martian rot-gut which can make Earth moonshine taste like tea. It
smelled aso of unbathed Martians, but | wasn't aware of that until | threw open the door and strode
ingde.

Two Martians sat up in their cots, blinking at me. When one spoke it surprised me, especidly after the
old hag's pidgeon-English.



"All right, wise guy, just who the hell do you think you are busting in herelike that?' Thick and
heavy-set for aMartian, he sounded like held be aggressive even in his deep. The other one, the younger
of thetwo, seemed more than willing to let his brother do dl thetalking.

| said, "I'm looking for the other one. There are three of you, aren't there?”

The thick-set Martian got up and lit an Earth cigarette. He gestured at the empty third cot. "He ain't
here"

"l can seethat. Wherecan | find him?'
"Y ou with the police?'

Maybe the old hag could give me the run-around, but not these boys. | took aquick step toward the
Martie and hit him, not really hard, but hard enough to jar him. He fell back with the blow and sat down
on his cot, but his brother jJumped up like an uncoiled spring.

I hit him, too. Harder. He fell down and he lay there on the floor, breathing hard. | was plenty sore, at
myself as much as anyone else. | felt responsible for Ellen Crewson, and Ellen might be anywhere. ...

"Before I'm finished you'll wish | wasthe police” | said. "Where€'syour brother?!
"Braaak!" The chunky Martian stuck histongue out and made aloud blubbering noise with hislips.

His brother came off the floor fast, with aknife. I've got fast reflexes— they paid mefor that, as
Bok-kura. | kicked out, caught hiswrist with my foot, sent the knife clattering across the dirty floor. By
thetimeit struck thewall, | had the Martian down on hisface, my knee pressing againgt the smal of his
back. | forced hisright arm up behind him until he began to yell. "Now tak!"

The other Martian was shouting. "Hold your horses, bud! He can't speak aword of English. Me, |
worked fifteen yearsin the New Y ork spaceport, but he don't know thelingo.”

The Martie tensed, ready to spring for the doorway, but | had his brother on the floor just this side of
the threshold, and he thought better of it.

"Okay, then you tak; or do you want meto break hisarm?"

He hadn't give up yet. He looked furtively acrossthe room at the knife. "Hold it," | said. "Makea
move in that direction and your brother will be wearing alot of plaster for along time.”

That stopped him. The Martians are notorioudy clannish, and held have fdlt the broken arm as much
as hisyounger brother.

"Thethird one" | repested. "Whereishe?'
"Heain't here."
| made his brother scream.

"All right, cut it out!" New Y ork dang, sure enough, amost twentieth-century variety. It sounded
grange from thethin lips of aMartian.

"Our brother |eft for the desert thismorning.”

"It'samighty big desart,” | informed him.



"Lake of the Sun City, that's where he went"
"Not aone. Don't try to tell me he went alone.”
"| didn't say nothing. He had agirl with him, an Earth girl. That'sal | know, honest, Mr. Hastings."

His mistake wasin usng my name. If he knew me, then maybe he was in on the whole thing. In that
case, he could warn the Marties at Lake of the Sun City in advance.

| let the other brother up and he scrambled off the floor, threw himself down on a cot and began to
sob. The thick-set Martie brought him some winein adark leather pouch, and he gulped it greedily.

| said, "Have you got aded?'

"Y eah, sure. That's our business. Sedding.”

"We're going to useit, the three of us. Right now."
"Wherewe going?'

"I'm going to Lake of the Sun City. Okay, wherésthe ded?'

"Right out back. | guesswe can start now, but | don't likeit. I got alotta business signed up for
tonight, on acountathisisthe only al-weather ded in the neighborhood. Y ou can't just — "

"l canand | am, so don't waste your breath.” The Marties didn't know it, of course, but | was angry
enough to kill someone at that moment.

We went out together through the doorway, walked around behind the shack. | looked at the
sand-ded and amiled. It seemed dl set to go, complete with half adozen breathing bags. Three big metal
hoops trisected its length, too. Covered with stout leather, they could offer considerable protection
againg the night's cold. And that meant | could drive straight through to Lake of the Sun City without a
stop. Wdll, just one stop. ...

| had the Marties bring dong plenty of dried meat and a canteen of water. | wouldn't be sitting with
my back to any Martians on asand-ded, not thistime. | had them give me instructions concerning the
controls, and wewere dl set to go.

Driving through the crooked streets of SyrtisMgjor, | got used to the jet ded. Actually, there wasn't
much to it. Onelever for starting and accelerating, onefor braking, onefor turning. By the time we | eft
the city behind us, | had the ded zooming over the sands of Mars at agood clip.

Wed done better than a hundred fifty milesin thefirst hour, and then | stopped. "Climb out,” | told
the Martians.

"What do you mean?'

"Y ou walk from here. Y ou can walk back to Syrtis, you can wak seventy milesto the nearest
way-gtation.” | jabbed afinger at the parchment map and showed them our approximate location.

"| thought you wastaking usalong— "

| grunted something, watched them trudge away from the ded. They'd faredl right. A Martian can go
along whilewithout food or drink. Meanwhile, 1'd reach Lake of the Sun City long before they could

give any warning.



As| remember it, | wasfeding pretty sure of mysalf then. The older brother wastaking Ellento Lake
of the Sun City. If mayhem had been on his mind, ajaunt across the desert would be meaningless.
Togoshira Suuki's Brotherhood had mentioned Lake of the Sun City asakey point, too. Thus, it looked
likel might be ableto tie things together for thefirst time out at the ancient Martian town, which some say
once wasthe capitd of amighty Martian empire.

4

THE DOOR to the curio shop tinkled as. | opened it, like any door on an Earth curio shop might
tinkle. The proprietor was dl smiles and politeness, ayoung Martian woman who might. have had some
Earth blood in her veins. | couldn't be sure, but the mixture often comes off Mongoloid, and she dmost
could have been a daughter of one of Genghis Khan's Noyons.

"Yes, 9r?' she said, in more than passable English. That's one thing about travel on Marsor Venus. If
you stay on the well-beaten tourit trails, you won't have any language difficulties. | suppose the natives
know on which sdetheir bread is buttered. The girl continued, "Oursisthe only curio shop in Lake of
the Sun City. Hereyou will find items of last —*

"l know dl that. Sorry, but I'm not interested.”
The smilewas afixture on her face. "What then, Earth Sr?"

"In Cedar Rapids Sargasso, | met aVenusian named Togoshira Suuki. He was abducted. Hisfriends
thought | might be able to find him, so they sent me here.”

"l don't know what you're talking about"

"Look. Firgt, Suuki was abducted. | cameto look for him, got an Earth girl named Ellen Crewson
involved, and they took her too. I'm hereto look for both of them, and | won't take no for an answer."

The amiletill lingered on her lips. "1 am Gurrador Beta. | run asmple, honest business, and when |
do businesswith someone, he calls me Beta. If you have businesswith me, you may cal methat, but if
you do nat, | wish you would leave."

"They gave me haf acard, but | lost it. Maybe you read the papers, | don't know. I'm John Hastings

For thefirst time, Gurrador Betalooked doubtful. "Hastings! If | dared believe ... Have you any
proof?"

"No. But theré's an old picture of mein the papers.”

Wordless, she scurried through an archway, returned in amoment with the Syrtis Major Chronicle.
Findly, she extended her hand. "It's not avery good likeness, John Hastings, but you're the man. What
can | doto hep?'

"I don't know," | admitted. "They merely told me to contact you. But thismay bealead. Thereare
three brothersin Syrtis Mgor City; one of them spesks English like aman from the dums of New Y ork.
They run ajet-ded business— "

"I know them! The brothers Karnjud. What have they got to do with it?"



"The oldest brother took Miss Crewson from Syrtis Mgor and brought her here. | have ahunch hed
aso know whereto find Suuki."

"Perhaps. Weve thought for along timethat Karnjud tor Ig— | guessyou'd cdl him Ig Karnjud —
we've thought that he worked with the Martian League.”

"Let's get this straight. Upland Brotherhood on Venus, Martian League— and | suspect regeneration
fitsin there some place too. What's going on?"

"Don't you know?'

And, after | shook my head: "It's quite smple. Rumor had it that John Hastings discovered the secret
of regeneration of tissues. The three planet governments have scoffed at it openly, but they've worked
furioudy in secret to either confirm or refute the rumor. Think about it: who controls regeneration controls
the Solar System. What are injuriesto an army? A man ishurt, he hedls. Heloses an arm, helll grow a
new one. He dies, and regeneration brings him back to life again.

"And that isn't dl. Who isto say that a man whose tissues regenerate themsdlvesis not gifted with
eternd life? Tissues run down, fail to replace parts, become old and usdless. Senility results. But what if
those tissues continuoudly recreated themsdlves, remaining young and hardy — always?"

My tongue cloveto the roof of my mouth, but | managed the oneword, "“Immortality!” | hedled like
that. Me, John Hagtings! | didn't know why, | didn't know how — but I'd seen it happen. And did that
mean |'d somehow been vouchsafed a veritable godhood?

" ... 0, John Hagtings, if you can tell me—"

"It'strue” | said. "At leadt, | think it'strue. Regeneration exists somehow, somewhere. Suuki thought
that, didn't he?'

"Of course. The Brotherhood thinks so. Also the Martian League.”

"Wheredo you fitin?' | wanted to know. "I mean, you're aMartian, yet you work with the
Brotherhood.”

"My grandmother was awoman of Earth. Her son, my father — lived hislifeon Venus. Itisonly
natura —"

"You haveaMartian name," | persisted.

"1 wouldn't be an effective undercover agent without one, would I? Anyway, we stray from the
subject What can | do?!

"That'ssmple. lust tell mewherel can find your friend Iggy.”

"Whao? Oh, Karnjud tor 1g! And he's no friend of mine! Well, the Martian League preys on the
superdtitions of the Martian people. Karnjud tor Ig isasort of priest, and he doesagood job of it They
mix science with religion, satisfying the people but still getting out of it what they want. Probably hell
make ardigiousfiend of Suuki, and one of your Earth girl aswell. Hell torture them, extract the
information he desres— and the Martianswill approve. The Martianswill get Suuki and the girl after
that ..."

“All right. When?"



"Tonight! The nearer moon goes through its phases rapidly, and the moon isnow full. A night for the
Elder Gods of Mars, John Hastings. A night for the cultsto assemble in Lake of the Sun. A night for
mystery and the ancient rites— and death.”

"You say Lake of the Sun like there redlly was alake. | thought it dried up thousands of years ago
and only the old name remained to tell of it"

"L ake of the Sun never disappeared! Fed by underground streams, it once covered this entire desert
basin, more an ocean than alake. But the air of Mars grew thin and Mars was parched. The old
Martians hollowed out the caverns whose streams fed Lake of the Sun, and you'll find the lake there.
Underground. A lake not of the sun now, but of the nether regionsinto which the sun'srays never
penetrate. It isfunny. Lake of the Sun ..."

Not so funny for Suuki or Ellen Crewson,” | told her. "How do | get there?'

"Y ou don't. They'd kill an Earthman on sight if they caught him during thoserites. Y ou're hafway
around the planet from SyrtisMgor, John Hastings, and Earth law doesn't reach thisfar. May | makea
suggestion? Good! | said you cannot go, and that istrue. But aMartian could.”

"Y ou don't mean yoursdlf?'
"Not aone, no. But I will join you. You will go, John Hastings, but you will beaMartian,”

She wasn't kidding. She led me through the archway, returned for amoment to the outside room,
closing her shop for the day. Then she went to work, and she was an expert.

Sheinjected abubbling, frothy stuff high up on my right arm, piercing the veins near the armpit with
her needle. | felt nothing more than alittle giddiness, but when she let melook in amirror, John Hastings
didn't scowl back at me!

Parchment-like skin. Dry, withered, dmost ready to flake off.
"My God!" | cried. "Thisisn't permanent, isit?"
"No, stop worrying. Twenty hours and you will he norma again. Meanwhile ..."

Next, she gpplied asort of flesh-like putty to my face, building the cheek-bones high and gaunt,
devel oping the brow, making the chin protrude. A drop of liquid in each eye, and | found | had to squint
like any sand-blown Martian.

Beta stood back with hands on hips, surveying her work. "Y ou will pass," she said, amost proudly,
very much the master artist "Now, al well haveto find for you isasmelly old cloak, atattered cowl, a
little information on thelocd cusoms...."

| told her I hoped the boys at Lake of the Sun would fall for it too.

They did. After sundown, Betaand | entered an unimposing little cave and started down along
winding tunndl. | got theimpression that the way led us deep into the bowels of Mars, for dthough the
dopewas gradud, it never leveled off.

High up in nichesin thewall, flambeaux lighted our way, showing quite clearly the scores of Martians
who plodded down the tunnel with us, cowls set low over their faces, shoulders hunched. Moisture
dripped off the walls, made the rough stone floor dippery underfoot. Dank, subterranean moisture— on
aid Mars



Ahead, | became aware of afaint, faraway chanting, dmaost one with the dripping of water. Eagerly,
Beta shuffled forward, and the uneven rock flooring gave way to a spongy carpet of moss. The
flambeaux no longer lighted our way — but we could see, for astrange glow filled the air, dancing motes
eddying around the unseen currents of wind.

Abruptly, the tunndl opened out into a huge cavern. The further wall was lost in dimness, the celling
hid behind aveil of the dancing motes. Hordes of Martians streamed in from other passages, gathering
together a the shore of an irridescent lake.

Lake of the Sun....

Thetiny glowing motes which had given light to our path streamed up from the surface of the lake!
Lake of the Sun, indeed, with amillion, million tiny suns gleaming up from its till depths!

The Martians clustered on the lake shore, chanting and besting their feet against the rock, rapt eyes
intent upon the surface of the waters. We joined them, Betaand |, and my guide knew the chant, lending
her own voiceto it, samping her feet in dow cadence. | think | felt more completely the intruder than any
man who'd ever set foot on afar planet.

Something sparkled far out on the glowing lake, came closer. A barge, big and squat and riding low in
the water. On it threefigures.

Not until the barge drifted in somefifty yardsaway did | seethem clearly. A Martian, tal for hisrace
and strong, and | heard Betawhisper, "That's Ig Karnjud!" And two others, bound to a pole which rose
up from the center of the barge.

Dour Togoshira Suuki. And Ellen Crewson.

Ig Karnjud raised his hands on high. The chanting faded away, and only the gentle lapping of water
againg the barge's hull broke the impossible slence.

Karnjud's voice boomed out across the cavern. | turned to Beta, said, "What's he saying?'

"Shh! He asksif anyone would speak before theritua begins. And | would spesk!" She cried out
acrossthe watersin Martian, her voice aplaintivewail. Cowled Marties stirred restlesdy al about us.

| didn't understand aword of it, not the old Martian didect. But wildly | realized my own name had
been spoken. John Hastings, she called that out to the ill figuresin the barge!

Rough hands grabbed me, tore the cowl from my head, ripped the robes from my body. | stood there
injumper and leatheroid jacket, and Betawas laughing! "Fool!" she cried. "Foal, fool! Did you think for
amoment that | would help? Did you in your vanity concludethat | — "

| wasn't listening. Sheld tricked me, utterly. No longer wrinkled and withered and parchment-yellow
— my skin wasthe skin of an Earthman! Sheld gained my confidence, given me adisguiseto quel my
doubts completely — then led me to the daughter. Suddenly the words of the members of the
Brotherhood came back to me. A man would be waiting in Lake of the Sun City with the other half of my
torn card. A man! Somehow, the Martians had put one of their own in his place.

| grabbed the cowl of the nearest Martian, tugged him closg, lifted him overhead. He was screaming
when | hurled him at hisfelows, and for amoment they cowered back; licking their wounds. Beta il
laughed.

They came for me dowly, creeping up on dl sdes, in no great hurry. They seemed to relish every



moment of it. Or perhaps no one wanted to reach mefirs.

Y ou dways gain amomentary advantage if you do the unexpected. | didn't wait for them. Instead, |
hurled mysdlf forward, came into contact with the vanguard of their ranks, flailled my way through.
Panting, | stood on the edge of the lake, my back to its silent waters. | turned away and dove into the
gleaming wetness, fdt it close around me.

| broke surface, gasped alungful of the moist air and set out in acrawl for the barge. The water
hissed violently &l about me, grest jets of steam puffing off its surface. Some of the Marties had blasters!

| dived under, employing afrog-kick and breast-stroke. The water, gleaming with its endlesstiny
motes of light, offered dmost no vishility, but far ahead a vague shadow led me on. The barge, | hoped.
No Marties came swimming after me, and | soon redlized that none would. Few are the desert nomads
who can swim, and Marsis an arid wasteland of aplanet.

My head spun, my chest burned for air, but | could imagine the Marties waiting patiently on shore
with their blagters, and | did not come up for air. If | could swim around behind the barge, if only | could
do that.

Fird, the Marties would have no target to shoot at, and that would suit mefine. Also, Ig Karnjud
would wait for me on the shoreward side of the barge. Swimming around to its other Side, | might gainits
deck before he knew what had happened.

Somehow, | madeit. | broke surface wesk and panting, but the barge rocked up and down gently —
severd yards closer to shore. | paddied toward it, hardly using more than my hands, conserving strength,
regaining my bresth.

No more than four feet off the surface of the water, the deck waited invitingly. | reached the hull,
found no hand hold. Four feet ...

| swam aong the side of the barge, found halfway to the stern what might have been an anchor chain.
Grasping it, | pulled mysdlf out of the water, clambered up, stood dripping on the deck.

Ellen saw mefirst, whimpered alittle, but Suuki — who stared at me amoment later — didn't make a
sound. And as | had expected, g Karnjud stood at the other side of the craft, his back turned, peering
out over thewater. At that moment, the Martians on shore must have spotted me, for they commenced
shouting and screaming. Too many of them tried to cry instructions at once, and | don't think 1g Karnjud
understood until the very end.

He turned to face me and from somewhere aknife appeared in his hand. He lunged wildly, but |
parried the blow with my forearm, felt the knife rip through my jacket-deeve. Then | hit him. Once and
once only, but my right fist caught the point of his chin, threw him bolt upright. He sood there, waving his
armswildly, and then hefdl over backwards, hitting the water with aplash.

He screamed, churning the lake into white froth with hisarms and legs. Like most Martians, he could
not swim — and perhaps that iswhy these ceremonies were conducted on abarge. Mighty impressive,
preaching from the middle of alake, on aplanet where swimming was ararity and water an avesome

spectacle.

Karnjud went down once— and again. | guess| could have gone over the sde and hauled himiin,
but some of the Martians on shore were firing their blasters dangeroudy close, and | could do nothing but
watch the currents carry 1g Karnjud away — and under.



"Thank heaven you came, John!" Ellen cried. Reaction must have set in, for she began to whimper.
She'd been very close to death, and she knew it

Suuki smiled grimly. "We are dtill not out of this, you know. What do you suggest next, John
Hadtings?'

Wordlesdy, | unbound them. Ellen came down from the pole limply, fell into my arms. We stood that
way for amoment, and then | sat her down on the deck, rubbing her wrists and anklesto restore
circulation. Dour Suuki had fared much better. He swung around the barge amost jauntily, nonethe
worst for wear.

"Thereisan old trick," he explained. "Y ou tense the muscles when they bind you, and when you relax
the ropes are not particularly oppressive. But what now?"

"Hdl," | told him, "just sart this boat going, that's dl. Right back to where it came from.”
"Yes?How?'

"What he means," Ellen told me, "isthat there doesn't seem to be any controls. Look for yoursdlf.”
| did. A flat barge and nothing more with gpparently no way to get down insde.

"Well," | perasted, "how did Karnjud moveit?'

Ellen shrugged. " Search me. It just — went."

"Do we stand here and wait for them?" Suuki wanted to know. "In time they will get another boat,
you know."

| shook my head. "Can you swim, Suuki?"

He grinned. "Y ou forget, John Hastings, that mineisawatery planet”
"Good. Ellen?’

"A little. No great shakes, John, but alittle.”

"Suuki, how far would you say thisboat came?’

"Merely severd hundred yards. Thereisadock on the other side of the lake, guarded only by an old
caretaker."

"Right. In that case, well svim for it."
"What good will that do?" Ellen demanded. "They can follow much faster around the shore.”

"No. You'rewrong. They're standing on alittle beach, but that's the only shore on thisside of the
lake. It dips away pretty fast, and sheer rock walls come down to the surface of the water. No one will
follow us, Ellen. At least not for agood long while.”

Suuki stood poised on the edge of the deck. "In that case, what are we waiting for? They say on my
world that aman who delaysis— but never mind! Not understanding the language, you'd missa
beautiful play onwords. Shal we go?'

Not waiting for an answer, Togoshira Suuki dived overboard. Ellen looked more than alittle



frightened. Wordless, | took her hand and led her to the side. "Jump,” | said. Sill holding hands, we
leaped.

The dock surprised us. It was an ancient quay jutting out into the lake, but beyond it an underground
city loomed in the half-darkness, throwing sword-edged spires up through the phosphorescent murk.
Some of the buildings must have been constructed from obsol ete spaceship hulls, for they stood poised
on their tailtubes now, seemingly ready to blast-off toward the high-vaulted ceiling of the cavern.

"Apparently reigion isabig busnesswith the Martian League," Suuki observed matter-of-factly.

"Thiskind of religion never did anyone any good,” Ellen told him. Alter that, there wasn't much time
for taking. A narrow stone roadway snaked around the edge of the city on asix-foot ledge of what
looked like sandstone, and | let Ellen and Suuki use my back as a step-ladder to reachit. | caught on
with my hands and clambered up after them. Where my hands groped in the gloom, | found a coil of thin
but tough rope, and dung it across my arm on the hunch that it might come in handy later. Funny how
such hunches can sometimes pay off.

Then, quite suddenly, it began to grow cold. A chill wind swept in off the lake, and that wasn't so bad
initsdf. But we till wore our drenched garments, and | could tell when | took Ellen's hand in mine that
shewas shivering.

"Strip,” | said.
"What?" Ellen'svoice was amost ashriek. | could hear Suuki's dry laughter as he complied.

"Strip,” | told Ellen again. "Y ou'll fed warmer if you do.” And, when she just stood there: "That'san
order."

| turned away and peded off my own wet clothing, then faced them once more. Ellen's kin gleamed
wetly in the half-light, and Suuki laughed his dry laugh once more when she tried — and failled — to
cover hersdf with her arms. Suuki pounded his ancient, withered flanks with ddlight.

When the voice boomed up at us, it sounded like the crack of doom in the utter tillness. "Halt! What
wasthat? Sarda! Key simlot!" The guard was bilingud, issuing hisorder in both English and Martian.

He cameinto view soon afterwards, abig, hulking half-breed in afancy dress uniform which must
have signified Martian League soldiery. They had quite an organization, dl right. The guard carried a
blagting rifle, sood with hisfeet planted wide right below our position on the ledge.

"Isanyone up there? Sok kor tini mot?"

He began to turn dowly as Suuki faded back silently into the shadows. | stood there with Ellen. Both
of us naked, unarmed — and helpless. Unarmed? It was dmogt at the last instant that | remembered my
coil of rope.

| eased it off my shoulder, looped it. I'd have one chance, no more. A blast from therifle
disemboweling meif | didn't cast Sraight.

| et theropefly.

Ellen gavealittle yelp asit landed on the big man's shoulders. Then | tugged, felt the rope tighten, saw
it climb up hisneck as| pulled, and fasten just below hischin. | twisted.

Hisface came hdf-around in the murk, and | could tell he was trying to scream. No sound escaped



hislips. When | |et the rope go, the guard dumped to the sandstone, his hands il clawing feebly at his
neck.

Then we were running aong the ledge without looking back. Findly, we cameto ahoary staircase old
asthe sandstone itself — atwisting staircase which spiraled up dizzily until it disappeared above our
heads. A little hut stood at itsfoot, and this | entered cautioudy. Someone insde snored deeply and
geadily, and | didn't disturb him. But | came out again with enough evil-smeling Martian clothing for the
three of us.

The stairs seemed interminable. We took the garments with us and dressed on thefirst landing, where
Ellen told me my kneeswere knobby for a Jovian Strong Man. | began an objective discussion of various
points of her anatomy, stropped when she threatened mayhem. She somehow extracted a promise from
me not to mention our nakedness together again. Not unless ... well, not unless| could remember some
of the things John Hastings would have remembered. | nodded quick assent. I'd heard enough about this
particular angle of John Hastings past to want a change of subject — and fast.

From the top of the spird stairway, a doping passage led to the surface, and we soon found ourselves
on the outskirts of Lake of the Sun City. A bitter night wind whipped in off the desert, bringing flurries of
sand withit.

"Venusis such apleasant place," Suuki muttered. "Even your Earth hasits advantages. But thisbarren
mess of aplanet — bah!"

We could have remained in the caverns until the sun came up and warmed the desert, but the
Martians would not have remained idle. When | told my companionsthat, Ellen said:

"Granted. They'd have us surrounded by morning. Still, we won't get very far in thiscold. Brr!" She
shivered asaparticularly icy blast of wind hit us.

'‘Wedon't haveto,” | told her. "'l parked ajet-ded outside the city, maybe amile from here. | don't
know if we canfindit in the darkness. Wecanftry. ... "

And we stalked out into the desart.

Probably Suuki fared the worst. Accustomed to atropica jungle with tepid waters and steaming
swamps, he found himself out on the sub-zero barrens with nothing but a cloak and a cowl to keep out
thefrigid winds. And the abrupt change in temperature from day to night whipped up a series of
never-diminishing sand-storms, driving tiny pellets againgt uswith dmaost hurricane force.

After atime, it became ablinding, inging nightmare. It was an effort even to pick up your feet and
push them forward for the next step. | grew numb al over, not dowly, but within moments after we had
st out. The winds howled, the sands whirled high in furious little eddies which blotted out the stars.

Wetrudged on haf amile, maybe three-quarters— and W Suuki collapsed. | could barely make out
Ellen'sfacein the darkness, but | could see that shelooked down at him helplesdly.

"We can't leave him," she said. "H€ll die. But we can't stay on here. John — Johnny, I'm frightened.”

Suuki gasped, "Go — ahead. Foolish — to stay. A shame. ... John Hastings ... for there—isso ...
much we could have — told each — other!"

I smiled "Will you till fed liketaking if we can get back to Syrtis?'

He grunted an answer, but it was lost in the shrilling winds. | lifted him off the sands, dung him over



my shoulder. Here on Marswith itslighter gravity he didn't carry much more than haf hisrea weight, and
| plodded on, letting Strong Man Bok-kura do the rest.

Ellen grasped my free hand with her own stiff fingers, and walking that way we reached the
jet-ded-parked near amonument which proclaimed Lake of the Sun City to be apeaceful old settlement
which reminded one of the old days of Mars, with boats floating serenely down the canals, men and
maids carousing in the warm sunshine, and nothing more than an occasiond gust of balmy wind to tir the
tranquil scene....

5

"How no you do?" Dr. Elkins said. "So you're Togoshira Suuki, the famous Venusian asteroidologist.”

Suuki smiled. "I'd be nothing at al if Hastings hadn't carried me off the desert two nights ago. | think |
am very glad the man was my hobby."

| laughed. "Be gladder till that | played a Jovian Strong Man for acouple of years. Y ou don't weigh
as much asthose barbdlls, Suuki.”

"So that's where you disappeared! How did it come about?”
"l don't remember — remember?"

"He'sstubborn,” Dr. Elkins said. "'If he'd submit to trestment, we might have his memory back insde
of sx months”

"I'd likethat," Ellen admitted. | held her hand and, warm now, her fingers were pleasant to touch.

"The answer istill no, doc. | got what | cameto Marsfor — Suuki here. Therésalot he can tell me,
0 if you think he'swell enough—"

"Certainly he'swell. The cold sapped his strength, but the man's heart is as strong as amachine. Don't
worry about that." And Dr. Elkins put away his stethoscope confidently.

Suuki sat up in bed, smoothing the covers over his scrawny chest. " About three years ago,” the
uplander-Jap began, "the whole solar system waited breathlesdy for word from you. Y ou'd discovered
an asteroid which alegedly contained artifacts of a culture which existed before a planet between Mars
and Jupiter exploded.

"Y our last message to North American University was optimistic. Y ou'd uncovered the artifacts, dl
right. Now, al you had to do wasinterpret them. But you were never heard from again!

"Months later, they found your ship, aderdlict, floating free outsde the asteroid swarm. No John
Hastings. No written records. Nothing. But plenty of food, air, and water. Y ou met with an accident, it
was assumed. And obvioudly, you'd met desth out there on some uncharted asteroid. Expeditions set out
to find you, came back empty-handed. John Hastings was forgotten.

But the mystery of the asteroids wasn't. The old Martian civilization somehow connectsits myths of
the asteroids with adoctrine of eternd life. And rumors spread. Y ou'd found that, John Hastings— the
secret of regeneration, of eternal life— and you'd perished with it. Isit any wonder that people sought
you?



Earth-government scoffed at the whole ideg, but the navy maintains a carefully guarded operation,
Project H. H — for Hastings! Venus and Mars have their underground agents at work, too, and the
Sargasso Cities hold the spotlight, because government men can work outside the law there, without the
necessity of reporting back officialy. Venus wants the secret — hence the upland Brotherhood, with
some Earth memberstoo, since some of your planeteersfed that the Brotherhood can put the secret to
better use. Mars wantsit — hence the League. And Earth is determined to get it"

"When | cameto Mars," | said' "someonetried to kill me. How can you explain that?"

Suuki shrugged eloquently enough. " Sargasso City. Intrigue and counter intrigue. News of your arriva
cameto Mars beforeyou did.”

"And one of your agentsin Lake of the Sun City — awoman named Beta something — turned out to
bein cahootswith the League.”

"Thesame. It'sdifficult to maintain vigil over an underground organization which coversthree planets
and the Jovian moons aswell."

"All right, answer thisone. Before | knew what was going on, aman on Earth tried to kill me. Hewas
injured — severdly. And walked away afew minuteslater.”

"Regeneration,” Suuki mused. "How esecan | explain it? Doesit mean the rumors are true?’
"It does," Dr. Elkins said. He told Suuki how they'd found me out on the desert.

| shook my read. "That isn't what I'm getting at. A man tried to kill me, dmost succeeded. But where
did hefit into the picture? How did he know me back there at the sideshow, when no one ese did?
Remember, Suuki, at the time you didn't know | was dive. We can assume the same for the Martian
League. But some other force knew, found me— and wanted me dead. But why? The Martianstried to
kill me so | couldn't reach you. | guessthey were afraid of what we could do about this regeneration stuff
if we ever got together. But otherwise, the Marties would have wanted me dive. The same goes for your
Brotherhood. What | want to know isthis: why did that someone el se want me dead?”

"What you're asking,” Dr. EIkinssaid, "is something likethis. one particular party, and one only, did
not want you dive. A dead John Hastings couldn't return to the asteroids, let alone lead anew scientific
expedition out there. Thus, someone wished to put a stop to the wholething." Hefrowned, "I can't make
anything out of that part of it ether.”

Ellen spokefor thefirst time. "Maybe | can,” she said. "We'd been in radio contact almost to the end,
Johnny. Every day you got more excited, | remember it dmost like it was yesterday. But you couldn't tell
me anything concrete, not redly concrete, because you feared someone e'se might cut in on the
frequency, and what you'd found was dynamite. Also," she blushed alittle, "you were kept much too
busy telling me how much you loved me!"

| felt like adamned fool, for | remembered nothing. It isn't easy, people telling you what you did, what
you said — and everything is an absolute blank to you. | cleared my throat self-conscioudy, told Ellento
continue.

"Wdll, you spoke about that old Martian myth, regeneration of tissues. | think, above dl, that you
wanted to impress upon me the fact that it wasn't so far-fetched. 'Look,' you said, 'aman getsacut, it
hedls. An abrasion too, but sometimestheresascar. A broken bonewill knit. But that's only half the
gory. Plants regenerate their tissues dl thetime.



Did you know that a plant doesn't really stop growing until it ceasesto live? Or take some of the more
primitive animals, On Earth, cut an arm off astarfish and it will grow anew one. Samefor alobster and
itsclaws and, to alesser extent, for the insects. Same on Mars, and it holds true to an even greater extent
among the primitive life-forms of Venus, There's nothing odd about it, nothing smacking of the
supernaturd. It's nature's way of protecting some of its species, and there's no reason to believe that
advanced science couldn't extend regeneration to man aswell.

"'I'll be ableto provethat soon,’ you said. "And don't he surprised if | bring the proof back in amighty
shocking form. Tell me, kid, would you be willing to marry asuperman?"' Ellen crimsoned dightly. "Oh,
maybe those weren't the exact words, but you said something like that. | never heard from you again.”

Suuki smiled grimly. "It dl pointsto one thing. John, you must find that asteroid again!™
"Sure" | said, "just like that. One asteroid out of ten thousand, only | can't remember which one.”

"Itisnot impossible. First, you must return to the asteroid belt — and then let's see if your memory
can't pick up thelost threads. | believe—"

"By Georgel" Dr. Elkins cried. "What aglorious chdlenge. The power to change mankind at your
fingertips, if only you could remember. | will go dong.”

| told Suuki: "All I want to know isthis. how are we going to get there?"

"My friend, the Brotherhood is not without its power, even herein Syrtis. We can raise the money;
with it we can buy aship; and then welll see”

Dr. Elkins grabbed his hand impulsively. "Suuki, if thisworks out, science will remember you asa
grest man."

The uplander-Jap chuckled dryly. "I'm far more interested in the Brotherhood.”
"1 only want Johnny to regain hismemory," Ellen said.

And that seemed to be that Each of them had his reason for wanting to reach the asteroids with mein
tow. Wdll, | had my reasons too, but somehow — as Suuki began to make preparations— acold chill
crept over me. Between Mars and Jupiter, abroad sector of space which, according to the famous law
of Bode, should have been the orbit for agreat planet. Instead, the thousands of asteroids spun out there
inther cold dead vault, mute remains of a planet which existed — how many millions of years ago? And
something out there had taken my memory from me, had given in its place something namel ess, something
which branded mefor al theworldsto see: " This man is more than human!”

Wasthat something still lurking out in the cold bleak marches of space?

Marsfaded behind us, a swollen ochre and crimson globe. Aheed, the tiny moteswhich were
agteroids caught the sunlight, held it, threw it back at us— athousand thousand points of light. The
rockets of Suuki's battered, second hand cruiser throbbed dully from somewhere deep in the bowel s of
the ship. Elkins was adegp now, and Suuki. | stood with Ellen in the control chamber, plotting an amless
course.

"Wherewill we go?' she wanted to know.

"Search me. Suuki thinksit ought to be haphazard at first. Maybe something will strike afamiliar
chord for me."



"1 hope so, Johnny. | hope s0."

Mars-light flooded in through the huge quartzite windows, suffusing everything with addicate saffron
glow. Deep space encroached on dl sdestrying, it dmost seemed, to forceitsway in through the
windows, through the observation dome overheed, through the ports with their trand ucent coverings. But
there was something of comfort within the ship, of security, of that unnamed thing which through the ages
has permitted mankind to thumb its nose a the perils of ahostile environment.

| didn't know wheat at first. | supposeit's different for every man, for each hisown private, inviolate
sanctuary. And mine?

Ellen cameto me dowly, the saffron highlights gleaming in her hair. Her eyeswere big and wide and
pleading. They said, remember, Johnny! Oh, can't you please remember?

She brushed against my chest, the faintest suggestion of atouch, and then I'd folded my arms around
her, pulled her in close, felt the arch of her back grow tiff for amoment, then relax. | touched her hair
with my lips, her brow, her eyes, the smooth supple curve of her neck....

A smdl voice, dmogt that of achild: "Johnny, Johnny — you remember!™

| kissed the words from her lips, softly at first | held it along time, that kiss, not softly any longer.
Toward the end it must have hurt her.

For Ellen, aghost from the past, phantom no more. For me, the first sweet-bruta kiss of new love.
"Johnny, you do remember!"

"Do you mind terribly if | don't?"
"l — I don't understand you."

"1 remember nothing, not now, not yet. | only know that suddenly | had to do that. Not to remember
anything, Ellen, but just for now, for today — and —"

"And what, Johnny?*

"And for tomorrow, too. Ellen — you hear it so much, you read it in books, but then when you try to
say it yoursdf, it doesn't sound right. It sounds corny. It — hell, | don't care! Ellen, | — I think I'm faling
inlove with you. No, wait. Not the old John Hastings who everyone wants to remember. But me, right
now, today. | loveyou, Ellen. | loveyou!"

”\bhnr‘y— 1]

It couldn't last. Something had to bresk the spell. Aningtant later | plummeted from the heightsto the
depths— and it looked asif I'd Stay there for along time. Maybe permanently.

The two remaining brothers Karnjud stood in the doorway, blastersin their hands.

Sitright there," the English-speaking brother said. "Don't move. Don't make asound. I'm warning
you."

Ellen whispered, "I know them! Their brother took me, that Ig Karnjud...."

They stalked into the control room, grim as pallbearers. Maybe they'd heard of their brother's death,
maybe they'd somehow got wind of our expedition, hidden themselves aboard the ship. | didn't know,
not then.



They ignored Ellen, marching forward grimly until they stood right in front of me.
"Y ou rotten, stinking bastard!" the older brother cried. "You killed Ig—"

He dashed down with the blaster, bringing the tube end down across my cheek, opening it to the
bone. | stumbled back, swung wildly with my right hand, but Karnjud side-stepped easily. "Don't try that
again, Hagtings. My brother will kill you."

He meant it, and al | could do was stand there and take a besating.

He swung the blaster down again, handling it gracefully, more like awhip than agun. It crashed
againg the bridge of my nose, cut further and ripped my lips. | heard Ellen whimper from far off, dimly
saw her throw hersdf againgt. the Martian. He muttered an oath, hurled her off into a corner. She got up
again, yeling like abanshee, but the other

Karnjud clipped her jaw with hisfist and she tumbled over backwards, faling in ahegp on thefloor.
"Damniit, leave her out of thig! Yeah, | killed your brother, but she had nothing to do with it!"
"Ain't that lovely. He wantsto protect her!"

The blaster dammed down once more, crashing against my temple, stunning me. | sumbled, dumped
half-forward, felt something explode againgt the back of my neck. It sent me dl the way down to the
floor, and | hit hard.

| had timeto roll over on my back, to hunch up and tense my muscles. By then, the older Karnjud
had forgotten al about hisblaster. | saw him leering down a me through abloody haze, saw his brother's
blaster, unwavering, pointing a me.

A foot lashed out and | tried to ridewith it, but it caught me down near the kidneys, | think, and a
wave of agony washed over me. Again, higher up thistime, digging into theribs. Still higher, numbing my
shoulder. When the heavy boot started for my face, | was drifting away on asea of crimson fog. The
boot seemed to hang suspended in that fog, but it stalked me....

Far away, Suuki's voice: "What's the meaning of — "
Then the boot struck.

"Get up!" Something prodded my face, urgently. "On your feet, Hastings. Come on. The way your
body can regenerate injured tissue, you're not hurt.”

Asamatter of fact, | wasn't. | hadn't been unconscious for long, but it had been sufficient timefor me
to heal. Wipe the blood away, and I'd ook like new. | felt it, too. Almost chipper. Hell, let them do what
they want, they couldn't hurt me, not redlly.

Them!
Thefirst voice belonged to Karnjud. The second was Dr. Elkin's!

| stood up fast, the Karnjuds waving me off into acorner with their blasters. Mars had faded behind
us and the ship's pale blue spacdights cast harsh shadows across Dr. Elkins mild face. He smiled coldly.
"| suppose you are surprised, Hastings."

"You're damned right I'm surprised!”



"Y ou needn't be. The Martie who attempted to take your life out on the desert was a member of an
extremist group. | Am not an extremist although, frankly, | was hard put to keep the Karnjuds off you
after what happened to their brother. | merely work, through the Martian League, in the interests of
science— as | can apply it. What is science, Hastings, unless one can apply it, twist it for hisown
purposes, mold it to make a better world for himself?

"Wewant you divel Wewant you to find that asteroid for us. Unfortunately, your friend Togoshira
Suuki desiresthe samething, but the Brotherhood claims an dtruistic motive. | put it up to you, Hastings:
atruigtic, bah! In science one learns that there is no such thing. Each creature, each species, functions
only interms of itsown surviva. If something has surviva value, itisgood. If it doesnat, itisevil. Dol
meke mysdf clear?'

"Damned clear,” | said. Mild-mannered Dr. Elkins, an egocentric creature who hid his sdf-importance
behind agarb of modest scientific endeavor. But | knew he could be the most dangerous sort of
antagoni<, for he believed in his own warped creed.

"Where's Suuki?' | asked him. | think | was alittle afraid to ask about Ellen.

"He'swdl, don't worry. And the girl, too. Suuki has knowledge which may aid us, and the girl might
possibly help you remember. For now, Hastings, they have surviva vaue. Don't misunderstand me: |
hold no hatred for you. | believe |l said | wasintrigued once, and | meant that. But you have surviva vaue
aswdl: and so | need you. And don't you forget it."

It didn't help much to think about it now, but I'd been anidiot. Seemingly on awhim, Elkins had given
up his SyrtisMgor medica practice to come with us on this jaunt through the asteroids. He'd planned it
that way dl adong, which aso could explain hisorigina desireto help me regain my memory. Scientific
interest, sure— but directed toward his own ends.

"Y ou've got the deck stacked dl theway," | told him. "How's it going to be dedlt, Doc?'

"You'll seein afew hours, Hastings. We're nearing the asteroid belt now, and thereis an advanced
base which our organization holdsin readiness. According to the Karnjud boys, our leader will be there.
Can you believe that I've never met our leader? Strange, for | am the prime cog in our not-very-smal
machine. Perhaps our |eader has other ideas. Perhaps ... We'l see.

"Meanwhile, | leave you with the brothers Karnjud. Asaword of advice, try nothing foolish. | believe
| have impressed upon them the necessity of keeping you dive, but they remember their brother and the
Martians are a peculiar people, placing vendetta over survival vaue. Well, good day." And he walked
from the room, gill amild-looking little man.

The place, | redized, was a storeroom, deep within the ship. Y ou had to speak loudly over the
inggtent throb-throb-throb of the rockets. The older Karnjud locked and bolted the heavy metal door,
spoke for atimewith his brother, in Martian. Then he turned to face me.

"Lukathinks| ain't treating him right. He says| knocked hell outayou before, he didn't Hewantsto
do it now. Y ou know what, Hastings? | think I'm gonnalet him. No, stay back! Just get off in that corner,
that'sright I'm standing right here, see, and don't you forget it. My brother Lukais gonnawade into you
till he getstired. If you so much asraise afinger, I'll kill you."

Grinning inanely, Luka shuffled forward, somewhat on thetal sde and incredibly thin, even for a
Martian. | don't think he weighed a hundred pounds, but | had a hunch held know how to wield the buit
of ablagter.



| didn't wait to find oui.

His brother wasn't kidding held gun me down if | tried anything. Only what he did not redlize wasthis
— Lukastood between us.

Lukaraised the blaster in histhin fingers, brought it down. I moved in quick, caught hiswrist and
turned it He howled once, then fell in toward me. | spun him around, got one hand on the back of his
belt, one on the collar of his shirt. He came up off the floor easily, and | hurled him at his brother.

Karnjud fired his blagter ingtinctively, its beam searing L uka, His howl became a gurgle which bubbled
from histhroat His chest and stomach scorched to ablackened ruin, Luka was dead before he hit the
floor.

Karnjud knew it without bothering to look. He whimpered frightfully, an animal sound. Hefired again,
but by then I'd ducked behind a packing crate which the beam kindled to quick flame. | got away fast,
but Karnjud hardly seemed aware of thefirelicking up at us. "Luka," he mumbled over and over again.
"Luka, Luka, Luka...."

He hardly saw me. He criss-crossed the room with raw energy, bringing angry flameswherever the
beam touched. Smoke made it difficult to breath — and to see. Karnjud stood at the bolted door, firing
his blaster and screaming, firing and screaming.

Somehow, | got to him, took the blaster from hisfingers, pushed him aside. | turned my attention to
the door, reaching out for the bolt and then drawing my hands away. The door was red-hot!

Gibbering now, Karnjud sat down near his dead brother, near the brother held killed with hisown
hand. "Luka, Lukal Say you're not dead! Luka, speak to me. Luka—"

| tried to drag him away, but he kicked out at me, scurried like some midnight rodent to the other sde
of Lukas corpse and stayed there. He sat that way, aring of flame closing around him, and | couldn't
argue, not unless | wanted to become apart of it

| ripped agtrip of cloth from my deeve, bound it around my right hand. With this| tackled the
scorching bolt and soon 1'd thrown it back, opening the door. | looked once more into the storeroom,
now aroaring, raging inferno. Of the dead L ukaand his brother | could see nothing.

Outsde, | shut the door, gulped in great lungfuls of fresh air. Then | ran forward.

Suuki and Ellen sat in the control room, bound to two of the pilot seats. Dr. Elkinswas busy at the
controls.

"Close off &ft!" | cried. "Fire!"

"Fire?" Elkins snorted.

"Damnit, that'swhet | said."
"Thisshipisfireproof,” hetold meblandly.

"The storerooms aren't. Karnjud is back there with his brother, dead. The whole place is one roaring
messof flamed™

Smoke drifted into the control room, and Elkins jumped to hisfeet. "What section?'

"Four," | told him.



"W, well shut it off. Thisship iscompartmented, no harm will be done. Thefirewill burnitsaf out,
leave aholein the hull. But we have nothing to worry about.”

"That'swhat you think. Section four lies adjacent to the engine room. The heat'sliable to fuse the
softer metals down there and turn usinto aderdlict.”

For thefirst time, Elkins appeared dlarmed. "Wh-what do you want me to do?"

"Likeyou said, shut off section four. Then wef haveto high-tail it for the nearest asteroid. | hope we
makeit!"

Elkins pressed a stud, and from somewhere back in the rear of the ship, great metd doors clanged
shut. "The nearest asteroid is our advanced base, Hastings. But will we make it? My God, will we make
it?'

"Surviva value doesn't look so hot now, huh, Doc? | don't know, how long will it take?"
"Umm-mm. Another hour at top speed. | don't know if we can stand the acceleration.”

| told him we'd have to, but when he made no move to throw the rocket leversall the way home, |
thrust him away from the control board and sat down there mysdlf.

He'd forgotten al about the blaster in hishand. "I don't want to die," he said. "Not burning up like this
in space. | have so much to do.”

Full-rocketsjarred me, squeezed me back in my chair. | heard Ellen whimper, saw Suuki's
acceleration-distorted face. Elkins had fainted at the first new thrust.

The pressure was bad enough, but with it came heat, burning, blinding heat. | suck grimly with the
controls, but | began to fed we'd never makeit. Then | heard Ellen trying to say something.

"Sil-ly. Don't shut ... off section ... four! Openitto ... space..... instead. No oxygen ... to burn ....
with!"

Of course! Neither Elkins nor | had thought of that, but it was the obviousthing to do. Open a
port-holein section four, let dl the air woosh out, and you'd have no morefire.

| pushed the rocket-lever back to the right, felt acceleration ease off gradualy. Then | stood up,
crossed to the repair cabinet, took out a spacesuit Made to withstand all extremes of temperature, it
could take me safely through the roaring flames of section four.

The rest was easy. Wearing the spacesuit, | ran back through the companionway, worked the manual
levers on the compartment doors, entered the cauldron of fire which was section four. Once and once
only | struck out at one of the posts with a gauntleted fist, watched the quartzite shatter and fly out into
the vacuum of space. Air rushed out after it, sucked from an area of pressure to one which lacked it
atogether. When | looked again into the storeroom, the fire had vanished. Utterly, asif it had never been.
Smoke had rushed with the air through the port, flames had subsided ingtantly with no oxygen Ieft to
support combustion.

Charred, blackened horrors where the Karnjud brothershad lain ...~

| got out of my spacesuit in the companionway, marched up to the control room with it dung over my
arm. Elkinswaswaiting for me, and thistime he did not forget hisblaster. He held it firmly and it pointed
at my chest and he said: "Comein and sit down. | can be wrong about surviva value, Hastings. Don't try



me"

Maybe he'd counted on the brothers Karnjud for some support. when he met the unknown leader. |
could sense something there, something which might help uslater. With out knowing him, Dr. Elkins
hated this man who presided over intrigue on three worlds, who held the whip-hand in agame which
Elkinswanted completely for hisown.

Wearily, | sat near Ellen, smiled into her eyes. Shelooked tired, but she mided back.
Suuki was sound adeep.

| asked Elkins permission to release Ellen from her bonds. He granted it readily enough, but refused
to offer the same freedom to the deeping Suuki.

Ellen whispered, "It dl happened so fast before, you didn't have time to finish what you were saying,
did you?'

"No," | told her. "Yourewrong. | said al | wanted to say. No strings attached, kid. | love you."
"Then you must remember! Surely you must remember something.”

"l only wish | did. But no, itisnt likethat a dl. | fel in lovewith you, andit'sill asif the old John
Hastings never existed. Hdll, | don't know. Maybe a part of my mind which can't understand
remembered. But only you, Ellen, and how | fed about you. Everything e seisacomplete blank."

She pouted. "What | don't understand isthis: your body can regenerate itsdlf, right?

And, after I'd nodded: "Well, how about your mind, your memory? Why can't that do the same

"Don't look a me. | haven't got the dightest idea how this thing works. So — since | don't remember
— | guessit doesn't include that"

We rambled on and on, about everything, about nothing. Welost al track of time. It came pretty
much asasurprise when | heard Elkinstalking excitedly into the radio.

"Yes, that'swhat | said. Werrewith the League. | have Togoshira Suuki on board, a prisoner. Right. |
suppose that does take the sting out of the Upland Brotherhood. And | have another surprise for you.
John Hastingsis on this ship, dso aprisoner. | am Dr. Ronad Elkins— ah, you know of me!
Unfortunatdly, | can't say the same concerning you. What? Yes, | suppose | will seeyouinafew
minutes. Will I know you? Umm, you don't think so, en? Well, | can't help being curious.”

Through the observation dome, | could see agreat dab of rock tumbling along through the void.
That's one thing you can't get used to about the asteroids. All of them aren't round. Oh, there are
mathematica lawswhich ing st thet the larger ones, like Ceresand Vesta, assume spherica form, but
some of the smaller baby planets can come in the damndest shape. Twisting end over and severa milesin
space, headquarters for the Martian League looked alot like a pock marked coffin.

"l suppose you don't know your astronomy,” Elkins commented smugly. "Thet planetoid is Eros,
twenty milesor so in diameter. And look, ook therel See that shining thing? The league built a pressure
domethere! It will bejust like home under it, unlessthe leader happensto be aMartian. Thenit will be
just likeMars"

"Did hesound likeaMartian?' | asked.



"No. No, hedidn't. Earthman, I'd say. But I've never heard his voice before, that's a certainty. |
wonder who heis.

Wil, | was wondering the samething, too. And | had an odd hunch that I'd know the man. Nothing |
could put my finger on, but it kept ingsting, that hunch — and it said, plainly enough, you'll bein for a
surprise.

Welanded some three or four hundred yards from the huge quartzite dome, and Eros was aweird
place. Pock marked and scarred like the surface of the moon, covered with a powdery, virgin-white
pumice, it stretched out unevenly in dl directions. Off to the left, the horizon jutted up in awild profusion
of rocky crags not more than ahundred yards away. Twenty mileslong, Eros was no more than two or
three miles wide, and we stood near one edge of its rectangular surface. Straight ahead, however, we
could see for miles, except where the quartzite rose out of the pumice and obstructed our view.

Elkins watching us carefully, we climbed into our spacesuits, set our gravity equalizers, stepped out on
the surface of Eros. In amatter of minutes we reached the dome, shuffled forward into an airlock, waited
till ared light blinked on and off telling us that pressure and atmosphere had been built up within the lock.
Wetook off our spacesuits, hung them along with many others on the pegs which lined onewall. Then
we walked through the inner door and inside the dome.

Very pleasant. Earth temperature, perhaps sixty-five degrees. And adelicious fragrance of growing
green things which was like heaven after the parched air of Mars and the canned air of a spaceship.

Haf adozen Martins met us, uncomfortable in what was to them athick, soupy atmosphere.
Apparently Elkins knew the Martiein charge, for some civil words passed between them. They ushered
usforward, past arow of hastily constructed barracks, down awide, tree-shaded lane. Evidently this
Earthman leader of the Leagueliked histerrestrid comfortd!

The big house a the end of the street did not show signs of hasty construction. It had been done
carefully, painstakingly, abig sprawling structure of some nameless white stone. At the entrance, a
Martian houseboy met us, told usto wait. He returned in amoment, said: "My masser see you now.
Pleaseto wipefeet if dirty."

How prissy could you get on afly-speck of afrontier world!

The leader of the Martian League sat at hisdesk in alarge study. His back was turned to us, ahuge
back, very wide and very fleshy. Sweat stained the back of hisgray shirt adarker color, despite the
pleasant temperature. | could just seethe side of hisjaw, and it worked up and down, up and down. He
chewed noisily, hisfat arm rising and faling into abowl of fruit. | couldn't be sure, because we only saw
his back from where we stood — but 1'd have bet he weighed close to five hundred pounds.

He turned dowly, indolently — and faced us. | let out an audible gasp, and | suddenly felt weak. Dr.
Elkins place in the Martian League order of things had come as adistinct shock. Thiswasworse.

Sweat streaming down hisface as he swiveled around in his chair, fruit juices staining the corners of
his blubbery lips, the leader of the Martian League chuckled softly. He was L ope Perez, the Fat Man of
Venezudal

6

"SURPRISED, Bok-kura? Or should | say John Hastings?' The same syrupy voice which |



remembered so well. How long ago had it been?"No, | guessit will remain Bok-kura, eh, Boky? Wdll,
say something! Don't just stand there like an idiot. Ahh, these synthetic nectarines are good!™

I mumbled aword or two about not understanding, and Perez snorted, "Bah! | can believe that, Give
aman asound body and hell forget al about hismind, permit it to arophy. But make him too big or too
small or maformed in some other way, and helll haveto use hisbrain. Y ou're afool, Boky!"

Dr. Elkins shook hishead. "I don't agree," he said. "The mind and the body work together as one.
The best combination offers the best possible surviva vaue.”

Perez snorted once more. "And just who the hdll are you, my little popinjay?"
"Elkins. | radioed —"
"Ah, yes. Elkins. Will you be good enough to shut your mouth and let me talk?"

Thiswasn't the Perez | had known, not the weak, sniveling mountain of aman. Oh, the flesh was
there, and the propensity for swesating, and the appetite. But Lope Perez had played a different role
entirely in Dufreg's sdeshow, and | told him that.

Hesad, "Don't you think I'm aware of it? Don't you think | hated every moment of it? Parading
around for the gawking hicks who came to watch, taking orders from everyone in the company, living in
filth? Bah! Many times| thought | should have to quit, but | dways saw you there, Boky, and 0|
remained.

"Perhaps you wonder why | helped you that last day, perhaps you wonder about that and alot more.
It was along haul and athankless one, but that day | knew you were on your way. Y ou had to go free,
don't you understand? If the police took you, if they allowed Dufree's trumped-up charge to stick, you
might still bein prison. But you escaped, and things began faling negtly into place after that.

"l found you at the spaceport long ago. | found you, not Dufree. Y ou hadn't forgotten everything yet,
but your memory was fading fast. Y ou told me many, things. And then you lost consciousness. When you
cameto, you remembered nothing. But you'd said enough to whet my appetite, Boky. | had to find out
therest. | knew of John Hastings, almost everyone did. If you lived too public alife after that | knew the
government would find you, and that would be the end for Perez.

"On the other hand' there would he nothing to trigger your memory If you lived in seclusion. Dufree's
sdeshow was the middle of the road. Someone might recognize you, yes— but | could act before
officia circles. And that is precisaly what happened. Y ou became the strong man, | thefat clown. No, |
don't begrudge the fat part of it, Boky. If aman lovesfood inordinately he will grow obese. It isthe price
he hasto pay" — munching on another juicy piece of fruit— "and | say itisworthit. But | played the
buffon. I, Perez, played the buffon, and that | did not like!"

"Want to kegp talking?' | said. "1 hope so, because I'm till al mixed up.”

"Why not? If | expect you to help me | suppose you must learn at least part of the truth. Y ou landed
on Earth with another man, with afreight captain who'd found you out here in the asteroids. Evidently he
shared in your secrets, for he too had the powers of regeneration. He tried to kill you that last day at
Dufregs. Ah, you remember? Theway | connect things, it happened like this: somehow, you lost your
ship out here. Y ou were stranded on an asteroid, and by a thousand-to-one chance that man found you,
shared in your secret, took you back to Earth. Apparently he wanted to exploit what you'd found, you
did not. A fight ensued, and somehow he won. Perhaps by trickery. At any rate, you received a nasty
bang on the head, and amnesiaresulted.



"The other man escaped. When he found you by chance that day at Dufree's, he did not know you
had lost your memory. He was determined to kill you, to keep the secret for himself. How could he
expect to kill you knowing that you shared with him the powers of regeneration? | don't know. Maybe he
acted foolishly in spite of it. Although I rather suspect the power hasits Achilles Hed. Perhapsthe
needle gun hetried to use, perhaps something else. All | know for sureisthis: that man is now dead, and
he had this power of yours."

"Dead?'

"Yes. | went looking for him, figuring he could answer everything you could. | found him, and heran.
We had him trapped in afarmhouse, we fired the house to force his surrender. He got caught, couldn't
extricate himself. When the fire burned itself out, he was dead — burned to a crisp — and there was
nothing left to regenerate. So you see, Bok-kura, you are not invulnerable. | would suggest you
remember that."

Suuki joined the conversation for the firgt time. "Then there yet remainsonething— "

"Umm-mm, you'd be this Brotherhood, Upland-hood, whatever it is— you'd be their |eader,
Togoshira Suuki. You redize, of course, Mr. Suuki, that the span of your lifeis limited precisely by what
aid you can offer me. Asthe expression hasit, we play on opposed teams.”

Suuki choseto ignorethethreat. "As| have said, one thing remains. We have not yet located the
agteroid on which al this happened.”

"No?' Perez amiled. "Perhaps your Brotherhood hasn't. We of the League have. Our archaeologists
have been able to make nothing out of it, | am ashamed to admit. All they know isthat they have found
the seet of avery ancient civilization. Better minds than theirs are needed.”

"Suuki," | said. "Y ou'll need Suuki.”

"Wrong. Well need you. Y our friend will haveto prove hisworth in some other way if he desireslife
instead of desth.”

"No, yourewrong. | forget al my technical training. | didn't even know | was an archaeologist until
someone told me. Y ou'll need Suuki, likel said.”

"Don't dictateto me! I'll — well, welll see. Further, what do you suppose I'm going to do with the
gn?'

| took an angry stride toward the Fat Man, but Elkins waved me away with his blaster. Suuki said.
"Y ou will do absolutely nothing with Miss Crewson. Otherwise, we won't lift afinger to help you. You
find your handstied, do you not?"

"Forget it, Suuki," | said. "All we can do iswait for something to happen.”

Suuki nodded dowly. "'l suppose you areright, my friend. He can leave dl of uson an arlesslittle
coffin of aworld after we do hiswork for him."

| didn't say anything. Suuki wasright, of course. But | knew that I'd kill Perez if he asmuch as
touched Ellen.

" ... 90," Perez was saying, "that leaves absolutdly nothing. After thisability to regenerateisin my
hands, nothing will stop me! Do you redlize what it will mean? The old will cometo me, the crippled, the
feeble. Everyone. They'll pay anything, they'll sgntheir livesaway for atouch of it."



Dr. Elkins shouted, "No! No, that'sall wrong! That's not theway | plannedit.”
"Y ou? And who do you think you are? Do you think you count?"

"l have plans," Elkins perssted. " Sdlfish plans, yes— but | ingst that we go about this more dowly,
experimenting, determining just what this regeneration can do and what it cannot. Perhaps after ten years

"Tenyears You'reinsane. I'll control the Three Worldsinsde of ayear!”
"Inthat case, you'll do it without me."

There Elkins made his mistake, Somehow, he felt he was important, felt in some obscure way that the
whole business could not proceed without him.

Perez began to laugh, thefat under his chin wagging from sideto side, jiggling up and down. "You are
quite sure, Dr. Elkins?"

"Of courseI'm sure.”
"Y ou won't change your mind?"'

Elkins had not seen it, but Perez' fat hand had crept to abutton on his desk. Three Marties cameinto
the room, soundlesdy. They stood behind the bald doctor and they waited.

Perez said, ™Y ou will take this man outside the dome and kill him." He munched on another nectarine,
amiling when Elkins began to lift hisblaster. He never got it dl the way up. Strong hands pinned hisarms
from behind, lifted him off the floor, bore him away. He didn't begin to scream until they had shut the
door quietly behind them.

Now then," Perez told us, "we will leave for your asteroid tomorrow, Boky. Y ou, me, Suuki here, the
girl. | suggest you dl get agood night'sdeep.”

"What happens afterwards?"
"Boky! Boky, don't you trust me?”’
™Y ou know God-damned well | don't.”

"It doesn't matter. What happens afterwards is my concern, entirely my concern. For now, will you
come here, Boky?'

| walked to his desk, stood there. He reached into a drawer, came up with aknife which he probably
used to pit hisfruit. "I've always wanted to see how it works, Boky. Do you mind? There's agood
fellow, put your arm on the desk, please.”

Ellen began to sob, but | heard Suuki quieting her. | extended my arm, watched while Perez brought
hisknife close, placed its point just above the large veins on my wrist. With aquick motion, he dashed
the knife across my forearm. He'd severed the veins, and blood began to pour out at once. Soon it
dowed to atrickle, stopped atogether. Grunting his satisfaction, Perez wiped it away with acloth,
looked at my arm. A thin white scar-nothing more.

"Wonderful, Boky! Utterly wonderful. Do you realize that with your secret | shdl be ableto — well,
no matter. | am tried and | wish to nap before eating. My men will show you out.



"He'samegalomaniac,” Suuki whispered aswe left the room. "Did you see that? He knows he needs
you, John, but hismind is so tightly wrapped around this regeneration process that he had to seeit for
himsdlf. Had he underestimated its powers, you might have bled to death.”

"1 knew nothing would happen.”

"Yes, | know! But that fat man — what's his name, Perez? Thank you. Perez did not know. He took
achance, afoolish one. We should keep that in mind. | think that if the opportunity presentsitself, we
may put that to use."

| nodded, but | wasn't listening. Tomorrow. Tomorrow we'd visit the source of the mystery. 1'd found
something there once, and I'd dmost perished. Perez had been helpful, hed explained alot. But | wasn't
entirely satisfied, and dthough | was eager, | dso was afraid of what the morrow might bring.

Ellen must have sensed it. Shetook my hand and squeezed it, and sometimes the way she looked at
me she could say "I love you" without uttering a sound.

Behind us, Eros tumbled aong through the void, agreet stone coffin spinning end over end. Perez sat
at the controls, three of hisMartians|olled about the control room. | paced back and forth and Suuki
paced with me. He said, "I'd have liked to approach this asteroid differently, John. I'd have liked to
approach it with the trained archaeol ogists of the Brotherhood. Now — now we're in the hands of some
common thugs, and a madman who wants to use regeneration for his own ends.”

| smiled. "Maybeit won't be as bad as all that, Suuki. Perez doesn't know archaeology; sure as hell
none of his Marties do. So he needs us. When we get there, well — well see.”

Perez called triumphantly from his seat: "We're coming! Thereit is, just ahead. Look if you'd careto,
and remember it was, |, Perez, who discovered — "

"Rediscovered, you mean,” Suuki told him. " John Hastings found the place origindly, provided you
have the right asteroid.”

"Oh, it'stheright one, don't you worry about that. See for yourself."

Interested, Suuki crossed to the port, and | saw Ellen get up and follow him. For awhile | hung back.
| felt al choked up insde, and when Ellen saw | wasn't going to watch with them, she came back for me.
I

"Hey, don't tell me the man responsible for al this doesn't want to be on hand when — "

"I don't know. Maybeit's not the right place. Maybeit is. Maybe I'm scared ... " Y ou couldn't blame
me. Without knowing how or why, 1'd been made something more than aman at this asteroid which now
swam up rapidly in the port And someone— or something — had |left amessage in my pocket Have
caution, John Hastings, they may try to kill you. Sure, men like Perez would cheerfully kill for the
secret of regeneration, but that wasn't it. Who had |eft the message? And why?

Widll, I'd come along way to find out, and when Ellen walked back to the port | followed on her
hedls.

It hovered off in space, that asteroid, black asjet. It should have been entirely invisible, for it shed no
light at al. But behind it the stars of deep space formed a speckled backdrop and it stood starkly
slhouetted againgt them, darker than the night side of Pluto. At first | couldn't guessits Size, but Perez
had started decel eration — and that meant we were close. It aso meant the asteroid had amaximum
diameter of perhapstwo or three miles. Utterly black and utterly round.



Artificid?

Perez wasfat and he didn't ook like much of an astrogator, but he knew how to bring that ship down.
We |landed with scarcely ahump. The three Marties sood off at one side of the control room, muttering
among themsdlves.

Perez |ooked at them, snorted. "All right! Don't stand there dl day. Get amove on.”

"Masser," said one, "old story long before Earthman cometalk of small black planet. Much mystery.
Much death. No good."

"We're going outsde. Y ou're coming with us."
"Masser, Mars men have much fear. We stay." Then hopefully, "We stay?'
"Thedevil you'l stay! Y ou're coming outside — now.

The Martiansjabbered in a desert diaect, gesturing outside every now and then and shaking their
heads nervoudy. But they shuffled forward in single file and headed for the airlock.

Suuki, who'd sought the black asteroid with an eagerness to match Perez', needed no prompting. He
said, "Where do you keep the spacesuits?’

"We don't have any," Perez chuckled.
"Don't have any? How are we going outsde?"

"Why don't you just leave that to me? 1 told you | was here before. That black globe outside has
gravity closeto Earth-norm, and it has a good, breathable atmosphere.” Suuki scowled. "Y ou wouldn't
want to march us out there to suffocate us, would you?"

"Dont beridiculous I'm going with you. | told you the place has air.”
"That'simpossible”

"Yes? So arethe Marties, and you Venusansfor that matter.”

"What do you mean?"'

"Wdll, consder. On Earth, the dominant life form is human. What would you say were the odds
againg that happening on Marsaswell, and on Venus?'

Suuki scratched hishead. "1 never thought of it that way. Now that you mention it, it does sound
amog animposshility.”

"All I'mtrying to say," Perez continued, "isthat the impossible can happen. And perhapsif we knew
al thefacts, it wouldn't beimpossbleat al. Thereare dight physica differences, but men of thethree
worlds are essentialy the same. Could it be that long ago the seeds were planted on each world which
would, inthe natura course of events, evolve into something human? Could it aso be that whoever — or
whatever — planted those seeds dso put this Asteroid here? Outside you'll see pictures of Earthmen, of
Marties, of Venusians. But the asteroid is older than any of our races. Then | say that means they knew
humanity was coming. If you set atree shrew down on Earth sixty million years ago, you'd know that in
the natura course of eventsits progeny would become human. Over along path and with alot of false
starts, but once the pattern was set mankind became inevitable. The same holds for Marsand Venus.



"Don't ask me how, don't ask me why. But whoever did that planting aso planted this asteroid.”
"It doeslook artificid,” Ellen agreed.

"Of courseitid | figurethey madeit just before their planet exploded. Y ou know these asteroids all
once were part of aplanet out here, perhaps one the size of Mercury or Pluto. But thisthing is different.
They left it hereand | say that they knew it would one day be found. It has— and it's mine.”

Y ou couldn't argue with Perez' logic, nor with the blaster he held in his hand.

Until we actudly stepped outside, | think Suuki still doubted. But the air was warm and good,
athough it had amusty smell. And Suuki — who'd doubted until he saw for himself — came up with the
answer. Suuki was likethat. "Naturaly,” he mused. "How could we have missed it? If the atoms of the
upper atmosphere were somehow stripped of both protons and eectrons, what you'd have left would be
the inter-atomic forces which bind them together, or — "

"A perfect force-field for holding in the atmospherel™ Ellen finished for him.

It didn't mean much to the Martians. They clung closeto the light fanning out from the nose of the
ship, but this soon became afeeble glow lost behind us and the Martians cowered back toward it.

Perez bellowed: "Come on up here! Come on now! Snap toit.”

They came, mumbling apologies. | looked at Suuki, Suuki looked a me. "'l don't get it," | said.
"They're scared stiff, but they obey Perez likehesagod.”

Ellen laughed. ™Y ou don't know Martian custom. Look at it thisway: the planet is one big rat race.
Thereisn't enough water, there's even lessfood. Most Marties are scrawny bags of skin and bones. If
onetriba chieftain becomesredly powerful, he can eat well. He takes advantage of it. He getsfat, and
because that clearly speaks of power, he becomes more powerful.”

Suuki held his sides, roared with laughter. "That'srich!" he cried. "That'srich! | see what you mean.
Perez isthe fattest man the Marties ever saw. Obvioudy then, to them helsamighty ruler, and thus they

obey him."

"Shut up,” Perez growled back over his shoulder. "1 heard that. If you think it's so funny, maybe I'll
have the Martiesflay you dive. They'll do that too if | ask them, you know."

"Niceguy," Ellen sad.
| shook my head. "Cut it out. Perez isn't joking."

That brought us hack to the Stuation in ahurry. Perez could kill us— and would if we caused him any
trouble. On the other hand, he needed us. He knew that and when the time came it might stay his hand,
but megalomania carrieswith it fegings both of power and persecution, and Perez could be a mighty
deadly captor.

Nothing gave underfoot as we walked. Nothing crunched. Instead, our boots click-clacked over a
polished black surface, hard as marble. Perez snapped on a hand search beam and swaggered forward
confidently. We came behind him, Suuki, Ellen and | — and in our rear were the Martians.

"We might jump him," Suuki hissed, bringing his heed closeto mine.

"We might, and it might not work. But that isn't the point. Perez |ooks like he knows where he's going.



Okay, well follow."

Ahead of us, Perez had stopped. He probed about with the light for atime, grunted something
unintelligible under his breath. He fastened the light to his belt, got down on hands and knees. Inthe glare
of the search beam, an uneven splotch of paint gleamed dully.

Perez turned briefly and looked in my direction. ™Y ou don't remember, do you?"
“N-no."
"Y ou made this, Boky, when you were here acouple of years ago. It marksa— ahh!™

Perez broke off in mid-sentence. Hisfat, clumsy fingers began to do ajig on the smooth black
surface. Something clicked, faintly audible in the complete silence. Perez stood up and dusted off his
hands.

The three Martieslooked like they haf-expected afire-breathing dragon to push itsway up from the
rock. Ellen glanced a me for some sgns of returning memory, but | shrugged and she turned her attention
back to the surface of the asteroid. Suuki whistled.

A ten-foot section of polished black stone did away!

v

A SOFT amber radiance pulsed up through the aperture, apparently set off by whatever opened the
trap-door. A flight of stairsled down.

Perez cdlled to the Martians. "All right. You firg."
"No, masser. We stay."

Perez snorted angrily, then shrugged. Thistime, even hisimpressve bulk couldn't sway the Marties. |
think he could have threatened them with death and their refusal to venture below would have remained
unshaken.

Hesad: "You, first, Boky. Then the girl, then Suuki. I'll follow."

Sowly, | went down the stairs. Seven, eight, nine— | counted them. Nine steps. | heard Ellen start
down behind me, hut for amoment | forgot al about her, forgot Suuki and Perez and everything €l se.

Across ashort halway amurd had been painted on the wall. Half a dozen people, naked. An
Earthman and hismate. Two Marties, male and femae. Two Venusians. Completely redidtic, al of them.
They stood near what was evidently a spaceship of some alien design.

Suuki had reached bottom. "This must have been done recently,” he said. "How else can you explain

"Don't beridiculous!” Thiswas Perez. "Don't you understand? See? See, they are pictured without
clothing. Sixty million years ago the seed was planted, it was known humanity would develop on each of
the three planets. It certainly could not be known what sort of clothing they would affect.”

Ellen nodded. "Thisis ancient, Suuki-impossibly ancient. Johnny told methat in one of his messages,
before he vanished.”



Impatiently, Perez motioned us ahead of him down the hallway. We passed the mura, walked further,
cameto awide archway. Beyond it was agreat vault of aroom. Tier upon tier of machinery lined the
walls, climbed to the high celling.

Everything waiting, in repose— for sixty million years?

The strange machinery did not clutter up the place. It stood back against the four walls, polished,
shining. In the center of the room rested a cup of meta, as wide across as the height of atall man, and to
this Perez ran eagerly.

"Do you remember, Boky? Think man, you must remember something!”

| did. In ahaze, likeadimly recalled dream, | remembered. "Yes" | mumbled, dmost apart of that
forgotten dream. "'l stood here and | looked. | studied it, thought | understood. | remained down here —
along time. Somehow, | — I think my ship got loose from its moorings, floated off into space. Someone
found me—"

"That's not what | mean!" Perez cried. "Do you remember anything about this place?"

"That — that's part of it, too. | remember the cup, the thing there in the center of theroom. | sat init.
Yes, | sat there. | think you'll find alever ontheleft sde. | pulledit. | — that'sit! | sat inthecupand |
pulled the lever and then things started to happen....”

"It gave you this power of regeneration,” Perez shouted triumphantly. He waddled toward the cup,
peered at it for amoment, circled it, came back.

"I'mgoingtotryit,” hesad at lagt.

| had a headache. Something was nagging at my brain, saying remember, remember! But it wasthere
and then it was nat, like the tides ebbing and flowing. "Don't,” | said.

"Eh? Why not? | know — you're afraid someone else will get the power too!"

"N-no. | don't think so. | just know that you shouldn't, not before we understand thismachine as|
understood it once."

"Bah! You'relying." Perez lumbered back to the cup of metd, placed both handson itsrim,
clambered up. He was panting when he finished, but he squatted within the cup.

"You'reright, Boky. A lever on theleft Sde. How I've waited for this"
He made amotion with hisleft hand, kept the blaster pointed at uswith hisright.

A richer amber glow filled the insde of the cup as the banks of machinery aong the four wallswhined
and grumbled into action. Whedls grated against whedls. Sparks flashed. Perez' laughter boomed through
the vault as the amber glow bathed him, caressed him.

Abruptly, it was over. The whedls stopped their turning, the glow faded. Perez came down from the
cup and stalked ponderoudy acrossthe room. "I fed wonderful,” he said, still laughing haf-hystericaly. "I
never felt better in my life. Y ou don't believe me, eh? Then watch!™

With trembling fingers, Perez took aknife from his pocket, opened it, ran the blade acrosshiswrist.

"He'sinsanel" Suuki cried.



"No." | shook my head. "Look now."

The blood began to flow, dowing to atrickle dmost a once. When it stopped atogether, Perez
wiped it off hisfat arm with ahandkerchief. Only the vaguest shadow of ascar remained. Heheld hisarm
up high so we could seeit, waving his hand overhead dmost like avictoriousfighter. "See?' he
demanded. " See — I'm asuperman. Y ou're a superman too, Boky — only you don't redlize. Thereisso
little that can destroy you, 0 little to keep you from owning the Three Worlds with the power that resides
within thisroom.”

"Yes?' demanded Suuki. "Then tdl me how."

"Fool! I'll sdll to the highest bidder. "Y ou too can becomeinvulnerable.’ I'll tell them. Provided they
can pay. Oh, I'll make them pay. They'll beg the money, they'll stedl it, they'll kill for it. But they'll pay.”

It wasn't apretty picture. Chaos would sweep the solar system, and | think Perez knew it. Herewas
averitableimmortaity — if even only for alifetime. Armieswould fight for it. Brother would kill brother.
And if Perez could somehow maintain control, hed get hiswish. Hed be lord and master of the entire
Solar System.

It wasthen that | knew he had to be destroyed. The thought did not come melodramaticaly. | felt
nothing of the hero in me, nor of the noble urge to kill that others might live. The thought was just there,
completely objective, and Perez had to die. Suuki nodded his head dowly, asif in some mysterious way
the thought had passed between us.

But Perez had other ideas. "Y ou will observe,": be said dowly, "that | no longer have heed for you. |
thought you might in some way help me, but | was mistaken. It remains only to destroy you." He il held
the blaster in his hands, toying with it, but he spoke asif to himsdlf. "Thegirl | can kill and the breed, but
what can | do with you, Boky? Eh, that isagood question! | can't be sure, but | think that if | sear you
completely from head to foot ... Yed"

He was the mega omaniac completely now, talking to himself, strutting about on histhick legs. "I
believel will Iet you decide. Which oneisto diefirg?!

Ellen took my hand in hers, squeezed it. "Johnny, heisn't fooling. Johnny! I'm afraid — "

Suuki said, "'l am not oneto wait around. | grow bored. If you like, you may kill mefirs." Hewalked
off half adozen paces, folded his arms across his chest, waited.

Perez chuckled, pivoted to face him, the blaster raised. For amoment, that took his eyes off me.

The dightest motion would attract his atention — and aso death. He stood three yards away, sighting
at Suuki's ssomach, saying something about making it painless. | could do only one thing.

| left the floor completely and dove at him.

Hewhirled at the last ingtant, firing his blaster. Its beam seared air inches from my head, brought brief,
burning pain with it. Then my shoulder jarred againgt his huge belly and we both tumbled to the floor.

I'm strong — but | got the shock of my life. Y ou hear so much about people fighting like madmen,
and you don't believe hdf of it. A cliche, that'sdl, with no more truth than —

But Perez did fight like amadman.

Hisfistswere everywhere, pounding, pummeling, gouging. He used hisfeet, kicking with them and



bringing his knee up a my groin. He butted with his head, jarring my teeth. He bit and clawed and
scratched.

Dimly, | heard Ellen screaming. The blaster had clattered off somewhere acrossthe floor, but she
couldn't find it. And reaction had set in for Suuki. He had been near death and he knew it, and for the
moment he couldn't ir amuscle.

My knuckles were bruised and bleeding. | struck hisface, hard stinging blows, any one of which
should have been enough to end it. | sat on his chest and best at his head with both hands, but be turned
and threw me off, jumped on me, held me down with his tremendous bulk. His hands sought my neck,
found it, closed. Hisface swam in the amber light, back and forth, back and forth.

| reached out wildly, got the fleshy part of hisjowls between my fingers. | tugged until | thought his
face would come off in one piece. But | grew wesker every moment, ahollow, burning sensation flooding
up from my starved lungs.

Perez laughed, howled, then laughed again. He screamed horribly and rolled over and away. | had
time only for one deep bresth, felt the wonderful cool air soothe my aching chest Then | wason him
again, hammering blows at his face and somach while he kicked and bit and clawed and writhed. | hit
him until my handslog al sensation, | hit him with the two numb, swollen things attached to my wrists. He
sghed, shut hiseyes, lay back unconscious.

Long ago I'd bathed in the meta cup. Perez had followed meinto it thisday. In five minutes we both
felt fine, and, and we looked it, too. Except for the blood.

We sat in the control room of Perez' ship. It hadn't been hard to round up the Marties with Perez
blaster. We'd trussed them up neatly and tucked them into a storeroom.

Suuki said, "I till think we ought to kill him. He can't be permitted to live, not with the power he's got,
and theidess."

| nodded, but Ellen shook her head for the hundredth time. "No. You can't doiit, that'sal. Thisisthe
twenty-first century; men don't go around killing one another. There are lawsfor that,”

"Hecan't live" Suuki perdsted. "Please.”

Suuki had! been too stunned to act back there in the vault. My hands had remained swollen for afew
minutes. Thus, it had been Ellen who took the blaster from the floor and rounded up the Marties. Now
shehdd it and she said: "Everything both of you say istrue. Except for onething: he goes back and he
getsatrid. | think it can be proved that he killed Dr. Elkins, anyway."

Suuki shrugged, rdented. "Wadll, | suppose we can't argue with you. We might aswell —

Perez chuckled. "Y ou won't be able to prove athing about Elkins. | ... uh ... had the Martieswho
disposed of him destiroyed immediately after that. And sSince Marties are ways killing one another with
their vendettas— wdll, you figureit out.”

Sanity had returned to Perez. He spoke rationadlly, objectively, without passion. Unfortunately, he
knew what he was talking aboui.

Ellentold him to st gtill and behave himsdf, prodding the flesh of hisarm with her blagter. | guess
Perez wanted to keep in her good graces. He shut up.

"Now, Johnny," Ellen turned to face me, "do you think you can piece everything together? What was



that place?'

"Anageroid,” | sad. "But an artificid one. Near as| can figureit, thisiswhat happened. Millions of
years ago, this Solar System of ourswas visited — from outside. They came, whoever they were, and
they lived on thefifth planet, which now isamess of cosmic debris. Okay so far?'

"Okay."

"They got busy fast They planted on Earth, Mars, and Venus certain strains of animd lifewhich
insured, in each case, the ultimate arriva of humanity by old Darwin's process of naturd sdlection. Their
evolutionary science was agrest one, they could even tell what the future humans would be like— and
they drew picturesto proveit. Maybe their job wasto travel around the galaxy planting the human seed.

"Anyway, some time after that, something happened. War or some form of cosmic disaster. Their
planet was destroyed, exploding completely, becoming the zone of asteroids that we know today. They
left arecord, that artificid globe. Don't you think it's significant that their picture showed the humans
entering a gpaceship? Somewherein there is the secret not of interplanetary flight — but of interstellar
flight. When we were ready, they figured, we could come out to the stars and visit them.

"Okay so far? Good. One of the secretsthey Ieft in that globe had to do with regeneration, with tissue
that grew young again. Maybeit'stied in someplace with star travel, | don't know. But the last timel
made amistake. | should have informed the government right away, and | didn't. Thistime well let the
brains of the solar system figureit out.

"Findly, therewasacard put in my pocket last time. That puzzled me at first, but | think I can figureit
out. One of those machinesin there could read my mind, decipher the language it used, give me awritten
messagein it. Sure, people would try to kill me. I'd have to be careful because I'd uncovered amighty
potent secret The builders of that asteroid had wisdom beyond ours, and they knew it. They ... "

I must have liked the sound of my own voice. | kept on talking and talking. But suddenly Ellen
screamed.

Shewas staring at Perez, and | looked too. | don't know how old Perez was— thirty-five, maybe
forty. Sitting on the floor of the control room, he looked sixteen!

Still fat, but baby-faced. Now he said, "I don't understand. What's happening? God, what's
happening to me?'

His voice was in the changing stage, squesking on every third or fourth word.

Shuttered, the port windows make good mirrors. Perez staggered to one and we didn't op him. He
looked — saw the reflection of afat boy of sixteen.

No — fourteen. Twelve.

Aswe watched, he grew smdler.

Smdler.

A child of seven, dill extremely fat!

"Pleasel" he moaned in ahigh childish treble. "What's hgppening?'

He became too smdll for his clothing, stepped out of it. He was crying, big tearsrolling down his pink



cheeks.
"By the gods of Karn," muttered Suuki. "What on—"

"l remember!™ | cried. "l remember!” No one paid me any heed. They were busy watching the small
boy Perez grow smaller. And younger. "See?"' | said. "l remember. | studied the machinethat first time. A
small dose meant regeneration. A larger dose meant rejuvenation. Same process, tissues rebuilding
themsdavesingtantly. Perez took too much. It will goonand on...."

A tiny infant, naked and very pink of skin, lay crying on thefloor. Itsface looked intelligent, but it was
avery fat infant It looked like it wanted to say something, but al it could do was scream.

The ugly pink face grew smdler, the eyes clamped shut Theinfant rolled over onitsside, legsand
arms curling up, assuming the fetal position. Then the body grew smaller, but the head didn't. Something
long and thin protruded from the abdomen, like adender pink strip of rope.

Sobhing, Ellen threw hersdf into my arms, buried her face against my chest. " Oh Johnny, Johnny!
How awful!"

| stroked her hair, took her to a chair and sat her down gently. When | returned, Suuki's face was
very white. Theinfant had vanished.

"It got smdler,” Suuki mumbled to himsdf. "And smdler. It didn't look human any longer. It shrunk to
atiny glob finaly, amorphous, then small and round | think. It got smdler. It disappeared, | think — |
think | shal be sick, John. | hope you do not mind. Perez was more than rgjuvenated, Perez kept right on
going. He became an infant. A fetus. Lessthan afetus. He became— nothing...."

Welanded at New Y ork Space Port, and I've never seen anything that looked quite as wonderful as
theralling hills of Westchester.

"The Government will send men out there," | told Ellen as| helped her down. "They canfind alot
that'sgood or alot that's evil on that asteroid. It depends upon their own point of view. But onething |
know."

"What's thet?"

"Somehow, someway — there's the power to reach the stars on that little black globe. A whole new
universe waits for man out there. And it won't be waiting long. Just ageneration or s0."

"Y ou mean our children?'
"Uh-huh."
"Wel, | hope you mean that literdly. | mean, well — " She began to blush.

But Suuki was laughing. "By the gods of Karn, you'd better marry that girl! Shewon't giveyou a
moment'srest until you do.”

And so weve been married haf ayear dready. Ellen's busy planning and knitting, but every day she
stopsto ask meif | know what Johnny, Jr. will be like. And we dream of what hell possibly discover on
the Black Planet.

SON OF THE BLACK CHALICE



High up on the slopes of the Serra Nevada mountains, so high that it is crisply cool even in
summer, thereisacity. It isa new city and a beautiful one, but people shun it — except every
once in a while when the rabble come up from the valleys below to hurl their stones. Then the
dwellersin the city retreat behind their bolted doors and wait with fear while the angry mobs start
the long trek down and back to their valleys. The dwellersin the city have learned to live with
fear, for they are Children of the Chalice.

Thereison Venus also such a city, and one on Mars. There are hamlets for the Children of the
Chalice on the Jovian Moons. But not all of the Children live in the recommended places ...

"] see her, Mark. Oh, Mark, here comes Susan!"

The woman, whose name was Hannah Bentley, stood shivering near the window, squinting out into
the gathering gloom. Night on Mars carries on its quick black wings aterrible cold, evenin SyrtisMgor
City, the cepitd.

"Then come away from the window," Mark Bentley told hiswife. "If you stay, Susan will know you
were watching, and shelll know you were worried.”

"Who'sworried? Susan can take care of herself, Mark Bentley!"
"Y ou're worried. Now come away from that window."

Hannah Bentley backed away from the thick glass, and then they could hear Susan inserting her key in
thelock. A blast of frigid air swept in with Susan from the cold streets outside and the girl had to lean all
her weight againgt the door to shut it.

"Hul-lo," she said, unzipping her furs.

"Her eye, Mark! Look at her eye! The poor thing—"

"I'mdl right." Susan eluded her mother'sembrace. "I just got into afight, that'sdl.”

"Your eyeisblackened.”

"Well, you should see them. Two of them, two boys. | won, Mama."

Mark Bentley nodded, "Of course you won. Y ou're of the Chalice.”

"But it isn't right, Mark. It isn't right that an eighteen-year-old girl should haveto fight like aboy.”

"She's of the Chdice." Headways said it like that, Hannah Bentley knew, asif it were the answer to
everything.

Susan blew on her hands to warm them. She had long and graceful hands, and they werelike the rest
of her. Tl and lithe, blossoming only recently into young womanhood. she was beautiful, and her mother
had never been anything but plain. Her father was big and work-hardened, but homely Perhaps the
Chalice was responsible for that, too, for Susan Bentley's beauity.

"l don't care, Mark. Susan isawoman now and if that has to happen every time she goes off to visit a
friend on the other sde of town—"



"What can we do?'
"We can move out of SyrtisMgor, that's what. To one of the Chalice Cities, where we belong.”
"What? Segregated like that asif — asif we weren't human! Now you, Hannah, you're human.... "

"So areyou, Mark! Y ou and Susan. Probably, you're more than human. But people don't understand
thet."

"They hate usl" Susan cried. "They hate us because we're better than they are. Were stronger and we
livelonger and we don't get hurt much and, if were second generation, we're beautiful. Well, | hate them
too."

"Y ou mugtn't say that, child.”
"l can say what | want, I'm not achild any more. | hate them!"

John Hastings knew that, twenty-five years before, hisfather had walked this same path. Hisfather,
thefirst John Hastings, had blasted down upon the Black Asteroid, had been amazed that the place had
ar and warmth and Earth-norma gravity. Nor had he known that the Chalice awaited him — awaited his
coming for countless eons— deep within the bowels of the artificia world.

John Hastings, the son, knew what to expect. But even then, hisjourney had been a dangerous one.
Half the Solar System's military might was clustered in space around the black globe but, miraculoudly,
held dipped through the circle of stedl and flame. Hisfeet click-clacked briskly on the smooth, hard
surface, and he fet awild triumph welling up within him.

The Black Agteroid! And the Chdlice...

He found the door, marked off in phosphorescent white; he fingered the stud of smooth rock and then
he pressed it.

Silence for the space of two heartbeats. Then a vague grinding sound, as some hidden mechanism
deep within the smal world began to function. In amoment, the door did back. John Hastings walked
down the stairsdowly, dmost reverently. Thiswasthe place. It was here that he had received his
birthright, and athough the people hated him and hiskind, he knew he was more than human. In that
knowledge was a certain comfort, for he realized that the first true man must have been shunned and
hated likethisby hisgnarled, hairy fellows.

The utter silence of deep space entered the crypt with him. Nothing stirred. Nothing moved. But the
wall glowed with an unknown source of light, and in the center of the room stood the Chalice.

It wasn't black, not redlly. Only the artificial world was black, and from that the Chalice had received
itsname. It did not matter. Not even the Chalice mattered. John Hastings sought what lay beyond the
Chdice— if anything.

If anything—
There had to be something! Hed gambled hislife on that, and ultimately he knew, the life of hiskind
might depend on what he found.

On the walls he could see the ancient murals which some said had been painted there before the
coming of man. Y et the murals showed men and the men stood near a spaceship — and there were men
of Venusand Mars aswell as of the Earth. Then, long ago — before the fifth planet had burst asunder to



form the asteroid belt — the murals had been painted, but by whom? By other men, or so the theories
said, by other men who had come before us and planted the seed for us and then departed.

And surdly they must have left something behind with which to regp the harvest!

John Hastings looked, and found — nothing. There was the Chalice and the bank upon bank of
meachinery which yielded power to it. There were the murals and there was the silence. But that was all.
Nothing else. The muralswere vivid. Over the agestheir coloring somehow had not faded, and they were
truly tri-dimensiond, athough when he ran his hand over them, he found the surfaceflat.

But nothing dse...

Wearily, he trudged back toward the stairway. His right foot was on the first step when something
jarred the smdl world.

John Hastings sumbled, fell to hands and knees. When he got to hisfeet he knew that another
gpaceship had landed on the Black Asteroid, and he did not have to stretch hisimagination to suspect
that those within it were hodtile.

He eased ablaster from its pouch, crept dowly up the sairs. There were nine of them, he knew. His
father had said that nine steps |ed down to the Chdice. Footsteps struck sharply against the stone, the
sound of many men running.

John Hastings peered out. Ingtantly, something stresked by his head and formed atrickle of melted
tock behind him. He ducked quickly back into the crypt, heard aharsh voice:

"Come out of therel Come out of there or welll comein after you!”

"What do you think you're doing, Susan?'

"Y ou can seefor yoursdlf. I'm packing.”

"Y our father wantsto stay herein SyrtisMgor. He wants usto stay with him.”
"We don't belong in SyrtisMgor, Dad and me. You —"

"Oh, then you think | belong. I'm not one of you. Wdll, I'm not. But | love you, Susan, and I'm your

"I'm sorry. | didn't mean it that way. Dad can stay if hewants. Y ou should stay, you wouldn't likeit
living among the Children. But I'm getting out.”

"I'm awoman now. Y ou said S0 yourself. | want to go where | can be happy. | can't be happy here."

Susan snapped her vaise shut with findity. "They hate me," shesaid. "So | guess|'velearned to hate
them back. Tell Dad — I didn't want to say goodbye to him. Y ou worry al the time on the outside,
Mama. But he worriesinside, and that's worse."

"Il el him."

"And I'll writeto you, Mama— after I'm settled. | don't know where. Here on Mars maybe, or In the
SeraNevadaMountainson Earth.”



Hannah Bentley said nothing. She crossed the room and embraced her daughter. There was so much
she wanted to say, so much that the long, aching years had piled up for her to say. But her tongue fdlt tiff
and swollen and suddenly her mouth was very dry. She watched her daughter leave, then ran to the
window and stood there along time until the fur-garbed figure faded dowly from sight.

It was only then that Hannah Bentley began to cry.

John Hastings crouched at the bottom step. Once a head had appeared briefly above him, but he'd
snapped off aquick beam with his blaster, and the head had ducked back out of sight. He couldn't
remain in the crypt indefinitely, but he wasin no hurry to have them sear him with their weapons. He
knew hewould takealot of killing, for a Child of the Chdice did not die easily. But they could hurt him
and that was the same thing. He'd be captured and Government would throw the book at him for
invading the crypt.

He fired another beam from his blaster to let them know he was till there then he walked back into
the crypt itself. Somewherein there was acentra lighting system for the artificid world, and if he could
find that and damage it, he might have a chance to return to his ship in darkness. He knew it was
hope ess, however. No one understood the machinery within the crypt, and he might aswell be looking
for aneedlein ahaystack on the dark side of Pluto.

After atime he gaveit up. The banks of machinery were encased completely in smooth, gleaming
metd. He could not make head or tail out of them, he was only wasting time. He shrugged, stalked back
totheninedairs.

"Hello out there!"

"We hear you."

"Y ou the police?"

"Damned right. Come on out, wise guy."
"Ligten, thiscrypt isimportant, isn't it?
"What do you think?'

"l know it is. Government has decided not to use it any more, but they don't want it destroyed.
Right?'
"Yesh"

"Okay. I'm coming out. But I've set a baby atomic down here," John Hastingslied, "and if you lay a
hand on me, I'm going to set it off by remote contral. I'll blow this crypt to—"

"Y ou wouldn't dare!”
"Wouldn't 1?7 Don't try me."
"Well blast as soon as you poke your head out."

"All right. Go ahead, blast. But I'm one of the Children, and you know we don't diefas, if at dl. I'll be
ableto st thisbaby atomic off first."

Hedidn't wait for an answer, climbing the steps dowly, one a atime. He reached the top step, and
no onefired. He could see them now in the dim light, adozen men, dl with their blasterstrained on him.



Theleader demanded: "How do we know you set that thing like you say?"
"Y ou don't."
"Well, | think maybe we ought to take you —"

John Hastings shrugged, reached into a pocket of hisjumper and kept his hand there. "All | haveto
dois pressthe button," he said,

He began waking.

They followed him, a adistance. He heard their feet clacking on the hard surface, dmogt felt thelir
eyes boring Into his back. And the blagters. If even one of them became trigger-happy, his ruse wouldn't
be worth adamn. And once they started firing he wouldn't have a chance, for the barren sphere offered
utterly no protection.

Hewaked. The asteroid was only half amilein diameter, and he could see his ship on theridiculoudy
near horizon, He saw the other ship too, amuch larger one, abig, bloated, snub-nosed police cruiser.

He walked.

He reached his ship, heard avoice yeling behind him: "Shoot! Go on, kill thedirty liar! | just went
down there, and he didn't plant athing. Kill him before he getsinside that ship— "

Hewasdl thumbsworking on the air-lock lever and the blasters werefiring, ripping into the hull and
turning it cherry-red where they struck. They'd have the range in amoment —

He stormed insde, dammed the lock shut behind him. He saw them running for their own ship ashe
blasted off, acceeration pinning him down In his chair. Helaughed wildly. Their bodies could not take
acceleration theway his could, so let them chase him! Held blast clear of thering of ships and show them
afew fancy turnsthat would crush them into bloody, shapelessthings.

Now, asthe police ship came up after him, he executed one of those turns. The Government cruiser
was faster than his over-age scout ship, but it could not match the turn. He watched it stregk off at a
tangent, and he knew it would be along time before they could turn and find him again. The acceleration
was painful, but harmless— at least to one of the Children.

He knew he could get back to Earth, to hisfather, to Togoshira Suuki, the Japanese-Venusian
half-breed who had taught him so much — and to the rest of his people.

But he had found nothing.

"HELLO, Suuki. How's the boy?"

"Johnny! Y ou have returned so fast.” Suuki was not a boy. He'd been middle-aged when, together
with John Hastings, S, held reached the Black Asteroid. Now he was an old man with dry,
parchment-like skin and big round eyes. "And is your news good?'

Johnny shook his head. "No. Nothing, Suuki — there was nothing there.”

"Sometimes aman fail s to see what was not meant to be obvious...."



"l didn't miss anything. There was nothing to miss. Only the Chdlice and that machinery, and the
muras on thewall. Those damned muras. How did they know what wed look like?!

"They planted a seed on the three planets, Johnny. If you place atree-shrew on the ancient Earth, in
the natura course of things aman would develop. A highly advanced biologica science could do that.”

"Where are they from, Suuki? Where?"
"Ahh-that we do not know! From the stars, Johnny, but there are many stars.”

"And an age ago they |eft the crypt there so we could reach them. Some place there should be the
secret of gpace-trave, interstellar travel. In the crypt, Suuki, only | didn't find it.”

" think you did well. Y our examination was thorough, and it proves my point. There's nothing further
to befound, nothing at al.”

"l dont get it."

"We aready have the secret of star-travel, if we could recognizeit. That'sal | will say, Johnny. Let
methink."

"Okay. Hell, I'd better run up the street anyway and say hello to the folks. I'll bet they were worried.”

"Worried? Aren't you the son of your father? What do they have to worry about? No, Johnny, they
only worry about the future. We al worry about the future, snce the Chdlice.... but | said | want to
think."

Smiling, Johnny |eft the porch of Togoshira Suuki's nett little cottage and climbed the steep dope
toward hisfolks house. All the cottages were smilar — neat and trim and inexpensive. Some seemed to
hang precarioudy over high embankments, but the while city had been engineered well, for many of the
Children spent their entire livesthere. Of dl the inhabitants— other than wives or husbands of the new
breed — Suuki donewas not of the children. Y et it was Suuki who had planned the city, and Suuki,
aong with John Hagtings, Sr., who governed the city.

Further up along the dope, Johnny saw acrew of laborers clearing away some debris. Glass
sprinkled the rocky road for twenty yards, rocks and timber were strewn everywhere. Half adozen
panting men shoveled the ruined building materia into waiting whee barrows, and one tall man, broad
across the shoulders and thick through the chest, seemed to work harder than the rest.

"I'm back, Pop," Johnny said.

"Son! We didn't expect you for — how did it go?'
"Lousy.”

"Nothing?'

"Nothing."

"Well, at least you returned safely, and alot of us doubted you'd do that." John Hastings leaned for a
moment on the handle of hisshove. A cool wind swept down from the higher dopes, but he was
bare-chested and swesting. "They came up from the valley again last night,”" he said. "More of them than
ever before, about ahundred. Thistime they had guns and awoman was wounded in the shoulder before
we could drive them off."



Johnny frowned. "Why don't we fight back, Pop? | mean redly fight back. Why don't we go down
into the valeys and repay them in kind?"

"You figureit out. The police would love to get something on us, something big like that. The police
are no exception — like everyone el s, they hate us."

"Well, if theraids keep getting worse, we can't just St here and take them.”

"l don't see there's anything €lse we can do. The Children have to be careful, Johnny. Y ou know that.
We're too strong and we're too healthy — and, yes, we're too good-looking. If we competed, our men
would bethefinest athletesin the world, and even our women would hold their own with ordinary men.
Our women would win dl the prizesin al the beauty contests. We're never sick and we don't get tired
eadly and when we're injured we heal in amatter of hours. So the world isenvious.

"Sometimesit backfires. Did you know that no ordinary person wants his sonsto be big and strong
and handsome, his daughtersto be pretty? If they are, they can be mistaken for the Children, and they're
liable to be stoned or beaten or worse. Johnny — Johnny! | didn't know | was starting dl this twenty-five
years ago. | couldn't know. | thought it would do good!”

"It'snot your fault, Pop. The government thought it would do good, too. They knew only asmall
fraction of the population could visit the Chalice every generation, so they started by giving out
intelligence tests. The most intelligent people went to the Chaice. And since the mutation bred true, that
would give the race increased intelligence for the next generation. Only it didn't work.”

"No, it didn't work. The lessintelligent members of the race thought they were being gyped out of
something they should have had. | don't know, maybe they had a point there. Government next tried the
sck people, the menta and physical cripples. But healthy folk hollered bloody murder; they thought they
had aright to be more hedthy. Pressure groups came next, and awhole series of minor revolutions. But
you know dl that Find result: there are one million Children of the Chdicein the Solar System, hated,
hunted, feared....”

“If only they could construct more of the Chdices, pop!" Hastings laughed without mirth. "How? We
don't understand the machine at dl. If you give a spaceship to abunch of Venusian aboriginesand tell
them to duplicate it, they won't know how. It's completely beyond them, because they haven't had the
training and the scientific know-how. Thisisthe samething, only al humanity isyour Venusian aborigine.

"Wdl, | dill don't think the government acted wisely, banning the Chdice, yet not destroying it. It's out
therein the asteroid belt, and everyone knows it. Hundreds have been killed trying to reach it every year

"And therell be hundreds more. But the government's hands are tied. Don't you see, they can't
destroy the Chdlice! There's dways the hope they'll he able to duplicate it and turn the whole race into
supermen. Meanwhile, there are only amillion of us, and were hated.”

"Wl —"

"Forget it, Johnny. Y ou must betired, and your mother will want to see you. Why don't you go on to
the house and I'll seeyou later."

Johnny nodded, climbed on up the road.

Ten thousand feet below him, in one of the fertile valleysthat brushes the lowest dopes of the Sierra
Nevada mountains, an angry crowed gathered. There were farmers and there were townspeople, mostly



men, but with enough women and older children to keep the mob excited.

"Look up! Go aheed, ook up. Y ou can seeit shining there, the city they built. High and mighty,
snooting down their noses at us."

"They'll get their someday. They'll getit!"

"Why wait for some day? Why not now, tonight? And why don't we giveit to them?' The manwho
spoke brandished aclub, and he looked like he knew how to useit.

"Yegh! Tonight —"
"Shhl Hold it. Here comes Bart Timmins; let'slet him talk."

Timmins staked arrogantly through the village square and people moved out of hisway. Wrapped
around hisforehead was adirty bandage, but he carried it like abadge of honor. His shoulders were
massive, he had abarrel-chest, he wore knee-length walking shorts, and hislegs below them were
gnarled and muscular. Hisface might have been pleasant in arough, rugged sort of way, except that he
was proneto leer too much.

"Sure, tonight!" he cried, mounting the steps of the Municipa Building. "If we go up in force, we can
cleanthat city out."

"What do you mean, clean it out?"'

"l mean messit up, but good. | mean tear down some houses and maybe hurt some people and take
some of their best men prisoner.”

"What will we do that for, Mr. Timmins?"
"You afraid, Peters?' Timminssmiled coldly.
"No-no. But what good will it do us?*

"Hereswhat. If we can hold some hostages, if we can hold enough of them, we can chase the rest of
‘em out of our neck of thewoods. That is, if they want their friends back dive.”

“That ain't legd.”

"Isthat 07 It isn't even nice, my friend, but it will work. Sure, it'snot legd, but wake up to the facts
of life. Whenever we do something to the Children — " Timmins spat the word — "the police sort of turn
their heads the other way. | say tonight, and | say we do dl of that.”

"Y ou redly hate them, don't you Mr. Timmins?"
"What's the matter, don't you?"'
"Y egh, but with you it'sdifferent.”

Timmins growled, told the man to forget it Then he repeated. "'l say tonight! Well get them good
tonight.”

The crowd roared, and it was along time before they quieted down. Then someone demanded: "How
will we get there between now and tonight? It's ten thousand feet, dmost sraight up — "



"I'vegot afriend,” said Timmins, "who ownsan arport four, five milesfrom here. He has adozen
‘copters, enough room for acouple hundred of us. Well get there, dl right Well come down about
midnight — and well be above the city.” Timmins chuckled.

"Above?'

"That'swhat | said, above. They'll never expect that, they don't guard the upper regions. Well have
what we want before they know what hit them."

"l don't think that's such ahot idea," someone said.

It surprised Timmins. He scowled into the crowd, squinting againgt the strong sunlight "Who said
thet?"

"l did." It wasagirl. Shewastdl, astdl as Timmins himsdf, and quite beautiful. She came forward
and the crowd parted for her. She mounted the stairs and stood directly in front of Timmins, handson

hips.
"And who the hdll are you?'
"I'm agtranger, Mr. Timmins. Just got heretoday. But | think your idea stinks."
"Can you suggest a better one."
"I'm not going to try. | think the whole business, in generd, stinks."
"Isthat 07" Timminsglared ominoudy.
"V es"

Therewas asilence. Someone in the crowd coughed and someone e se tittered when the girl leered
right back at Timmins and did not come off second best. Findly, he said. "What's a pretty girl like you

doing traveling by yoursd f?*
"Nothing. Just traveing.”
"Yes? Wdll, you're pretty enough to be one of the— "
"l never said | wasn't"
Stirring in the crowd, nervous, angry. And Timmins. "Areyou?'
"Why don't you figure that out for yourself?'
"Ligen, Miss— uh—"
"Bentley. Susan Bentley.”

"Okay, Miss Bentley. Okay, Susie! Stop besating around the bush like that, Susie. Are you one of
them?'

"l could be, a that, couldn't I? Tell me, Mr. Timmins, do you think I'm pretty enough?”'
"Hdl, yes. Only you're dill hedging.”

"] told you to find out for yourself.”



"How do you suggest | do that? There's no identifying mark on the Children, athough | think there
ought to be one. | knew a pretty girl around here who once got beat up good because someone figured
she was one of the Children. Turned out she wasn't, but we didn't learn till later.”

"Therésaway you can find out.”
"How?"

"Hit me."

"HU"

"l said, hit me. Go ahead, are you afraid? The Children are strong, you know that. One of their men
could take care of five or six like you, and even one of their women should be more than amatch for
you."

"I don't hit ladies"
"Youreafrad."
"Ligen—"

"You'reafrad. If you hit me, and if | hit you back, harder, you wouldn't be such abig hero in front of
all these people. Go ahead, hit me."

"Best it! Scram before | change my mind.”

"Youredfrad." Careful, Susan, thegirl thought. Don't goad himtoo far, or he's liable to do just
that. You're always ornery, and you always have a chip on your shoulder. You shouldn't have
come up here and talked like thisin thefirst place, but now that you have, you'd better convince
them you're not one of the Children. Or else you'll never be able to warn those peoplein the city...

Someonein the crowd snickered. Clearly, the girl was making afool of Timmins. It never took him
long to lose histemper, and now he swung his open pam and struck her across the face.

She sumbled and fell and when she got to her feet again, she was sniffling. ™Y ou-hit-me!™ shewailed.
"You hit me! I'm not one of them, | wasonly joking...."

She stood there, sniffling.
"Chrig, lady, I'm sorry. It'safool joke for you to pull; how was | to know?'
"Well, | wasjust joking. | even thought your ideawas agood one, but you hit me."

"Chrigt, lady." Timmins patted her shoulder awkwardly. It failed to stop her sniffling, and everyone
waslaughing.

"Did youredly like my idea?"
"Y-yes Yes, | did...."

"Well, if you stop crying, and if you promise not to get in the way, welll take you up to the mountains
withus”

"Redly?" She stopped her sniffling, stared a him wide-eyed.



"Sure. Sure, lady.”

"Oh, thank you, Mr. Timmins." No one was close enough to see that that Timmins hand had cut the
girl'slip badly. No one was close enough to see that, nor to see that the bleeding had stopped almost at
once and that now the cut could not even be seen.

**

After coffee, John Hastings leaned back and tamped tobacco into his pipe, lighting it and blowing blue
clouds of smoke up at the ceiling. He looked at his son and he saw himsdlf, twenty-five years before. His
wife, Ellen, must have seen that, too, for she looked at both of them and smiled.

Togoshira Suuki grinned crookedly. Hislong white hair was asfine asflax and heletit fal to his
shoulders, Venusian Upland fashion. It wasthe only custom of his ancient people he affected. "We are
right back where we started from, are we not?"

"Yeah," Johnny admitted. "l guess s0."

Ellen shook her head. Even now, nearing her fiftieth birthday, she was abeautiful woman. Her hair
was graying and there were little wrinkles around her eyes and her lips, but till her face was noble
enough to belong to one of the Children, dthough she was a perfectly norma human woman and she had
never been within the Chalice. "No, weve learned something. Weve learned there's nothing else to be
found."

"A lot of good that does us," Johnny told her.

But Suuki grinned again. "Do not be too certain of that. Y our mother seemsto agree with what | said
before — there may be morein what we aready know than meetsthe eye. | am beginning to understand
something. ... Tl me, Johnny, how did you get away from the police?"

"Why, | told them | had ababy atomic, and — "
"I don't mean that. | mean afterwards.”

"1 got into my ship and blasted off. I'm one of the Children, so | can take acceleration they can't get

"Precisdy.”
"Precisdly?' Thiswasthe eder John Hastings. "I don't see what you're driving at, Suuki."

"Nor am | surethat | do. But one of the Children can take agreat dedl of acceleration. Isthat
correct?’

"Cetanly.”
"And we want to go to the stars, isthat correct?

"You'redamned right it id" Johnny cried eagerly. "If we can do that, if we can get out of the solar
system and reach the stars, maybe well be able to find the earlier race of humans who planted the
Chalice here. And planted us, too. If they till exigt, they've been living with the Chdice along time, so
maybe they'll know what to do about our trouble. If we could get to the sars.”

"But we cant."



"No, we can't."
"Why not?" Suuki demanded.

"Oh, we can congruct an inter-stellar drive, dl right. We aready haveit in theory, because Eingein's
light-speed maximum doesn't apply when you're dealing with subspace. But that's not the answver. No
human being could survive the accel eration necessary to reach trandight speed and, so far, no one can
congtruct anything to ward off that acceleration.”

Suuki nodded. "That, | believe, is beyond the powers of any science. It is something which cannot be
done."

"Thenit'shopeess?’

"l did not say that. The answer has been staring usin the face for so long that we missed it altogether.
What's the old expression about not seeing the forest for the trees? Consider: the Children cannot be
injured readily. When they are, they hed amost ingtantly. Have you ever heard of one of the Children
being injured at all by acceleration?!

"No," Hagtings said, and Johnny nodded;

"They arent, that'swhy! There's something in the regenerative powers that the Chalice gives you that
renders acceleration harmless. I'm sure of it. Thereis pain, yes, thereis great pain, but any damage that
forced acceleration does to the tissues of the Children is counteracted instantly. Probably, thereis
constant recregtion of the damaged tissue, dl the way down to the atomic level.”

"Doyou redly think...." Johnny began, and his mother:
"If that'sthe answer...."

"Itistheanswer,” said Suuki. "l am certainit is. We can congtruct a starship and the Children can
withstand the acceleration. It will merely be necessary, during the brief periods of acceeration and
deceleration that bring you into and takes you out of sub-space, to induce sumber. That way pain will be
avoided — but we can travel to the starg!”

"Tothegars...."

They were till talking about it, hours later, when someone pounded on their door. Johnny said he
would get it, crossing to the door with long-legged strides. He opened it and saw agirl, swegting, dirty,
disheveled. She might have been pretty, but under dl that grime he couldn't tell.

“I'mlooking for John Hastingd™

"Which one? There are two, senior and junior."”
"| don't care! Whoever runsthiscity."

"That would be my father. Hey, Pop!"
"Coming, Johnny — "

"Thisgirl wantsto seeyou.”

"Mr. Hastings?' And, when he nodded, it al came out in one gushing torrent: "I was down in the
village and amob decided to attack you up here, only they're going to do it from above you and not



below, so | went with them and broke away quick to warn you before they strike.”

"Huh? What are you talking about, young lady? Attack from above instead of below? Who? What
for?'Y ou mean one of those mobs of rioters? We meet up with thet al thetime.”

"Morethan that, Mr. Hastingd! It'sbig thistime and they came up in 'copters, and they plan on taking
some of you hostages so they can tell the rest to clear out of their part of the country.”

"Who are you, young lady? Thisal sounds so wild and incredible, an organized attack like that — "
"Please! You haven't time. Do you have soldiers?"

"Of course. But they're guarding the passes leading up from below.”

"Turn them around, then. The men of the valey will be atacking above your city."

"How do we know thisisn't atrick?' John Hastings had a point there, his son knew. The villagers had
attempted every type of subterfugein the past. They might-they just might — stoop thislow, sending a
girl with amessage that would |eave the passes unguarded.

Wordless, the girl reached into her pocket, withdrew aknife. She pressed the button, watched the
blade snap out. Without pausing, she ran the knife across her forearm, wincing as she did so. A trickle of
blood started from the cut' then stopped flowing at once. The cut became athin white line which, even as
they looked, disappeared.

"I'm one of the Children," she said. " Susan Bentley. Maybe you knew my father — "
"Mark Bentley? Sure | knew him, years ago. She's legitimate, Johnny."

"Then what arewe waiting for?' Johnny was dready running outside, caling back over his shoulder:
"Get the guard-posts on the phone. Bring them around to the upper dopes. I'm taking arun down there
to seethat they move fast”

Then hewas charging quickly down the hill, without waiting for an answer. In five minutes he reached
the first guard-post, not much more than an oversized lean-to set into a niche in the rock, haf-hidden by
the scrubby trees which clung to the face of the mountain hundreds of feet above the timber line.

"Did you get thecall?'
"Suredid. On our way up now — "
And Johnny continued running down the hill.

By the time he reached the fourth and fina guard-post, he heard the distant sounds of fighting up the
dope behind him, the thud-thud-thud of pounding feet, the shout of men in battle, the sihilant hissng of
blasters, the occasiond fiat, cracking sound of an ancient explosiverrifle. Two guards were climbing out
of their lean-to at the final post, and one of them nodded curtly but € oquently up the dope. "They mean
busnessthistime," hesad.

Briefly, Johnny was aware that they followed him up the hill, and then he was pounding back the way
he had come. Asheran, he saw thelightswinking off in thetrim little cottages on either sde of him.
Women and children would be huddling fearfully within their homes, but the men-folk were trotting up the
hill in twos and threes, armed for the most part only with crude clubs. None of them spoke; talk was
superfluous. Grimly, they climbed the hill.



Johnny unsheathed his blaster as he rounded the last bend in the steep path. He could see dense
clouds of smoke rising under the light of the full moon. Three housesin arow had been fired, and the
flames darted and licked angrily, fanned by the mountain wind.

One of the houses was hisown!

Thefighting centered about it, too. The defenders seemed a pitifully thin line, and they were being
forced back, too.

Physicdly, man for man, the Children certainly had the edge, and they were not outnumbered. But
none of the Children could receive permits for any wegpons more potent than explosiverifles. Only a
few, like Johnny, used unlicensed blasters. And the result was atremendous deficit in fire-power.

Thethin line of defenders crept back toward the three burning houses. Therethe line held for a
moment, while blasting beams seared air dl around them and sought them out. Then theline broke. It
wasinevitable, for the line could not retreat in an orderly fashion, not through the flaming ruins of the three
cottages. Instead, the line broke and curled around the flamesrapidly. By the time they reached the other
Sde, they were running in confusion, and only an occasiond quick volley of rifle fire answered back the
steady hissing of the blasters.

Johnny plunged ahead, tried to fill the breech with his own wegpon. Heat from the cottage— hisown
burning home — was intense, but he crouched down a dozen yards behind the stone chimney and fired
blindly ahead of him. Once he heard someone scream, and he did not like the sound of aman dying in
agony. Still the invaders had come to destroy their homes herein the mountain city....

In the harsh light of the flames, Johnny saw some of the invaders snaking around the cottage and
plunging down the hill to left and right of him. Hefired once, and then his blaster jammed and he
crouched therewith it, helplesdy. They streamed down the hill on both sides of him, they struck with
clubs and threw stones and he could hear glass shattering and women screaming. Sobbing, Johnny stood
up, silhouetted briefly againgt the flames. He drew fire, three beams which soared harmlesdy over his
head — and then he plunged into one group of the invaders.

He met them with flailing fists, sent four of them redling with hisfirst ondaught. Oddly, he noted that
they no longer made their way down the hill. Instead, the two lines had turned back and in toward the
burning houses and now swept up to the very crest of the hill. In hisblind fury, Johnny did not redize they
could have blasted him down with consummate ease; nor did he have time to ponder why they withdrew.

When the reason did occur to him, it wastoo late. They ringed him in completely, with his back to the
raging flames— and only then did someonefire a him. The blaster caught him squardly in the chest and
he tottered for amoment before tumbling forward on hisface. He was conscious long enough after that
to redize that the beam had been of full intensity and would have destroyed an ordinary man.

But he was one of the Children, and he would survive. In hours, the mechanisms of regeneration
within every cdll of hisbody would begin to function and, before the sun rose, he would be good as new.
Except that they were taking him with them...

Ten minutes later, the 'copters rose smoothly from their perches further up the mountain. They winged
dlently into thevaley below.
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"WELL BUILD again," John Hastings said wearily, running a hand through hisgraying hair.
"WEell dwaysbuild again," someonetold him.

"What can we do? Do you think | likeit? Do you — they have my son. They have Johnny!"
Susan Bentley tapped hisarm, and when he turned around she said: "It'smy fault.”

"What do you mean, it's your fault? Don't blame yourself, child. If you hadn't warned ustherés no
telling what would have happened. And afterwards you fought likeaman—"

"l have dways had to fight like aman. But it'smy fault | should have broken away to warn you
sooner, but | couldn't.”

"Thenit'snot your fault."

"l knew their raid was aimed at taking a hostage. Someone important. One of them must have
recognized Johnny. They've been up here before, haven't they?

"Of course. And Johnny would venture every now and then down into the valey, anyway. A lot of the
Children are hitter, but Johnny's not. He even tried to make friends down in the valey, and therewas a
girl once—"

"What happened?'

"I'm not sure. He never spoke much about it He dated her afew times, and aman named Timmins, |
think, didn't likeit. Shewas Timmins girl friend and Johnny took her away from him. They had Johnny in
jail on atrumped-up charge for sx months. He wouldn't [ook at the girl after that, but she wouldn't look
a thisTimmins"

lld,]!ll

" 'Oh’, nothing. It still didn't make him bitter. But that's not the point. They can't keep Johnny like that,
it'snot legal. Anyway, what's their purpose?’

"They're going to issue an ultimatum. If you want your son back aive, you're going to haveto leave
thiscity."

“Why me?”

"No, not just you. Y ou don't understand, Mr. Hastings. If you want to see Johnny again, thewhole
city will haveto be evacuated. Permanently.”

"What? That'sfantagtic! | know they don't like us, but what have they got against our city?*

"They'rejust envious, that'sal. They hate us. They aways have and they dwayswill. Only now they
have aweapon on their sde.”

"Itisn't legd, Susan. They can't kidnap Johnny and — "

"Y our son is how old — twenty-three— well, the government will hardly look on that as kidnapping.
Firgt, because even the government doesn't hold any love for the Children, and second because they'll
probably shift the blame for the fight on your people.”

"All right. Weve got to get him back.”



"How? By raiding the valey? Then youll redlly bein hot water."

"Umm-mm. Well, I'll seethe sheriff downinthevdley. Heisnt apart of it—"

"No, but if he'sanything like the law-officerson Mars, hell shut hiseyesevery time.”
"Wedl, I'vegot to try."

"Good luck," Susan said. "You'l needit."

The sheriff lived in asmall ranch house a the east end of the valley. Hewas atall man and stout. He
had ahaf- smoked cigar clamped between hisye lowed teeth, and it looked like it might have been there
for days.

"Youreadranger, an't yuh?' he grunted.

"V es"

"Wherefrom?'

Hastings pointed up toward the distant mountains.
"One of the Children?’

Another grunt "Wachawant?"

"My son. There was araid on our city, and they kidnapped my son, name of John Hastings, same as
mine"

"Don't know about that."

"Do you know about theraid?'

The sheriff yawned hugdly. "Therésdwaystak Migter. | don't know nothing.”
"Weren't there someinjured men in the valey today?"

"Sure. Always are. Tough breed, dl thetime fighting. So what?*

"Weinjured them. They were up in the mountainsand — "

"Oh, then you admit it? Y ou attacked the villagers, en?| didn't get no complaints, mind you, Miger, |
didn't get none. But if | do, I'll know where to go, because you admitted it"

Hastings shrugged. "If therewas araid, would you know who'd bein charge?"

"Beats me. Thewholething, | mean. | don't know of any raid, Mister. Maybe you better go climb
your mountain and stay put up there."

"Thanks," John Hastings said. "Y ou've been agreat hdp." The shexiff lit hiscigar. "Don't mentionit.”

Timmins strutted about the room like aroogter. "We got em now, men! Oh, we got 'em good. They'll
haveto clear out if they know what's good for them.”

"l hope s0," alittle man chuckled. "That'll bejust fine. Say, did anyone see about that young feller?
He shook his head sadly. "Hurt bad."



"Him?' Timminslaughed. "Hurt bad?1 guessyou don't know the Children too well. Nothing like that
can hurt 'emfor long. They hed, Marty. They hed quick. They'reinhuman, that'swhat. Well, okay, let's
go take alook."

Timmins strode off into a halway, reached adoor, opened it. The man named Marty gasped. "He's
gtting up!”

"Sure heis. How do you fed, Hagtings?'
"I'mfing" Johnny sad.
"We shot him clear through the chest...." Thiswas Marty.

"Sure" Timminsleered. "Only he healed. They dways heded, every time | saw it happen. What's | eft
of your wound, Hagting?'

"l don't know," Johnny told him. "A little white scar, | guess. | haven't looked.”

Johnny smiled when the man named Marty unbuttoned his shirt and peered at hischest. "Chrigt,
yeah," hesad. "Jud alittlewhite scar!”

"See?' Timminswas laughing. Something about it struck him very funny, and he didn't stop laughing
foralongtime.

Abruptly, Johnny stood up. "I remember you, Timmins. We had alittle trouble once— but that's not
why you've taken me. What do you want mefor?"

"Youll find out. Were going to bargain with your people. If they leave that city of theirs, well let you
go. If they don', in a certain amount of time— wdll, you figureit out."

"Do you think they'll sacrifice their whole city, just for me? Where would they go?'
"That isn't my problem. And to answer your first question, they better.”

"You'reinsane!" Johnny took aquick step toward the thick-chested man, but Timmins pulled out a
blaster and motioned him back. "Take it easy. Y ou'e liable to be here along time, and we don't want to
keep shooting you up and watching you hed again.”

"It came," John Hagtings said. Ellen peered over her husband's shoulder, and Susan was there too.
Togoshira Suuki sat off at the far end of the room — theliving room of his own cottage, wherethe
Hastings had cometo live since the burning.

Hastings read: "Asyou know, we have John Hastings, Jr., aprisoner. If you agree to evacuate your
city, permanently, wewon't harm him. If you don't, we can't be responsible. Y ou have two weeksto
decide, and we want your answer not in words, but in action.”

It wasn't Signed.
"Could you go to the police with that?" Ellen demanded. "It proves they took Johnny — "

Hastings frowned. "They're too smart for that. It doesn't prove athing. Therésno signature, it'sjust a
plain piece of paper and an ordinary typewriter. We could have forged the whole thing.”

"Anyway," said Susan, "the law won't help. Y ou found that out when you visited the sheriff, didn't you
Mr. Hagtings?"



"Yes. | did, but that |eaves uswith nothing.”

Suuki stretched hissmall, thin body. " There are dways means to an end, John. The trouble now isthat
you have been considering nothing but this problem ever since it happened, and you've lost dl

perspective.”
"Hdll, maybe you have something there" Hastings admitted, smiling in spite of himsdf. "Still, Johnny's
my boy —"

"And we dl want to get him back. Thefirst thing you must concede, however, isthat your son can
take care of himsdlf. It isnot quite so urgent asyou indicate. Now let'sforget it completely, at least for a
few minutes. | have something important to tell you, John.”

"Go ahead.” But, clearly, Hastings wasn't very interested.

"Johnny'svigt to the Black Asteroid wasthe find proof | needed. Thereis nothing necessary for
interstellar travel beyond the Children themsalves. Theoreticaly, we should be able to take a spaceship
from space to sub-space, and athough the accel eration would kill an ordinary man, it would not harm
one of the children, provided he had been put into a deep, hypnotic deep. We still have your old ship up
on the higher dopes, John. | should like your permission to convert it to the first interstellar spaceship.”

Hagtings amost jumped from his chair. "Why didn't you tell me? Of course you have my permission!
Star-travd, that'swhat we've wanted al dong. If we could find the race of pre-humanswho put that
Chalice out there, and — "

"Theresill Johnny," Ellen reminded him.

"Yes," Hastings sobered quickly. "Well, | could take this above the sheriff's head and go to higher
authorities"

Susan shook her head. "It wouldn't do any good."
And Suuki: "Theyoung lady isright."

"Okay. Then we can mass ourselvesin force and attack the valley. We can pay them back in kind
and see what happen — "

"No." Suuki was quitefirm. "If you did that and didn't find Johnny, they would kill him. Further, the
law would then have an excuse to sanction what those of the valeysdesire..."

"l think | have anidea,” Susan said. "Look: when | went up by ‘copter with the people of the valey,
they didn't know | was one of the Children. They still don't. They had casudties up here, we buried three
of their dead. | sneaked away and warned you in the darkness, but they didn't know that. Instead, they
probably think it was four deed, not three. Okay so far?"

"You bet. Let's hear more."

"Wel, thereisn't much. | can go down into thevaley and seeif | can find Johnny, that'sdl. They
won't suspect me, they will suspect anyonedse. I'll leave in the morning.”

"We can't ask you to do something like that. Thered be danger, and Johnny isn't your responsibility.
No—"

"That's ridiculous. He's one of the Children, so am I. If we don't help each other..."



Susan stood there, hands on hips. She didn't ook like she'd take no for an answer.
Suuki grinned. "Let her go, John. | think she can help.”

Ellen came to Susan, took her hand and squeezed it. "I don't want anything to happen to you," she
sad. "But if you can help Johnny — "

"1 can help him, Mrs. Hagtings. | want to hep him."

And Suuki chuckled, "Maybe by the time Johnny comes back, I'll have that interstellar ship ready. It's
along way to the stars, John, but we can makeit."

Five thousand feet below Paseo Diablo — the Walk of the Devil — lay the town which received its
name from the pass high above it. And now Susan Bentley walked boldly down Paseo Digblo'smain
street, looking for afamiliar face. She wastired and her clothes werein tatters, for athough the Children
had seen her down asfar asthe mountain pass, she had gone on from there done and on foot. She
looked the part of awanderer now, shelooked asif she had been lost and had struggled down the steep
dopestothevadley.

No one stared at her twice in the bright sunshine. Her beauty would have set her apart, but the dirt
and the grime covered it, and her identity as one of the Children was, at |east for the moment, perfectly
concedled.

Bart Timmins saw her before she saw him. Coming out of the genera store with a sack of supplies, he
squinted down the street and started running. "Susiel™ he cried. Y ou're Susan Bentley.”

Susan smiled weskly. "Hello, Mr. Timmins. |-l never thought I'd makeit down to the valley."

"You didn't think so? We thought you were dead. And | held myself personally responsible. | never
should have dlowed adelicate thing like you to go up into the hillswith us.”

"It doesn't matter."
"Umm-mm, yes. Y ou're safe now."

"You see, | got lost in dl that fighting, and next thing | knew, | was stuck in— inthat city. It was dark
and | snesked out along one of the Streets until | cameto amountain trail. | started down, but | guessit
took longer than | thought. | — haven't eaten — "

And Susan began to dump forward. In truth, shefet fine. Sheld had a hearty medl before leaving the
city, and her amazing powers of regeneration had compensated for the wearying trek down the face of
the mountain. But sheld never let Bart Timmins know that. She raised ahand half way to her head,
moaned alittle, and dumped forward.

Timmins reached her in two quick strides and got his hands under her arms as shefdll. Helifted her
eadly and, cradling her in hisarms, walked toward his house, two streets away. Walking thus, he looked
down a her. A lovely girl, more beautiful than any in Paseo Diablo, beautiful enough to be one of the
Children. But that wasridiculous and he knew it: one of the Children did not faint from over-exertion!

Thegirl had short-cropped, curly auburn hair. Her skin was clear and white and, despite her
exhaugtion, he saw arosy glow in her cheeks. Her lips were sensuous and appealing without lip rouge;
Timmons suddenly found himself thinking it would be very niceindeed to kiss her. Well, that could come
later. He was pleased too with the up-tilted swell of her breasts under the thin, tattered jumper, and the
fed of her legs, cradled over hisleft arm as he carried her, was pleasant



Once heleaned down to brush hislips experimentally across her face, but at that moment she stirred
restlessy, squirmed, sighed, and half-opened her eyes.

"You takeit easy, kid," Timminssaid, breathing hard. "Bart will take care of you."

He carried her that way to his house and, inside, deposited her on asofa. Returning from the
bathroom, he bathed her face with a cold wet cloth and presently she was Sitting up.

"Wheream 17" shesad, samiling veguely. That pig, if he tries to touch me again. | only hope | can
hold my temper....

"Don't you worry, honey. | brought you home, and first thing I'm going to do is give you some good
food. I'll bet you need it.”

"Il say," Susan told him, flashing asmile. "I don't know what | would have doneif you hadn't found
r.rell

"Wdll, | did, so stop your worrying."

"Didyou carry medl theway?'

"Sure”

"My, you must be strong!"

"Wdll, shucks—"

"Y es, you must. Whenever there's something to be done in thistown, I'd bet you take it over."
"Well, not everything, Susie. But then, if aman's born aleader, then hesaleader, | dways say.”

"Like that time we went up the mountain, isthat what you mean?'Y ou were the leader then. Oh, I'm
sureyou did agood job."

"Well, we accomplished what we set out for."

"Me, | never did find out what that was. | had to get lost. | hope | didn't get in the way up there or
anything."

"Naw! Not at dl Suse. And I'm sure glad you're safe.”

"That plan you mentioned when | cameinto Paseo Diablo for thefirst time, were you ableto carry it
out? My guessisyou were: if you start out to do something, Mr. Timmins, then you do it. That'sthe kind
of manyou are.”

"Asamatter of fact, we were successful, honey. We got out hostage, and everything'sgoing
according to plan.”

"Redlly? What does he look like? He must be horrible, one of those Children.”

"It'sal according to what you think — say! | can show himto you if you want." Timmins craggy
features were screwed into alittle-boy grin. "Do you want to see my hostage, Suse?'

"Oh—I'd beafraid! Unless, unless—"
"What? Go ahead, say it."



"Unless| was sure you could protect me."
"Sure, Susie. | can protect you. I'll be right there. Want to take alook-see?"

Susan stood up, stretched, smoothed out her tattered jumper. She weaved groggily, leaned against
Timmins broad chest and cuddled there for amoment. "That fedsgood,” she said, "because you're so
srong."

He stroked her hair, said: ™Y ou must betired. Maybe you'd liketo rest first"
"No. No thanks. | am interested, and aslong as you're therewith me—"
Beaming, Bart Timminsled her from the room and down the flight of stepsto the basement.

Johnny had studied his cdl until he knew every inch of it by heart. Ten feet long, twelve feet wide, a
window high up on onewall, out of hisreach. A door locked from the outside. Cement floor and cement
walls, acot, achar, awash-gdl. Quite an effective prison, without any possibility of escape.

He wondered if the Children had received Timmins message. It didn't redly matter, he told himsdlf
over and over again — no matter what happened to him, they would not give up their city. They couldnt,
for then they'd have no place ese to live. He only hoped they wouldn't try anything foolish. Evena
small-scaeraid on Paseo Diablo by the Children would be avalid excuse for the law to step in, and then
thereld be no telling what might happen....

Suddenly, so suddenly that it startled him, Johnny heard akey grating in the lock. Aningtant later, the
door swung in, and as he stood up to face it Johnny saw Bart Timmins, ablaster in his hands. But behind
him was the girl who had warned them — what was her name? Susan Bentley. Then had she, after dll,
been a Judas? But no, that didn't make sense, and now he could see her cautioning him to silence from
behind Timmins shoulder. Probably she did not want him to show any recognition. Wdll, until he found
out what was happening, hed play the game her way.

"Vigtor for you,” Timminsleered. "Just Sit right where you are, Hastings. | don't want you to scare
her, see?'

"Okay, I'm not moving."

"Sheadmog got killed in your lousy city, Hastings. Got lost up in the mountains, had to find her way
downdl by hersdf."

"He doesn't look so terrible," Susan said. "Can | go closer and look?"

Timmins shrugged. " Okay, but be careful. Y ou never know what one of them isliable to do. Heck,
you won't see anything so strange, anyway — they look human, the Children do.”

"Well, | want to seefor mysdf." And moving dowly, Susan came toward Johnny. Findly, she sood
not ayard away from him, facing him directly so that Timmins could not see her face.

"Careful," Timminswarned. "Careful

Then Susan'slips were moving, and Johnny watched. At first he didn't get it, but he knew she was
forming two words again and again, slently, using on her lips. Findly, it made sense.

Grab me. Grab me.

Johnny did, in one darting motion. He grasped her shoulders, spun her around, circled her neck with



hisarm. She began to whimper, struggling futily againg hishold.
"Damnyou!" Timmins screamed. "Leave her done.”
Susan gurgled.

"1 won't hurt her," Johnny said. "But I'm walking out of here with her in front of me. Y ou won't dare
shoot. Y ou go firgt, Timmins. Come on, move. Well follow you up the gairs.”

Timmins made alewd gesture. "1'm not budging. | know you, Hastings, you won't stand there and
granglethe girl. Sort of an impasse, huh?"

It was, and Johnny knew it. Timmins had called his bluff, and he stood there, helplesdy. Animpasse
for the moment, but unless Johnny could think of something, Timminswouldn't leave it that way long.

Timminstook a step toward them, the blaster raised. "1'm coming for you, Hastings. Why don't you
just leavethe girl done and sit down?I'll forget al about what you tried” Timminstook another step
forward.

Backing away, Johnny pulled Susan with him. Now what? Closer came Timmins, and Johnny found
himself backed into a corner. His hold on Susan was aloose one, athough he hoped it looked like he
was hdf-strangling the girl. Oneway or the other, it didn't matter. Timminswould havehim againina
moment. Then the girl had made agametry, he redlized hopelesdy, but it had cometo nothing.

And then Timmins had reached them, wrapping hisfree arm around the girl'swaist and tugging at her.
She screamed, "L et me go! Someonelet mego. You'll ripmein haf —*

Johnny got theidea. It was meant for him. Let her go....

Abruptly he released her, but Timmins continued pulling. She legped from Johnny's armslike an arrow
from abow-gtring, plummeting across the room. Timminswasin front of her, facing her, and sumbling
backward before her hurtling form — she was screaming and clawing at him dl thetime, asif shewere
hysterical — he collided with the far wall and landed in aheap on the floor.

Susan fdll on top of him, but she heard Johnny below, and wisely she got out of the way, rolling over
and over. She stopped rolling and turned in time to see Johnny cuffing Timmins quite soundly. It wasn't
much of afight. Soon Johnny climbed to hisfeet, the blaster in his hand. "We're getting out of here," he
sad.

"Damn you,” Timmins cried. "Escape, go ahead, escape! But leavethat girl done.”

Johnny found a coil of rope off in adarkened section of the basement. With this he bound Timmins
hands and foot, stuffing a handkerchief in the man's mouth for agag. Without saying anything, he ushered
Susan from the room.

And, once they were outside: "My gosh Susan, he dtill thinks you were on hisside.”

"Sure" shegmiled. "l couldn't hepit if when you let me go | happened tofal al over him. But let's get
out of here"

"Yeah," Johnny said. "It'salong way up the mountain.”
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"THISisthe ship," Suuki told them proudly.

They stood shivering on the higher dopes above the Chdice City, where now, even in summer, snow
and ice clung to the permanent zones of shadow between up thrust crags and pinnacles.

" till don't see how you got away," John Hastingstold his son. "It was aweek ago, but no oneredly
toldme."

"l guesswe didn't fee much like talking," Susan admitted. " She fooled them, pop. Y ou know that
part. Afterwards, well, it was along way up the mountain, and for atime it looked like we wouldn't make
it, especialy when we had to spend hoursin hiding because afleet of ‘copters camelooking for us.”
Johnny shook his head. "They have alot of power down therein the valey. And | don't think we've seen
thelagt of it."

"What do you mean?'

"1 mean that Bart Timminsis going to be good and angry. | mean that he'sgoing to yell and holler until
he brings the townspeople back up into the mountains, and then ther€'s going to be hell to pay.”

Suuki chuckled. "Wdl, you won't be here then."

"l don't likeit, Suuki. | don't like leaving dl of you like this, when anything islikely to happen. I'll be
gone along time, we can't tell how long, but if | stayed | might be able to help.”

"Anyone can do your work here," Suuki told him. "But what's one fighting man more or less? Y oull
be doing more important things."

Susan squeezed his hand impulsvely. ™Y es, Johnny. Think of it — you'll bethe first manto leavethe
Solar System behind you and head out for the stars!”

"Actudly,” Suuki continued, "it might turn out to be a hopeless quest. Whoever thefirst humanswere
who planted the seed for us herein the Solar System, now they could be anywhere. Provided they ill
exig. It'sas sensible to assume that some place in the long passage of time they faded away — or else
went so far you'll never be ableto find them.”

"Asitis— " thiswasthe dder John Hagtings" — you'll have amighty hard job on your hands, son.
The sky isfull of slars— | know it soundsfoolish saying it that way — but the sky isfull. We don't know
which one. We have no way to find out. It could be any one of them, or the whole thing might turn out to
be the greatest wild goose chase aman ever went on; you may find nothing out there but alot of empty
gpace and alot of bright stars.”

"Itisour hope" Suuki went on for him, "that it won't be as bad as dl that. If the old race planted the
seed for us here, it islogical to assume that they planted the same seed elsewhere. Theory hasit that
many stars— perhaps onein three— are gifted with planetary families. Very well, agood number of
those might have planets suitable for human habitation. It is our hope that on some of them the seed has
been planted, asit has been planted in our own Solar System. That way, you may have atrail to follow."

"Thefirst man to leave the Solar System,” Susan mused. "'l envy you, Johnny. How | wish | could go
dong—"

Suuki smiled at her. "Many people do. But no, child. Only onewill go. It worksin theory, but it may
not work infact a al, and wewill try it with onefirdt. If Johnny can accel erate to faster than light speed,



if he can find what we seek; if he can come back with hisreport, then there will hetimeto think of others
going. But not until then.”

The elder John Hastings frowned. " Are you trying to say it might he dangerous, Suuki? | would want
Johnny blagting off likethis, not if the odds are stacked againgt him....."

"l don't know. | smply do not know. In theory, it should not be dangerous. But one never knows
how the theory fitsthe fact.”

"Granted. But why Johnny? Why must he be the one?"

"Because | want to go, that'swhy! I'm your son, and you were the finder of the Chdlice. It'sonly right
that | go—"

"That's childish,” Suuki said. "Nevertheless, thereisagood reason, John, dthough it is not what
Johnny says. He has recently returned from the Chalice. He has seen it firsthand within the last few
weeks, and that's more than can be said for anyone else here. He must take that knowledge of the
Chalice out to the starswith him. No, thereis no need for debate here: 1 would say Johnny isthe man for
thejob."

And 0 it was agreed, but after atime John Hastings grinned ruefully. Y ou know, | kind of pictured
thefirgt interstellar ship as ahuge, deek thing which would make the modern planetary linerslook like
grubby midgets. Here it'sthe other way around.”

The ship was ahundred-footer, atwenty-five-year-old vessd, the hull of which wasliberadly sprinkled
with vacuum-paiches. It wasn't very imposing and it looked like it might be able to bumbleitsway along
through the void perhaps as far as Mars, provided full thrust were not employed. Instead, it would try to
reach thegtars....

"l admit it isno beauty," declared Suuki. "But it will run better than the gppearance indicates. We
couldn't afford anew ship, but we could afford anew engine: she has power, John. She should be able to
reach light speed in aday, and then there are arrangements for Johnny to deep, for, with the passing of
light speed, the ship should automatically shift into sub-space and then the acceleration will be
tremendous. | don't think Johnny will particularly enjoy hisride, but the ship should take him where he
wantsto go."

John Hastings nodded. "Then it istomorrow. Tomorrow at dawn. Well, son, you'd better get ong
home and have agood mea and anight's deep. | have ahunch you'll need both.”

Johnny stood in the airlock asthefirst rose-tints of dawn caressed the eastern peaks, promising afine
day. During the night they had crammed the small ship with supplies, with food, with clothing for al types
of climate, with records describing man's achievements herein the Solar Systemn, with an arsend of
wegpons and ammunition — "just in case’, as Suuki had explained.

"Well —" Johnny said, clearing histhroat. He fet an unfamiliar thumping in his chest, awild beating of
his heart. He was on the brink of infinity and he knew it.

"Good luck," someone said, and then the whole crowd of them were roaring, "Good luck, good
luck...."

Suuki took his hand and pumped it up and down vigoroudly, and then his mother came and kissed him
soundly on the cheek. "Johnny," she said softly, "be careful.” Likethat, only like thet, like she might have
said it when he was akid and when he was going out into the rain and did not want to wear his



overshoes. But tears threatened to overflow the corners of her eyes.

Hisfather waslagt. "Y ou're going out there for the Children, Johnny. They'll be waiting and hoping
and — hdll, | never was any good at speeches. Find what we're looking for, son. Find it because we
need it more than anyone ever needed anything." And then they were shaking hands, and John Hastings
thumped his son's back and stepped away.

Stll Johnny stood there in the airlock, unmoving.

"What's the matter?' Suuki demanded. Y ou do understand the piloting ingtructions | gave you — "
"It isn't anything like that. | thought Susan would be here to say goodbye, that'sdl."

Ellen Hastings turned to her husband, laughing. "1 believe Johnny has a crush on that girl."

"Maybe. Can't say | blame him. She's brave and she's beauttiful. If | were twenty years younger — "
"Oh, you!"

"Serioudy, Ellen, if shesnot here, she's not. Every minute Johnny waits givesthe villagers more time
to get organized. If they come busting up here and spot the starship, maybe it won't take off at dl."

He hadn't spoken in any whisper, and Johnny heard him. "All right. | thought I'd wait aminute, but I'll
go. Tdl Susan goodbye for me. Tl her I'll bring back some souvenirsfrom the sars.”

And thelock clanged shut behind him.

Lessthan five minutes | ater, the ship soared skyward on afiery, incandescent pillar. Onceit cleared
the highest pesks, it vanished in lesstime than it takesaman to blink hiseyes.

Fascinated, Johnny watched the speed indicator. Acceleration gripped and held him, but it wasn't too
painful. It would becomeintolerable, if and when the ship reached light-speed, but by then aharmless
deeping-gaswould fill the cabin and put him into adeep deep until al acceleration had ceased.

He watched the needle climb. Ten thousand miles per second, then twenty, whichwas asfast asa
human had ever before travelled. Thirty thousand miles per second. Like a bloated white snowbal, the
moon dipped by off to hisleft. Forty thousand miles per second ...

"Johnny! Johnny, it'sbeginning to hurt alittle—"

Startled, he turned around. Susan Bentley stumbled toward him from the entrance to the
pile-chamber. Acceleration tried to hold her back, but she plodded grimly forward and soon she sat
down at hisfeet.

"Hdlo, Johnny."
"Susan! How on Earth—"
"Not on Earth, Johnny. In space. I'm here.”

"| can seethat. Y ou crazy kid! This could be dangerous, because if Suuki'swrong well never liveto
seetrandight speed.”

"They said it was dangerous when | went down into Paseo Diablo to rescue you. But | madeit and |
got you, Johnny. | wanted to come with you thistime— | had to come with you.”



Johnny shook hishead. "Nutsto that. Thisisno place for awoman, Susan. So I'm going to turn this
crate around and set you down at the city beforeit'stoo late.” Tight-lipped, he began fingering the
controls.

Quite suddenly, Susan was upon him, clawing at his hands, pulling him away from the control board.
"l want to go, Johnny!"

Momentarily surprised by her ondaught, he was thrown to the floor, and Susan came down with him.,
She landed on top and he tried to squirm away and back to the controls, for he knew the ship neared
light-speed now and once they reached it Suuki's gas would put them to deep and there would be no
turning back. But the girl held him there because she fought with acceleration on her sde, pinning him to
the floor with her weight. Since the ship rocketed straight up, acceleration pulled everything to the floor,
and with four gravitiestugging at them, Susan's hundred and ten pounds became more like half aton.

"Get off me, you crazy fool! Inaminute or twoit'll betoo late.”

"That'swhat | want. Hah — try and stop me. | said I'm going with you, Johnny."
"Ligen—"

"Don't arguewith me. I'm going, that's al.”

"Okay. Okay, | can't do anything about it now, but after we pass trandight, you're going to get the
gpanking of your —"

"Very funny. Look who'staking!" Susan straddled him and her hands were planted firmly on his
shoulders. Actually, that was so much theetrics and she probably knew it: she didn't have to wrestle with
him, for the dead weight aone was sufficient to hold him down. A sack of grain, under four gravities,
would have been equally effective. "Look who'staking," she said again. "Careful | don't do the

gpanking!”
Rage boiled up in Johnny. ™Y ou gawky little pip-squesk — "
"Temper...." Susan waslaughing.
"So you think it'sfunny?Y ou think — "

And then he said no more. Something clicked loudly above them, and a sweetish odor assailed their
nogtrils. "That must mean we're reaching light-speed,” Susan told him cheerfully. She yawned broadly.
"Umm-mm. Getting deepy.”

"That'sthe gas"
"Very deegpy. Johnny? Johnny, I'm afraid.”

And that, he knew, was just like agirl. She had hidden aboard ship, fought for her right to stay. Now,
all at once, shewas afraid. She craved protection because he was a man and she was awoman. Almos,
it was funny. He had tried to picture what it would be like, crossing the trandight barrier. Alone at the
controls, with acceleration racking every fibre of his body, watching the needle climb dowly, dowly....
only it didn't turn out that way at al. He lay stretched out on the floor with agirl who temporarily weighed
haf aton holding him down, whimpering for his protection.

"Nuts," Johnny said in avery smdl voice. And then the sweet odor increased. In another moment, he
was fast adeep.



Sometime later, be got to hisfeet. Susan had managed to roll over on the floor, and she was
sretched out, still deeping, ayard away. He checked her pulse, found it normal, then staggered to the
controls. Hewastired, infinitely tired, and that probably confirmed Suuki's theory. All the way down to
the atomic level, the cdlls of hisbody had been crushed, but — again on the atomic level — they had
been recreated ingantly, each atom as an individud unit. Hence the Chalice loomed larger than ever
before: it hedled men and it maintained their health, it made women beautiful and men handsome, buit it
was aso around-trip ticket to the stars.

The sub-light needle strained meaninglesdy at the right side of itsdid, but the second speed-gauge
was functioning, its needle hovering near the number eighty.

Eighty! In asense, it was meaningless. Eighty — eighty times faster than nature'slaggard light! Or —
the figures swam in his head — eighty times 186,000 miles per second. That meant they hurtled through
thevoid at a speed approaching fifteen million milesasecond. In ordinary space, of course, that would
have been impossible. Einstein was no dodo, Eingtein knew what he was talking about. But his universal
field theory was not so universa after dl; he had neglected sub-space dtogether. No, it wasn't impossible
to surpass the speed of light short of attaining infinite mass, you merely switched, quite autométically,
from space to sub-space. And there, in a universe which contained neither stars nor space aswe know it,
the old laws did not apply.

"1'm hungry, Johnny."

"Huh? Oh, you're awake. Me, | guess I'm hungry too, but when you're busy with something ese, it
takes awoman to remind you of that.”

"Well, aren't you going to do something about it?*

Johnny smiled. "The hell | will. It was your ideato tag aong, and now that you're hereI'd like to get
some use out of you."

II&?I
" S0 scurry on back to the galley and fix something. Come on, scat.”

Susan departed.

And soon afterwards, a pleasant odor drifted into the control room. A loud metallic clanging followed
it as Susan banged lustily on apot. "Soup'son,” she cried.

Although he knew hisway in the ship's cramped interior, Johnny's nose led him to the galey. Susan
had done wonders. From the ship's frozen stores she had whipped together a cocktail, soup, steak and
al the trimmings. Johnny said nothing. He sat down and was busy egting for the next twenty minutes.

Finaly he stood up, patting his somach gratefully. "Delectable,” he said.
"Youredly liked it?I'm glad."
"Youredl right, Susan.”

"Hah'. | might have known. Put agood medl inside him and aman will be your friend for life. A while
ago, you wanted to spank me."

"You deserved it. But | figure now that we're in this together, we might as well cooperate.”

"1 might aswell cook, you mean. Johnny Hastings, you're nothing but a-a gourmet! And | don't mean



that as acompliment. Tel you what, though. I'm willing to bury the hatchet. Shake?' And Susan stuck out
her hand.

"You'rewilling? | likethat." Heignored her hand. "Wdll, okay, but well do it my way."
"How'sthat?"

He stepped inside the out-thrust arm and pushed it down at her sde. He kissed her. He'd only meant
it to be afriendly little peck, and he thought they'd both get alaugh out of it, but he found himsdlf pulling
her closg, letting hislipslinger on her warm red ones. Then on her cheek, her throat....

"\bhnr]y— n

"I'm sorry," he said. He pulled away, stood off at a distance regarding her. "1 shouldn't have done
thet."

"l didn't say | minded.”

"No, that's not it. Listen, kid. We're done. God knows we're more aone than two people ever were.
Maybe the odds against ever getting back are tremendous, | don't know. But well haveto act likewe
expect to return, and — wel, we might find oursalves doing something well regret later.”

Susan scowled. "Not only are you agourmet, you're— you're a Victorian too. Y ou're the most
exagperating—"

"Stop it Don't you see, | liked that kiss. I liked it too much, that's the trouble. | would have liked — "
"Isthereany law againg it?"
"No. But | — Susan, | think I'm fdling inlove with you...." Hisvoicetrailed off lamdly.

"My gosh! Don' say it like you're gpologizing. Johnny, Johnny, don't you see, just because we're
stuck out here doesn't mean we can't act like an ordinary man and an ordinary woman. Theré's no reason
to chest ourselves, especidly snce we may never get back.”

"We can't be sure. Maybeit's the situation were in. Maybe — we hardly know each other.”

"So, dl right. Will it help if | blush every night? Why don't you use your head? Why do you think |
went down to Paseo Diablo like | did? Partly for anided, sure. I'll admit that. Only there was more,
Johnny. Therewasyou."

"We only saw each other for afew moments before that, but, well, you hear of thingslike that
happening. And there were those days at the Chalice City, before we took this ship up”

"Stop trying to rationdize it or you'll spoil everything. Please.”

"Okay. But let me think." Without waiting for an answer, he crossed to the port and looked outside.
There was nothing. Utterly and completely nothing. A complete absence of anything. Just the total
blackness, that and nothing more. And because everything outside was dark, perception disappeared. It
was almost asif someone had painted the port.

Soon, they fell into aroutine. They ate three times during their arbitrary day period, and then they
dept — Susan in the small bedroom, Johnny in the control room. He did not try to kiss her again, but at
times her nearness made him giddy with desire. Often when she wasn't |ooking he would follow her every
move with his eyes, and he might have felt better had he known she did the same thing with him.



And then one day, some three weeks after they had started, they heard again the loud clicking sound
and Johnny thought he even heard Suuki's gas hissing in from some unknown vent. " That meanswe're
decderating,” Johnny explained. "We're nearing our first goal, Susan, which happensto bethe star Alpha
Centauri. We're about to dow down to light speed and less, and deceleration can be just asbad as
acceleration.” Heyawned. "Hey, I'm getting deepy.”

“Will wefind anything, Johnny?"

He shrugged, strapping Susan into one of the accel eration hammocks and climbing into the spare
himsdf. "That'sagood question. | wish, well, | wish we clear atmosphere over some nice Centaurian
planet and find acivilization of thefirst humanswaiting for us. | guess that's too much to ask."

"Umm-mm." Susan was drifting off to deep.

Perhaps, Johnny thought as he eased off into dumber, they've planted humans al over the gaaxy.
Whoever they are....

Alpha Centauri was a star of about the sun's size, but it belonged to adouble-gtar system, and the
companion, Proxima Centauri, turned out to be much smaller and fainter. When Johnny awoke he found
they were back in normal space again, found that it was wonderful to see the familiar speckled vault of
gars outside. And he gave vent to a primitive warwhoop when he saw that Alpha Centauri had a planet!

Only one, or so0 it seemed, here across an unthinkable gulf from the Solar System. Almost
four-and-a-half light years, and still Centuari was the closest star. Johnny looked, saw Susan still dept.
Chuckling, he decided to land on the planet before she awakened.

Hereached it, circled it in atight, low orbit — retrograde. That way, the planet's rotation would serve
asabrake, and did. Presently Johnny was able to take the ship down through a dense white atmosphere
which hid the surface features entirely. They came out of the billowing cloud masses abruptly, and Johnny
could hardly suppressamoan. Hat gray rock stretched off to the horizon in dl directions, broken only
occasiondly by bleak, jagged peaks which rose amost straight up and werelost in the lowest layer of
clouds. Nothing moved, and there was no green which might indicate plant-life. Wearily, Johnny set the
ship down with adight bump, sufficient to avaken Susan.

"Good morning." She stretched languidly.
"Shh! I'm testing.”
"Whet for?"

"Everything. Gravity, dengty of atmosphere, gasses present. Temperature. Stuff like that. Be finished
inaminute”

Hewas, too. But al he did after that was scratch his head.
"What's the matter."

"l don't understand it. Gravity iswithin three percent of Earth-normal. Density of atmosphere, the
same. Theresalittle over twenty-two percent oxygen in the air, which is close enough. For the rest,
nitrogen, alittle krypton and xenon. There'swater vapor, too, but very little carbon dioxide. The
temperature'sfine, seventy degrees Fahrenheit. | don't understand.”

"What?Y ou mean the coincidence, this planet being so like Earth?”



"l don't mean that at al."

"Well, | think it'sgood. It meanswell find the life were seeking and — what? Y ou don't mean that?
Then what do you mean?"

"l mean that theré'sno life. Take alook."
Shedid, and it made her shudder. "1've never seen anything so— so dead looking.”
"Well, we might aswell put somelifeinto it, kid. Let's hop outside and stretch our legs, anyway."

They did, and found that there was no wind. The air had astrange, flat smell, but it certainly was
breathable. After afew moments, it even begantorain, in big, splattering drops.

"Everything for lifeishere)" Johnny said. "Except life"

"What's 0 strange about that? If you're religious, you say God created the world, and life onit. Well,
from that point of view, Hes not going to create lifejust al over. Or, if you're not religious, you say thet a
happy combination of accidentsis necessary to get life started. | once read someplace that the odds
againg those accidents al happening together — even if the climate and everything e seisright, likethis
— aretremendous.”

Johnny nodded. "1 guess you have something there. Whatever the vital spark was, it missed out here.
Maybe some day it will come. Maybe — hey! Maybe were bringing it. There's bacteriadl over us, there
awaysis. If some of them Stay here after we leave, and if they can survive by eating one another and then
multiply too — maybe we started something. And that could be the answer to what happened on Earth,
abillion years ago. If some explorer from the stars came down and left some bacteria behind him as he
inevitably would, well, thereés your early Earth-life. That's how it began.”

Susan darted to say something, but Johnny interrupted her: "Wait, I'm not finished. Remember | told
you | wanted to think about something?"

"Yes. | remember.” Shelooked glum.

"Well, | thought about it and, hell, thisisas good aplacefor it asany. Maybeit will bring somelifeto
this baren dab of aplanet.”

"For what? What will?"
"A mariage ceremony.”
"Whet! Oh Johnny, Johnny —*

Hetook her in hisarmsand held her that way along time, stroking her hair and kissing her. "I love
you, kid. I — | want you to marry me."

"Marry you? How can we do that? Y ou said something about a ceremony...."
"Suredid. It'sgoing to be perfectly legd."
"l love you too, Johnny Hastings, but you're crazy."

"Think s0? Wewon't have any witnesses, but well have everything ese. Y ou know what this place
needs, Susan? It needs a politician — something — | know, amayor. And there's a electorate of two,
you and me. | nominate Johnny Hastings."



Susanwasgiggling. "I — | think | understand. Y ou're goofy. But dl right, | second the motion.”
"Let'svote. My voteisfor Hastings. Good man.”
"Soismine" Susanwasdill giggling.

Johnny cleared histhroat, spokein adeep voice. "Asmayor of thisthis— ah, city, | havethelega
right to marry people. Do you two want to be married?" And then, in anorma voice: "Sure do.”

"Oh, yes. Yes, yes" said Susan.

"In that case— " Johnny's mayor's voice again " — with the power invested in me by the eectorate
of thiscity, with the— oh, hell, Susan, | forget how it goes."

"I never knew."

"Wdll, then well haveto cut it short. Do you, Johnny Hastings, take thiswoman to be your lawful
wedded wife, to have and to hold, to love, honor, and protect, through sickness and in hedlth, till death
do you part?' He cleared histhroat, then said: "I do."

Another pause. "And do you, Susan Bentley, take this man to be your lawful wedded husband, to
have and to hold, to love, honor, and obey, through sickness and in hedlth, till desth do you part?"

"Well," Susan laughed, "I dont like that obey part.”
Johnny kissed her. "Do you?"
"Oh,yes. | do,1 do—"

"With the power invested in me and harumph and so forth, | now pronounce you — us— man and
wife"
They kissed.

Il‘mnw?l
"What?'

"| thought it would be slly. It wasalittle, maybe, but | liked it like that. We had our ceremony and
we're redly married. No one can take that away from us. It's much better than if we had — "

"Y ou know," Johnny cut her short, "1 think thisis one hell of alousy place for ahoneymoon. Why
don't we get back ingde the ship and start off again? Then, after we reach subspace, welll celebrate.”

Susan grinned. "l obey, oh lord and master, just like the mayor said.”

"Then come on." He took her hand and together they entered the spaceship. After blast-off, Johnny
felt good. He felt wonderful, and even, very much married. But something kept gnawing at the back of his
mind, and he did not likeit at dl. If Alpha Centauri had been any indication of what they might find,
perhaps they had set out upon awild goose chase after dl. And this planet had dl theingredientsin

perfect proportion — except life.

They had to find something! The Children of the Chdlice depended on them. They had to find
something and return with it before it wastoo late.... And then the deeping gas came, and their return to
sub-space. After that, Johnny stared out for amoment at the utter blackness. They were done, more



aonethan any man and woman ever had been before. Wdll, that was the way a honeymoon should be.
Knifing at unthinkable speed through the deep void of sub-space, Johnny took his new wifeinto hisarms.

5

THE DAY S became weeks, and the weeks sped by and were months. Earth was forgotten; amogt, it
was asif Earth had never been. They streaked in and out of sub-space — seeking, seeking. Time did not
matter, for there was something timeless about the black, shoreless ocean of space with its myriad bright,
flashing stars, its spinning, whirling, seething nebulae, its dense black clouds of cosmic dust, its occasiona
novapulsng into brief glory.

Nowhere waslife. They sought it on the swollen planets of blue-white giant stars, sought it again on
theworlds of atriple-star system where the sky had asun of orange and one of green and one of somber
red. But the rocky barrens became legion, the harsh methane atmospheres mocked them, the frozen
ice-worlds made them depart, shuddering.

Nowhere was life— until, one day, they found it. A lush green world swam in the port asthey
cleared sub-space and, trembling, Johnny set their frail ship down upon it. The jungle was dank and
steaming with huge, fern-like trees arching overhead to form an impossible canopy five-hundred feet up in
the sultry air. And the air, the air was noisy with the sounds of life. Every faint stirring of wind brought
those sounds, sometimes far away and sometimes close.

"Maybe," said Johnny, and "maybe...."

But there was no sentience. A young world and awild one, the planet would not know intelligent life
for another hdlf billion years, if at dl. Wearily, they climbed back into their ship and Susan said, "We have
each other.”

But they had ahome, too, back there dong the dim, distant startrails, and Johnny told her that. "And
our people,” he said softly. "They're waiting and hoping. Don't you see, Susan, we can't return
empty-handed. Somewhere in the galaxy iswhat we seek, and we can only keep right on seeking until
wefindit"

"But there are so many stars! We could spend alifetime, ten lifetimes, looking— and find nothing.”

"l know it. I know that, Susan. But look: for along time we went and we thought therewas no life
anywhere, except in the Solar System. Today we found life, and tomorrow, who knows?"

"Well gick toiit, of course. I'm sorry | said that, but | guess I'm just depressed — "
"Wdll, let'scongder it logically. Just where have we been?’

"Umm-mm. There's Centauri and Fomalhaut — "

"And Procyon and Deneb and Wolfe's Star —"

"And Antares, Sirius, Capdlla, Vegaand Achernar. So many, Johnny. So many!"

Johnny smiled wanly. "Were il closeto the Solar System, dthough were amillion times further than
any man has ever been. There are more stars without names than those—*



"Dont, Johnny! Y ou makeit sound impossible.”

"l didn't mean it that way. What | meant wasthis:. first well haveto look at the known stars, and that
dill leavesusalot. Let'stake out the star charts.”

Susan brought the charts forward and spread them out on atable. "Okay," Johnny said, pointing. "We
gill haveto go here, and here— "

Susan copied the names on a piece of scratch paper. Names that the ancient peoples of Earth had
given the starsfor one reason or another. Fanciful names and romantic. But hopel ess names?

"Then hereésthe way it is, Johnny. Before we start getting worried, welll haveto visit Arcturus and
Tau Ceti —"

"Sure, and Rigd, Altair and Betelgeuse. The sky isfull of stars, kid, so stop worrying. Theres ill
Canopus, Spica, Pallux, Regulus— hdll, | could goon dl day."

"Dont."

"All right, pick some namesyou like. It'shit or miss, it'sgot be that way."
"Well, | likethe sound of Regulus.”

"Suitsme," Johnny said cheerfully, garting to triangulate the position.
"And then Betelgeuse. Hah, | never knew how, to pronounce that."

"Dont try. If there are natives, they'll call it something else, anyway. They'd probably cal it something
that means'sun’ in their own language, just like they'd call their planet something that means 'earth’ or
‘world' or maybe 'home—"

"If that isn't just like you.... We haven't found anything more intelligent than a crocodile yet, but you're
dready giving alanguage to some unknown intelligence!

"Regulusitis" said Johnny, "and then Betedlgeuse. Incidentally, | dways pronounced it likethe first half
of betelnut and the plural of goose, but | wouldn't bet onit. Well, herewe go.”

"And after those two, try Canopus.”

"You bet," said Johnny. "Weve got dl thetimein theworld." He was smiling and hiswords wereflip,
but when acceleration gripped them, he didn't fed so cheerful. The sky wasfull of stars, dl right, and he
learned that more every day ...

Regulus had not even bothered giving birth to planets. It hung in space, an exilein the bleak marches
of infinity, blue and hot and very much done. They cleared sub-space long enough to find that out, long
enough to see the blue orb spewing its energy out to an empty void. It was amonth later. A month gone
for nothing.

"Fveof them," said Susan. "Five months."

Second on their list, Betelgeuse had a great family of planets, but the Sar itsalf wasred, old, feeble.
None of the sixteen planets could support life. All weretoo far from the primary, al too cold, al had seen
their good years perhaps abillion years before the coming of man. Garbed in their cumbersome
gpacesLits, they poked around some incredibly ancient ruins on the eleventh planet. But mostly, the ruins
had crumbled into dust and what was | eft told them nothing except that the ancient race had not been



human. Every thing was built on ascaletoo smal and the air contained thick traces of ammoniagas,
ayway.

Back in their ship, Johnny lit acigarette. They had no worry about food and their air automatically
renewed itsdlf, but such luxury items as cigarettes were fast disappearing and now be nursed this one
aong until it was hardly more than a glowing ember. "And for now," he said, "that leaves us Canopus.”

"The names are dl running together, Johnny. It'shopdess—"
Hewent on asif she hadn't spoken. "Canopusisavery unusua sar."

"Yes?Why? They're dl the same. Oh, the color isdifferent, but they're dl the same because none of
them have what we're looking for." Susan began to whimper, softly, but each small sob racked her body.

Johnny placed his hand on her shoulder, but she tensed avay from it. He tried to kiss her, found her
face averted. She was laughing and crying, holding her head in her hands and not looking a him.

"Out of it, Susan! Snap out of it!"

He hit her, ahard dap which left an angry red imprint on her cheek. And after that her crying became
norma and shelet her head fal againgt his chest and used histunic to wipe away her tears.

"I'm sorry — " hesaid.
"No. Y ou had to do that. It helped, Johnny. | — | guess| was amost hysterical, but we're so done....
"Why don't you get some deep? We can tak about Canopusin the morning.”

"No. Every hour counts. Who can say what's happening to the Children now, after half ayear? What
did you want to say about Canopus?’

Helit one of the scarce cigarettes and gave it to her, watching as she blew smoke gratefully at the
caling. "Wéll, for onething, it'sbig. It'sthe brightest star in this entire section of the galaxy. It'seven
bright from Earth, and that's sx hundred and fifty light yearsaway. It'sclassisfour, kid, which meansit's
awhite giant. If there are any planets potentiadly suitable for life, they'd have to be in the neighbor hood of
abillion milesor morefromtheir sun.”

"What aplaceto get asunburn!" Susan said, and laughed. The hysteriawhich had gripped her
moments before was gone completely, and that was one thing Johnny had to learn about hiswife: her
moods knew more variations than achameleon. And that did not mean, he also learned, that there was
anything shalow about her. She smply had many facets, and each one, like the facet of agood gem, had
itsinner depths.

And, weeks later: "Thereit is Susan.”

For along time the girl stared from the port, stared into the inky depths of space outside. A star could
be bright — it could be the brightest star in this entire sector of the galaxy, as, indeed, Canopus was—
and ill, space around it seemed very black and very cold.

Canopus shone brilliantly ahead of them asthey surged forward on their regular space-drive. And
something, atiny spark, gleamed off to the | eft.

"Johnny — 7'

"Yes," hecried. "Yes, it'saplanet”



And they swept in toward it.

But it wasn't aplanet, not redlly. It had adiameter of one thousand miles. It was al asolid white color
— not gleaming, not dull — just white. And the surface wasflat, utterly devoid of physica fegtures. Like
the black asteroid which held the Chdice!

They came down for alanding, heard the atmosphere shrieking around them outside. The world was
athousand times bigger than the black asteroid, but till it was not large enough to hold an atmosphere
for long— unless, like the Black Agteroid, the wholething was artificid ...

"The atmosphereis perfect,” Johnny said, haf an hour after they had landed. "Oh, it's not exactly like
Earth's, but it's close enough so you couldn't tell the difference just by breathing it"

Susan was busy with some ingtruments, too, and shetold him: "Ditto on the gravity! The dightest
fraction stronger than Earth-norm, but not enough so we'd notice it. The temperature's alittle hot, ninety
degrees Fahrenheit”

"Y ou can thank Canopusfor that."

"What's the difference? We can stand it. But you've been using the biO-scanner, Johnny. Isthere any

"Life? What do you think? This planet lookslike ahunk of chalk. No, theair's clean of spores of
bacteria or anything ese. No life here, Susan.”

"Then, then Canopusis no good ether?| redly thought thistime wed find something.”" Susan smiled
wanly.

"] didn't say it was no good. | said thereésno life here. Maybe it doesn't matter. I'll tell you this, kid:
theplaceisartificid "

"Man-made?"'

"l dunno. Someone madeit It's too round and too flat and thered have to be aforce-fiedld holding in
the atmosphere and increasing the pull of gravity, too. Now, if it'sartificial, someone made it for areason.
Suppose we go outside and find out why."

"Okay, but just you wait. I'm not going out into that ninety-degree oven wearing thisjumper.” And
Susan was busy exploring in their clothing locker. "Hey," she called after atime, "thereés nothing in here
that agirl canwear."

Johnny laughed. "What did you expect? No one invited you aong, honey."

"Oh yeah? Then you asked for it." There was arustling, and then Susan stepped back into the cabin.
Johnny whistled. "Y ou're going that way?"

"Sure. It'shot outside, and you're my husband, aren't you? Let'sgo."

Smiling, Johnny stripped down to his trousers, buckled ablaster around hiswaist, put fresh clips of
ammunitionin al hispockets. "Y ou never know," he said. "We'reliableto find anything, and thisisjustin
cae."

Susan beganto giggle.



"What's so funny?"

"Nothing. Oh, nothing, really. It'sonly that — well, it'sexactly like the old storiesyou read. You'rea
man, and you're going outside armed to the teeth, complete with space-boots and leatheroid trousers.
Me, I'm awoman, and I've seen adozen magazine covers— well, maybe the women really would go
likeme™

Laughing, they joined hands and stepped into the airlock.
6

IT WAS hot, and quite dry. They felt the dryness at once, far worse than the heat. In amatter of
hours, Johnny knew, it would parch their skin and crack their lips. Already, his eyes had begun to smart.
They maintained apleasant level of moisture within the ship, synthesizing water from compressed
hydrogen and oxygen tanks, but the dry hegat which swept over them now would make the Saharafed
likeadank, sultry jungle.

"Well," Susan shrugged doubtfully, "what do welook for?1 don't see anything, Johnny."

"No, but if they put thisartificid planet here, it was for areason. See? Look at that ground, it's
atificid, dl right. There's not afault, acrack — nothing."

"Welcometo Cyberworld!"

"Susa?'

"Hunh? What's Cyberworld?’

"That'swhat | wanted to ask you. Didn't you say — "

"l didn't say anything. But you said, "Welcome to Cyber world.' Though, cometo thank of it, it didn't
sound like your voice. In fact, it didn't sound like any voice. It just made noise kind of inside my head.”

"Welcome to Cyberworld. Respond, respond!”
"Johnny, I'm afraid!”

Something was speaking. Not aloud, but within their heads. If Susan hadn't heard it too, Johnny
might have thought he was going off hisrocker. But the voice which was not avoice a al spoke to both
of them. And what had it said — respond....

"Thank you for your welcome," Johnny said aoud, feeling foolish, Susan was trembling despite the
heat, and he draped hisarm around her bare shoulder. He looked around them, saw nothing but the
even, chaky expanse of whiteness. He began to swest, and it wasn't the heat alone.

"Ask me questions, please." The whisper which came within his head suddenly was dmost plaintive.
"Ask me questions. Anything."

"Johnny, | heard it again
"Shht All right, who areyou?"

"l amnoone"



Slence
"Then what areyou?’

"Ahh, that is better." Sihilant, metalic, eager, the voice spoke within his head. Susan's eyes were open
wide and she cocked an ear asif she were listening to something. She heard it too, and that made Johnny
fed better.

"That is much better, for | am amachine and hence the answer to your first question had to be a
negative one. More particularly, I am acybernetics machine."

"Where areyou?' Johnny ill felt foolish.
"l am here. Everywhere. | am the world under your feet. | am this planet.”
"All of it?'

"Yes, dl of it. | am amemory vault and alimited form of sentience which dumbers until human
presenceisfdt.”

"Yeah?' Trust Susan to get cocky when shewas afraid! " Then what triggered you of f?"

"Y ou did. The human brain emits e ectro magnetic wavel engths dong a certain frequencey. They
waken me, and | answer questions.”

"How do you spesk in our language?' Johnny demanded. "None of our people constructed this
place”

"I gpeak no language. | speak dl languages. The medium istelepathy, and your brain doesthe
trandating. Although | know enough about you to speak your language doud if | desired. Y ou are of the
planet Earth, of the star Sol. Y ou are John Hastings, Jr., and thefemadeis Susan Bentley."

"Susan Hagtingd" Susan waliled.
"Bentley-Hastings," the machine compromised. "It does not matter. Ask me questions.”

Johnny chuckled softly. After the novelty wore off, it began to grow amusing. The machine had aone
track mind, provided machines had minds. Ask it questions....

"Why do you dways say that?' Johnny wanted to know. "Simple. | was congtructed to answer
questions. My memory vaultsfill theinterior of this globe completely, and literdly, | can answer anything.
Try me"

"How old areyou?"
"Umm-mm, fivemillions of your years."
"Fvemillion!"

"Certainly. I'm no youngster." The unheard metdlic voice which yet gave the strong suggestion of
shilancy now sounded casud, dmogt friendly.

It made Susan blush and attempt to cover hersalf salf-conscioudy with her arms. Do you think he —
he can seeme?| mean, theway | am.... "



Johnny smiled, enjoying himself. "I didn't tell you to come out that way. But serioudly, you can forget
about it. Who said anything about ahe? It'sanit.”

"Wdl, | don't likeit," Susan persasted. "Ask whatever you want Johnny, but then let's get out of here."

"Suits me. Who put you here— five millions years ago?' The reply came a once, and Johnny
somehow could picture theimpossibly vast memory vaults beneath hisfeet shuffling and reshuffling
through amaze of indexed information. "Thefirg humans, naturaly. It was after they had developed the
powers of regeneration and after they had broken out into deep space. They stopped herefirst and
congtructed a planet. Thisplanet. Me. This planet which circles Canopus oncein every — "

"Never mind. Why did they build you?'

"Elementary. | am here precisely because such as you might come. However, you arefirst. The very
firgtin five million years. An age ago, the first humansjourneyed out into space with aplan. Perhapsit
was anoble plan, but that is not my province. They were the Lords of Creation and they knew it. Their
plan was adream — to spread their seed acrossthe galaxy. Thisthey did, and returned. Naturally,
suitable planets were limited. Y our Earthisone, Marsand Venusin your Solar System, others. All told,
there are three hundred and seventy-five. Would you like to see some of them?”

"Would wel" Johnny cried. ™Y ou bet wewould.”

Therewas a sllence and then Johnny — saw. He didn't know how, but he saw. The picture camein
his brain only, for when he shut his eyes he could see it quite clearly. Three-dimensiona colored, vibrantly
dive

The metallic voice droned. "Thisisthe planet Glehnaof the star Spurl. Y ou will observethat — "

But he paid the voice no attention. It wasn't necessary. The sun was orange, a deep, mellow orange.
The fields were lush, but purple, not green. Men and women worked in them, big, strong men, comely
women, naked but for loin cloths.

"They are primitive on Glehna," said the voice. "Their machine age lies some three thousand years
ahead of them, but they are ahappy people. Next, you see Lulaim, of the star Li. Here the people are
not so happy.”

A somber landscape, thrusting naked crags up at aheavy, black-laden sky. A blue sun, but far away,
showing briefly through arent in the clouds. It was cold. Johnny could al most fed the cold, and because
he could see the picturein hishead and not in his eyes, he saw a so that Susan was shivering. Then she
saw it too....

"The environment is not idedl for man,”" said the machine. "Man can barely scratch out an existence,
and soitisentirdy possible that on Lulaim men shal dways be barbaric. Y ou will notice, by the name of
their planet, the softness of their language. A reaction to the harsh environment — "

The picture wavered, flickered asthe voice trailed off. Another took its place. The depths of space
— acrude, rocket driven spaceship in the background, men spewing from its port, helmeted,
space-suited, rockets strapped to their shoulders. With the reckless grace of practiced mayhem, they
boarded another ship. Of their number, many died, but others there were who reached the second ship,
blasted their way within, fought and died for some nameless cause. Johnny thought he saw a skull and
crosshones emblazoned on one man's arm before the arm and the man disappeared in aflare of
radioactivity.



"These are the people of Shilot,” the machine purred. "A crude form of interplanetary travel istheirs,
but they fight senselesdy among themselves. They will never reach the ars.”

Again the picture wavered, disappeared.

And there were others. After awhile, Johnny lost track of them. The civilizations pictured varied; some
were hardly civilizations at dl, others had developed to aremarkably high degree. But not one of them
had yet reached up for the stars.

"All right," Johnny snapped. He could have watched al day, looking at the great pageant of a
humanity which was spread out thinly across the incredible reaches of the galaxy. But the machine had no
intention of hurrying, apparently, and Johnny couldn't merely stand there watching. "All right But it seems
peculiar. Arewe of Earth the most highly advanced of al the human cultures?’

"No onetold you that, John Hastings, Jr. There have been others, according to my records, athough
none of them have ever come here. Naturdly, when they devel oped sartravel they aso found ther
Chdices. One planted, in each case, in some remote past of the particular star system. Observe —"

The world he saw now was dark and dead, but it glowed. There was something unwhol esome about
that glow, theway it pulsed from horizon to horizon, flickering, brightly and obscuring the red sun. There
were cities, or what had been cities—-crumbled and falen into ruin. Not very long ago, it seemed.
Nowhere waslife.

"They found the Chdice," the voice droned. "And because they could not al useit, war resulted. It
was adeadly war, fought with radioactive weapons, and, as you can see, the planet isaradioactive
corpse, festering forever inthevoid.

"Again, the same thing happened over and over." Asthe voice continued, the picture faded, another
onetaking its place dmogt at once. "Thisis Karnok, of the sun Karnokkay. Here they are ageneration
behind, but the resultswill beidenticd intime."

The city thrummed with activity, a bustling, busy metropolisthe size of New Y ork. It had been agrest
port once, for Johnny could see the massive quays protruding out into an inlet of some nameless ocean.
But the waters of that ocean glowed dully, dangeroudy. Radioactivity once more? Johnny couldn't tell,
but not one ship plied those waters.

Something stresked in over the city from the south, ahurtling thing dl slver and glassin the bright
sunlight. It hovered over the city, and something else, smaller, winged down from itssiivery belly. A few
moments later afiery mushroom errupted from the Streets of the city, and when, after what must have
been along time, it was carried away by the winds, the city was dead....

"They fight for their Chalice. One nation hasit, the other wantsit. The war will engulf bothin
degtruction.”

"That couldn't happen on Earth,” Susan said. But it sounded more like aquestion. "After al, we don't
have nations. We have one world state, and it's a democratic one."

"Sure, but there are pressure groups. Y ou saw them for yourself. And what about the way the
Children are treated? Civil War could mean the same thing, but — "

Said the voice: "On this next planet, you will sse—"

"That's enough! | have another question. Who are those that crested you?”



"l have said, thefirst humans”

"Yes, | know that. But who, and where?

Silence. Then: "That information is classified. One moment, please.”

Johnny and Susan looked at each other hopelesdly.

"Classified? What does he mean by classified?"

Johnny grinned wearily. "Not he, it. But search mc, kid. | don't know what it means....

Suddenly, something groaned benegth their feet. Johnny blinked, and when he looked again, aporta
had opened in the flat white rock of the planet. One moment there was nothing — the next, acircular pit
awaited them.

"Enter," said the machin€s voice. And, when they failed to move: "Y ou have nothing to fear, provided
your intentions toward the first humans arefriendly. | have said enter. Enter.”

Johnny shrugged. "What do you think, kid?*
"Don't ook a me. But were not getting anywhere by staying here, that's for sure.”
"Well, okay." And Johnny stalked toward the pit.

Asit turned out, aflight of stairs awaited them, and it reminded Johnny of the nine stepsleading to the
Black Chalice. Naturdly, he thought, the same builders....

The stairsled around and down, descending in acircular fashion for about a hundred feet. And at the
bottom, they found themselvesin asmal, square room with asoft, dmaost spongy floor.

"Liedown."
"Hunh?'

"l said lie down. Wewill conduct certain psychological teststo determine the frame of referencein
which you hold thefirst humans. If it isafriendly frame, you go from here with the information you seek.
If itishogtile, you do not leave here at dl. The vault will Smply closein upon you. Thethird dternativeis
this you may withdraw now and depart without receiving any information.”

Susan frowned. "If we flunk whatever test he has up hisdeeve, we're buried dive. All right, it. Its
deevel But Johnny, what kind of tet...."

"That beats heck out of me. How should | know? But look, we've got nothing against these first
humans, have we? We cameto find them in the first place?’

"Yes, that'strue.”

"Well, don't get optimistic on me. It's not entirely true. Subconscioudy, were probably both bitter.
Thefirst humans planted the Chalice in our Solar System, so, as aresult, we're hated, feared, fought with

"Y ou mean maybe it will interpret thet as hogtile?!

Johnny shrugged. "A possibility. All I'm trying to say isthis: we can't be sure. This machine of a planet



will be completely objective, but what it calls hostility might be something we wouldn't think of that way
atdl. Think itsworth atry?"

"Johnny, you sound dmost flip. But — "

"l know. Our livesdepend onit. | don't know what the answer is, but it's a cinch we won't find what
were looking for unlessthe machinetelsus. So, | think we ought to giveit awhirl."

For answer, Susan turned and faced him, placing her arms around his neck. "1 thought so al aong,
but | wanted to hear you say it."

"Wdl, | sadit."
"Kissme, gupid. Umm-mm...."

And then they had stretched out side by side, on the spongy substance, while the voice repesated again
and again, "Lie down, lie down — ahh, that is good!"

A pause. Then: "You are adeep." Simply stated, with no fanfare, no preambles. The ultimatein
hypnotism, for Johnny felt one brief instant of vertigo, reached out to clutch Susan's hand, but didn't make
it. He was sound ad egp less than a second after the voice commanded it.

He awoke with a headache. Dimly, he half-remembered dreaming, and while he could not remember
what he dreamed, the thought of it somehow Ieft him strangdly frightened. " Susan?' hewhispered. "You
al right?' He smiled. These are certain places, certain hgppenings, which make you want to whisper. This
crypt with its dreaming, hypnotic deep was such a place.

"Yeah, | guess s0. | have aheadache.”
"Metoo. Well, | guesswe passed thetest. At least, | see no indications that we're locked in here.™

Then, camethe metdlic voice: "Y ou are quite right. While your brains display amarked amount of
hostility and ambivaence toward the Chdice, they regard the first humans only in reverence. Asaresullt,
the classfied information is yoursfor the asking. Ak me questions.”

"Where are thefirst humans?' Johnny demanded.
*They exigt in agtar-system which has not been named by you.
"Oh. Inthat case, it's probably hundreds of light yearsfrom here. A long trip, but we can makeit."

"Y ou do not understand. Y ou have not named the particular star-system because it isremote. Truly
remote. It isin the gdactic satellite which, in your language, is referred to asthe Greater Magellanic
Cloud. It istherefore—"

"What!" Johnny gasped. "Magelanic Cloud — that's so far from here that we couldn't reechiitina
dozen lifetimes, even with our sub-space drive.”

"To be precise, the distance is 26,000 parsecs, or 86,000 light years. Although it is actudly within the
outer fringes of the Milky Way Gaaxy, the Greater Magellanic Cloud is, for dl intents and purposes, an
exterior gdaxy."

Susan pouted. "That's great. Oh, that's just wonderful. Now that we know where the first humans are,
we can't do athing about it."



"Ask me questions,” the machine purred in their minds.
"Can we get there?' said Johnny.
"Of course.”

"That'sridiculous." Perhaps, he thought, the machine had misinterpreted the question. "How canwe
get there? Not with our sub-space drive?”’

"That is correct. Not with your subspace-subspace subspacesubspace....”

Quite suddenly, the machine voice which spoke and yet did not speak sounded like a broken record,;
The same syllables, over and over again.

"It broke down!" Susan wailed.

".... pacesubspace....”

Johnny couldn't help smiling, in spite of the Stuation. "Well, after al these millions of years, | guessit
kind of needs ail. But that'sahell of anote, when we're getting so close to the answer —

"....subspacesubspace.... ah! | oil mysalf, you see, but sometimesit takes time until the various units
can attain harmony once more. Now, what were you asking?'

Johnny wiped the swest off hisforehead with atrembling hand. "How can we get to the Grester
Magdlanic Cloud?'

"l can send you. That, dso, iswhy | am here. Thefirst humans planned it thisway, for beyond
sub-space there is something which, for want of a better term, | call folded space.”

"l don't get it,” Susan protested.

"Elementary. In sub-pace, you can trave far faster than light, but not fast enough when intergaactic
distances must be coped with. In folded space, that is precisaly what happens— spaceisfolded. You
would not understand the science behind it, but is precisaly asif space were a sheet of paper and you
could somehow fold it, corner to corner. Thus, to get from one corner to the other it would not be
necessary to travel acrossthe length of paper. Instead, through folding the sheet the corners are made to
coincide, Trave isingtantaneous. And such isfolded space.”

Johnny chuckled grimly. "Okay, | won't argue with you. When can you send us?'
Therewas apause. Then: "Now, if youwish."

"Wesuredo."

"But much has happened on Tawroc since | was cregted....

“Tawroc?'

"Tawroc, the home of thefirst humans. | think you will be sorely disappointed, for, although they
crested me—"

"W, just et us decide that."

"Good enough. Y ou will, naturaly, need acommand of the language of Tawroc. So-"



Johnny was aware of an unfamiliar rustling with his head, and the suggestion of pain with it. Looking at
Susan, he saw her face was strained, twisted, distorted. Then, did the pain affect her more strongly? He
reached out to comfort her, but abruptly, the strangeness within his head subsided, and hiswife relaxed
vighly.

"Itisdone," the machinetold them. ™Y ou will speak Tawroc when you haveto. But, because | do not
believe you will find on Tawroc what you seek, | will await your return here. Now, are you prepared to
leave?’

"Yes" said Johnny.

"No!" Thiswas Susan, indignantly. "If you think I'm going any place where there are people, dressed
theway | am—"

"Undressed, you mean,” Johnny laughed.

Together, they climbed the stairs, returned to their ship, got clothing for Susan and more arms for both
of them. In the crypt once more, the machin€e's voice was impatient

"Vain," it mused. "Humans are so vain. But | percelve you are ready. Goodbye, good luck, but | think
you will bealot wiser when we meet again.”

Johnny looked around uneasily. "1 don't understand,” he admitted. "What can that mean, well be
disappointed with Tawroc? The birthplace of humanity, kid — can you imagine what that means? It was
there, millions of years ago that the seed was spawned. Now it's spread out over the length of the gdaxy.
But Tawroc, Tawroc should be as close to heaven asaman can ever get and il live.”

"Eighty sx thousand light years," was dl that Susan said. "Can it bedone...?"

Johnny did not know, nor did he have a chance to ponder it Something seemed to grip him and twist,
and hefdt, impossbly, that he was being turned ingde out! It failed to last long. He knew, dimly, thet it
could not. Even the Children would not long survive the exquisite pain which lanced through every atom
of hisbeing. He heard Susan screaming, saw her asthrough adense fog, far, far away. Hetried to reach
her, but she floated away on that unreal seaof fog, the wraiths of it swirling and billowing between them.
He called her name, heard it rebound at him from al sides, " Susan, Susan, Susan..."

Thefog caressed him, brought with it a brief awareness of utter cold. Tumbling headlong into a pit of
that cold, Johnny remembered nothing more....

v

THEY WERE on abeach, awide, sandy beach which doped down gradualy until it met the sea. The
water had a strangely reddish cast and Johnny thought first of plankton until he looked up and saw the
sky, too, was a glowing crimson. Clouds obscured the sun, but he knew, if he could seeit, the day-star
would be somber red. A hundred yards down the dope, the waves shattered themsalves to red-spray,
billowing and roaring and tumbling back upon the waves behind them. Fury lashed those waters and it
might have been ahurricane. But the air was quiet. Then the sun was close, and over on the night side of
the planet, one or more big satdlites must have whipped the nameless ocean to afrenzy.

"Where arewe?" Susan asked, propping hersalf up on one elbow and brushing the sand from her
hair. And, when Johnny laughed: "1 know it's a stereotyped question, but where are we?'



"Tawroc, | guess. Wherever Tawroc is. That machine wasn't kidding."

"That'sfine" Susan said. "That'sjust fine. He— it — only neglected to tdl usonething.”
"What'sthat?"

"How the hell are we going to get back from here?~

It was agood question. Canopus and their ship lay acrossthe length of the galaxy from them, and
Canopus was athousand times brighter than Sol. Even Canopus, at this distance, would be nothing but a
tiny mote, logt in the deep, far away clouds which formed the Milky Way.

"Later," Johnny said. "Ask methat later. Right now — hold on, what's that?"

Someone was coming up the beach toward them. At this distance he wasn't much more than atiny
dot, but soon he came closer and they could see it was aman. He hailed agreeting at them and it wasin
some strange, dlien tongue. "Kortul" he cried, and again: "Kortul”

"That meanshdlo," Johnny found himself saying, and then, sartled, he raised a hand to his mouth.
Hed sad:

"Chora ben kila tok." They were nonsense syllables, they could have utterly no meaning for him or
for Susan. Y et, saying them, he understood.

"My gosh," said Susan. She didn't say it in English, but Johnny comprehended.

"| think | understand,” he mused, again in the perfectly understandable dien tongue. "That machine
wasn't fooling, he gave usthe language of Tawroc, but it remained dormant in our brainsuntil aword in
the language triggered it off. Now we know it, and spesk it."

They couldn't doubt this one fina improbability. The machine, indeed, had seemed capable of
anything, and one minor miracle more or lesswouldn't matter.

By now, the man who had hailed them was approaching, and Johnny watched him trudging aong
through the sand. He was middle-aged, with along, careless shock of iron-gray hair, an intelligent face
and ashort, stocky figure.

"Kortul" Johnny cried. "Greetings!"
"Greetings yourself. What are you two doing down here on the beach?'
"Wejud arrived,” said Johnny.

"Fine weather welve been having, if you go in for admiring the weather. Persondly, | don't. Some
primitives still do, and | thought the way you were dressed, and dll — "

The man wore asort of coverall, but if there were any seams, Johnny failed to see them. The outfit
was of some metalic materid, and it seemed to flow fluidly with every motion the man made.

"We're strangers here," Johnny told him. He was beginning to enjoy himsdlf. He could picture the
man's face when he was told that the two before him had come from the stars. A culture-dream redlized,
after how many millionsof years?

"Strangers? | don't understand.” Then, suspicion crossed the man's face. He came close to Johnny,
stood on tiptoe, peered into his eyes. Herelaxed. "Oh, you're blue eyes, dl right. Isthe woman yours?'



"Yes, my wife. We have come—"

"Haven't seen any brown eyesin days. Guess we chased them off this continent. If we keep winning
theway we are, the sdeswill have to be changed, of course. Too bad, for | redly learned to hate brown

eyes”
"We have something to tell you. We— we're not of Tawroc.”
"Hah-hah. Not of Tawroc. That's good. Hah-hah."
“I'mnot joking."
"Well, then explain yoursdf. How can that be?"

"We arefrom the stars. Wait — don't laugh. Y ou see the Milky Way Gaaxy in the sky at night, don't
you?"

"Seeit? It practicaly coversthe entire sky! Of course | seeit. So what?!

"So that's where we come from. A planet called Earth, circling astar called Sol. A generation ago, we
found the Chalice you left, and — "

"That'sinteresting.” The man clucked histongue once or twice, nodded. "That'sinteresting. Y ou plan
to stay long? Look me up sometime in Chandros City if you do. Meanwhile, guess| haveto go on down
the beach and look for brown eyes. Never know where they're liable to pop up, therats."

Johnny felt something was wrong. He couldn't tell what, but it was something. Perhaps the man hadn't
understood.

"My nameis John Hastings," be said. "Thisismy wife, Susan. Were not native to Tawroc. We come
from the Milky' Way Galaxy, thanksto the Chalice your people planted in our Solar System, an eon

ago.

The man yawned, stretched, watched the tides come booming in. "Y ou dready told methat. Have a
nicetrip?"

"Man, don't you realize weve come across eighty six thousand light yearsto see you? Y ou planted
our seed on Earth, and we spawned. We found your Chalice— "

"Y ou dready told me that, too. And don't you think | know my history? Too bad you didn't arrive a
bit earlier, you could have taken part in the brown-eyes blue-eyeswar. Almost over, | think. Say, wait a
minute! | thought there was something fishy herel™

Wordless now, the man peered intently at Susan'sface. "Ah-hah!" he cried triumphantly. "Brown
eyes, | might have known." Before Johnny could stop him, he had reached into a pocket of his coveral
— the pocket seemed invisible, but it was there, for when he thrust hishand laterdly across his ches, it
disappeared within the garment. He came up with asmall, dender tube, pointed it at Susan. Something
glowed briefly and she did an abrupt flip-flop in mid-air, then fell on her facein the sand.

"Susan!" Johnny cried. He kneeled by her till form, turned her over tenderly, felt for the heartbest. It
was there— but faint. He stood up, rage contorting his features. "Damn you — "

The man clucked softly, returned the weapon to itsinvisible sheeth. "Are you sure your eyesare
blue?' he demanded.



Johnny hit him, felt his knuckles crunch on the man'sthin jaw, watched him fall and land on his back.

Wiping blood from hislips, he looked up at Johnny. He seemed very confused. "Why did you do
that?' He shook hishead sadly. "Why?"

"Damnyou—"

"Oh, don't worry about your wife." The man didn't wipe his mouth any longer, for the bleeding had
stopped. " Shell be up and around any minute now. Of course, shell have to go to Casualty Idand for the
duration. But | have asuspicion thiswar won't last much longer, anyway."

Susan dirred. Her eydidsfluttered, and, in amoment, she got to her feet groggily. "What hap — "

"Dont tak!" the man protested. "It'sagaingt regulations. | got you fair and square, there's no denying
that. Therell be aboat leaving for Casuaty Idand this afternoon and, naturally, you'll beonit.”

Susan frowned. "What's he talking about?*
"l don't know. | think he's crazy. He must be crazy.”

"Now, ligten, young woman. Y ou've got to follow the war-ethics. There wouldn't be much senseto
warfareif you didn't. Although, | must admit some people are growing bored with it, anyway. Say,
maybe you'll have some suggestions. What do you do on your world for diverson?'

"Well," Susan began, "we—"

"Skipit," Johnny told her. "Heés afirg-classnut. Uh— Mr. —"
"Nabish, name's Nabish."

"Nabish, where's the nearest city?'

"Right back of the beach that way, two or three miles. Depends on whether you mean the
metropolitan area or the city itself. | dwayssay — "

"Thanks," Johnny told him, leading Susan away. Nabish clucked histonguein sad confusion asthey
departed.

Thecity was quite beautiful. They saw it first from arocky highland overlooking both it and the beach.
It spread out below them, circular, the avenues radiating from a central plazalike spokes from the hub of
awhed. Flat-roofed and square, al the buildings were low, graceful structures.

"Want to go down there now?" Susan asked.

Johnny nodded. He couldn't get the man named Nabish out of histhoughts. Hed seemed intelligent,
even perfectly rationd, if you could disregard that business about a brown eyes— blue eyeswar. He
even seemed to understand when they said they'd come from afar world, from the Milky Way Galaxy,
which certainly should be the predominant feature of the night sky here. But — if he understood — he
didn't care. It failed to stir him. And Johnny, for his part, had expected the people of Tawroc to receive
Susan and himsdlf as afather might receive hislong-lost son. Racialy, that was the relationship, but
Nabish's attitude, assuming the man were sane, could foster only confusion.

A broad avenue swept around the outer fringes of the city's radiating streets. Thiswastherim of the
whed, Johnny thought idly. Hed have been interested if they hadn't met Nabish first but, with Nabish
gnawing at the back of hismind, architectura beauty left him cold.



The avenue was crowded with vehicles, but so fast did they stresk by that Johnny could hardly see
their design. Vaguely, they were tear-drop-shaped, hugging the ground and zooming over it asif they
somehow did away with friction. There were pedestrians, too, waiting to cross on either side of the
avenue. Every now and then, one would dart out into the street and hurtle, dodging and weaving, to the
other Sde. There was no screeching of brakes as the vehicles sped on by, and not one of the pedestrians
had an easy time of it.

"People can get killed that way," Susan said, and laughed nervoudly.
"Not Chalice people,” Johnny reminded her. "Oh, they can be maimed, but they'll hedl."
"Stll, you'd think they'd develop some kind of traffic control. The accident rate must be awful high...."

Johnny whirled around then. Someone was screaming. He caught a brief glimpse of awoman darting
out across the street, saw one of the zooming vehicles bear down on her. Shetried to avoid it, but the
vehicle bore on, swerving neither to left nor to right. There was a crunching sound, and more screaming
as the woman was borne along for ascore of yards under the vehicle. A moment later, her broken,
bloody form remained on the highway, while more cars sireaked past.

"How awful!" And Susan averted her face.

A bell clanged somewhere, and aportal opened in one of the square buildings. Out came four men,
carrying astretcher. They waited severa seconds, then ran out across the road with it, scooping the
woman up and carrying her back to the building. In amoment, the portal shut.

Two men stood afew feet off at Johnny'sleft, and he heard them talking. " Shame about Lidun,” one
sad.

"Yes. Therewasto be aparty at her house tonight. But it will be two days before she's hersdlf again.”

"Umm-mm. Y es. She got mashed pretty badly, so | guessthey'll have to give her new features. Well,
she never was very pretty.”

"Her hushand's going to be furious. Hah, poor Skandar. That's the third time this month hiswife has
met with an accident. | dways said Lidun wasn't the most graceful woman in the world."

"What you forget isthat Skandar isbrown-eyes, and a casudty, too. He won't know anything about
thistill after thewar isover. Lidun's suing for divorce anyway — can't blame her, not whilethiswar is

being fought.”
Johnny cleared histhroat. "Hdlo," he said, smiling.
"Eh?Hi, neighbor. Don't think | know you."
"My namesHagtings."
"An odd name. Y ou from Syloph or one of the mountain cities?'
"No. Some place se. Doesthis sort of thing happen al thetime?!
"What sort of thing?" The two men looked at each other queerly.
"Thisaccident. | mean, | should think you'd have away of regulating traffic.”

"Where are you from?"



"A long way off. What | meanis—"

"He must be one of those mountain yokels,” the second man said. "Only thing they have to worry
about there isthe animals. But then, that can be pretty rough. Yes, friend, this sort of thing happensdl the
time. Why shouldn't it?"

"Why shouldntit?Well...."

"It's perfectly harmless. Lidun will be dodging cars again in two days. Unlessthey cal her number on
the lottery and decide she'sto be un-Chaliced.”

"Don't tell methat can be done?' Johnny demanded.
"Why, naturdly. Where did you say you were from?"
" didn't."

"Well, wherever it is, you certainly must know about the lottery. It'sjust to keep life interesting, friend,
and the Almighty knows we need something to keep life interesting, en? One each month out of every
hundred thousand people is un-Chaliced. Poor things, alot of them commit suicide. But then, you can't
blame them. Funny thing about the rest of them, they go off to live in the mountains some place— "

"No," his companion corrected him, "in the desert. They go off into the desert.”
"Themountaind"”

"Desart.”

"Mountains."

Thefirst man took one of the tubes from his coverdl, pointed it at his companion, who glowed briefly,
thenfdl. A bl clanged again, and the Stretcher-bearers shuffled out of their building, retrieved the body,
returned ingdewith it.

"As| wassaying," thefirst man went on, "they hide off in the mountains some place, and — I'll be
un-Chaliced! Hewasright. Jor wasright. It's the desert, | remember reading something about that. Well,
I'll have to apologize to Jor when he's up and about again. Anyway, what were we talking about?

"Forget it,” Johnny told him. "Listen, who's your civic leader here? I'd like to see him.”
"Civic leader? What's that ?'

"An officid. A mayor, or president or city-planner. Something— "

"Therésno such man."

"Y our government, then. Where's your government building?'

"Government? Oh, abody that governs. Why, there's no such thing. Be an awful lot of waste,
wouldn't it? What do we need agovernment for?"

"lan't there anyone with authority?'

"Of course. Each man's his own authority. The Almighty knows lifeisboring enough, without
someone having to restrict your behavior. Say, how come you're so naive?’



"Forget it," Johnny said again. "How about ascientist?1'd like to seeascientist.”

"Well, every man to hisown opinion, | aways said. But what do you want to see one of thoseidiotic
hobbyigsfor?"

"Hobbyist? Don't you have any professona scientists?

"What do we need them for? We've got everything we want. But, as I've said, there are some who
dabble in science. Hobbyists. Want to see one, eh? Well, umm-mm, let's see. Y es, Condan would be
your man. Condan." Here the man paused, took what looked like a sheet of paper from hisinvisble
pocket, wrote on it. "Thisis Condan's address, my friend. What did you say your name was?"

"Hadings"

"Right, Hastings. See you sometime, but then, if you meet with an accident between now and then, |
might not recognize you. Keep interested.”

Condan's house was like dl the rest, and Johnny paused before running his hand in front of the electric
eye on the door-frame.

"l don't likethis place,” Susan said, shaking her head.

"l don't understand it. Well, maybe this Condan — " And he heard chimings within the place when he
ran his hand across the electric eye.

In afew moments, awoman came to the door, tal, angular, unpretty.
"y e

"Wed like to see Condan?”’

"Whet for?"

"Hunh?'

"l work here, so | have to see the horrible old man, but why anyone else would want to seehim |
cannot understand.”

"Still, wewant to seehim.”
"Hmph! I'll tell him he hascalers."
And the woman plodded back through afoyer, muttering to herself.

Condan followed her when she returned to them afew moments later. Condan was short, bent, quite
thoroughly bald, with beedly little eyesthat darted furtively first from Johnny to Susan and then back
agan. "Yes?' he demanded, his voice squeaking effortlesdy over two octaveswhileit uttered that Sngle
word.

"Youreascientist," Johnny said. "Wed like to speak with you about — "

"Very wdl, young man. Whatever it is, very well. But first dlow meto gpologize for my hobby. Yes, |
am ascientist, but not out of direct choice. | tried arson as ahobby firgt, but I'm too clumsy, and | burned
mysalf up pretty badly after threetries. Assassination, next, but it's a thanklessabor, for no matter how
well you do your job, your victimisup and around within afew days. Next | tried... but I'm boring you,



and we can't have that.

"In short, | tried everything. Science alone remained, and so | dabbled. Actually, it does haveits
rewards, for | have heard of someone who met with an accident whileusing acid, and — "

"l see" Johnny told him wearily. "What science do you specidize In?"

"Why, nonein particular. All of them. I'm theword's foremost scientist, I'm sorry to say, but then,
remember it wasn't out of direct choice. | just had nothing to do with my sparetime, you see.”

" ill don't likethisplace," Susan whispered.
But Johnny said: "We don't come from Tawroc."

"Umm-mm. That's nice. Perhaps| can write a paper. But sadly, few will read it. What precisely do
you mean, you don't come from Tawroc?' Mild curiosity showed on Condan's features. He scratched his
bald head.

"Well, do you know any legends of your ancestors, ages ago?"

"Oh, yes," Condan answered brightly. "1 know of many such legends. Thereis, for example, one
which tells of our people before they had the Chdice. It must have been terrible, because people are
bored unless there are accidents, and without the Chalice accidents too often would prove fatal.”

"l don't mean quite that far back," Johnny persisted. Part of hismind by now redlized that their quest
was a hopeless one here on Tawroc. But, doggedly, he stuck with it "1 mean soon after your people
developed the Chdice."

"Oh, yes! That legend has aways been one of my favorite. We went out to the stars— some say
even across the great gulf of peaceto the Milky Way Gdaxy. And there we set the seed for mankind. It
isvery interesting, dthough, if you dwell upon it too long, it becomes boring, like everything dse"”

"We're from the Milky Way Gaaxy," Johnny told him. "We are the fruit of that seed. And weve
comealong way."

"l bedieveyou. | do. | redly do. And let metell you that's very nice, young man. Yes, | certainly must
write a paper, dthough | doubt if | have the fundsto publish it Well, perhaps next year."

"Darnit!" Susan finaly had lost her temper, and now sheraged a the little scientist, who did not quite
know what to make of the Stuation. "Darnit! Y ou might at least congratulate us. Y ou should dl fed likea
— likea God, almost But you just stand there and say that'snice! Darn it —"

" She must be bored, poor thing,” Condan decided. "Did you ever think of taking her away to the
mountains for afew months? Some of the animas are quite ferocious, and it's usudly astimulating
vacation. | would — my word, it'sthree o'clock.”

Insde, something had clicked loudly, threetimes.

"I'm the lottery man this month, you know. Three o'clock. That makes you two the winners. Y ou'l be
un-Chdiced, of course. May | bethefirg to offer my sympathies?"

"Keep your hands off me!" Susan cried. Condan had been shaking his head sadly, stroking her
shoulder.

Johnny spoke, jabbing hisfinger againgt the scientist'sfrail chest with every word. "Were not going to



be un-anythinged. Were getting out of here.”

"Wherewill we go? | gppreciate your fedings, young man. But it isnow known al over the planet that
two people answering to your descriptions have been selected for the lottery this month. If you res s,
you'l betaken in time. But, naturally, res stance could be amusing. Have fun.”

Johnny's head was svimming. He knew now that he'd expected a veritable godhood in the men of
Tawroc. Ingtead, hed found — this. But till, he wasn't ready to give up. He said, "Listen. We came here
for help. We have a Chaice which you planted in our Solar System, but it breeds trouble. Few can useit,
therest arejedous. If you can let us know how to build another one, many other ones, our trouble will
end,and—"

"I'm not so sure, Johnny," Susan told him. "Maybe then our troubles would just begin.”

Shrugging, Johnny ignored her. "Can you do that? Can you teach usto construct another Chdice?”
"Naturdly, young man.” Condan nodded. "But it won't do you any good, you redize."

"Why not?'

"Y ou're for the lottery, remember. Y ou'll be un-Chaliced. Then, if | remember my history correctly,
you won't be ableto travel between the stars.”

"What do you mean, history? Don't you have space travel ?

"Whatever for? 1t's boring enough on the surface of Tawroc, but can you imagine how bad it would
bewith alot of nothing al around you. There hasn't been a spaceship built here in ahundred thousand
years. Well — ah, that would be the Lottery Committee.”

The door-chimes had sounded, spilling their musical notes up and down the range of two scales.
Johnny heard the angular housekeeper opening the door, saw four men enter.

"Where arethey?' said one.

"Here." Condan pointed.

"Well, are you two ready?"

Susan smiled wanly. " Johnny, honey? Oh, Johnny, do you mind if | cuss?’
"N — No."

Sheturned to the L ottery Committee. "Go to hell.”

And then she was giggling. Thelet-down had been tremendous — for now Johnny knew that Tawroc
and itsfirst humans could offer them no help. They'd come across the length of agaaxy and beyond for
nothing, and now they must go back to their people and say they had lost. But for Susan it wasworse.
Her high-strung nature had plunged up and down like awayward rocket, and her rage fringed on
hygteria

"Kill them, Johnny! | don't care how, | don't care— but kill them...." And then her head was against
his shoulder and she was sobbing. "Kill them, kill them ... Johnny, cooo0oo0..."

Johnny wanted to comfort her, knew she'd need alot of it. But there wasn't time. Condan knew what
he was talking about, and if they were un-Chaliced, there'd be no returning, ever....



On the other hand — and suddenly Johnny's heart bobbed up into histhroat and remained there —
the machine had never told them how they could leave Tawroc!

Had, in fact, never told them they could leave at dl.

The machine was only that — amachine. A thinking machine, perhaps, but completely objective,
impartial. Thisworld of Tawroc was different. Troublewas, it didn't care. Its people cared about
nothing. The Chalice had made their ancestorstoo perfect, and the result was ennui. The whole world of
Tawroc, dmogt, had apersondlity, if anegative one. It didn't care. It cared about nothing but its fantastic
rules and regulations, grown monstrous through boredom.

Except for the lottery. The lottery mattered. The lottery said that Susan and Johnny must be
un-Chdliced, hence exiled unwillingly on Tawroc. Johnny's head whirled hopelessly. Therewasno
escape — nothing could be done. In hismind he called over and over again to the machine. Help us,
help us, help us...

Unconcerned, indifferent, the four men of the Lottery Committee stalked forward. Johnny backed off
into acorner, leading Susan by her hand. He wondered dimly if the machine, circling Canopusamost a
hundred thousand light years away, somehow could see what was happening.

He wondered — and something seemed to chuckle within his head!

Raging, he ran forward, caught the first member of the L ottery Committee and hurled him dazed,
againg thewall. He plowed into the second, hisfistsflailing. Shaking his head, the third man removed one
of the tubesfrom his coverdl, pointed it.

Johnny felt amoment of pain amost too brief to register on hisbrain. He pitched forward on hisface.

Susan followed him down, fell acrass him. The two injured members of the Committee shook
themsalves, and, together with their companions, lifted their unconscious burdens and stepped out into
the Street with them,

Condan waved goodbye and went back to his primitive |aboratory.

The Lottery Committee had to wait half an hour before they found an opportunity to crossthe Street.

8

"ARE you al right, Johnny? Johnny? No, don't try to sit up.”
"Stop worrying. We don't bregk easy. But I'm alittle fuzzy on the details. What happened?

"Probably, it was the same wegpon that man Nabish used on the beach, only the effects |asted longer
thistime. We seem to bein some kind of a— ahospitd.”

There were two beds, one empty now. Johnny lay on the other, Susan bending over him anxioudly.
Asde from that, the room was empty, but it had that antiseptic ook you associate with hospitals. There
was one window of tranducent glass, and dimly through it Johnny could see ametd grill-work on the
outside, as effective as any bars. The door? Johnny looked at it and Susan tried it. By the time she was
convinced it was|ocked, after much rattling and banging, Johnny sat up and smiled ruefully. "How would
you like to be un-Chdiced?'



"Huh? How's that?"

"Un-Chdiced. That'swhat the Committee's for, remember? It's one hell of alottery. Whoever
happened to be with that man Condan — poof! He'sit. Sowewin, kid. But | guessit redly meanswe
lose"

"That'sridiculous," said Susan, and slamped her foot. "If you think I'm going to wait here while they
un-Chaiceme—"

"l didn't say we'd just let them do it. Only right now we don't know what's going on. Maybe there'sa
quarantine period or something; anyway, we're al aloneright now. Troubleis, this placeisa pretty good
prison.”

"Y ou till sound like you're ready to go to the daughter without afight. Do you redize whet it will
mean? If they do that, if they un-Chdice us, ther€lll be no leaving this place — ever. Wewon't be ableto
travel fagter than light and — "

"Shh! Let methink, will you?!
"Oh, yourejust like that man, that Suuki!"

But Johnny paid no attention. There was away out, there had to be away out. The machine had
deposited them here, amost instantaneoudy. It had mouthed some gibberish about hyper-space or
folded space or some such thing, but whatever it was, it couldn't be regarded merely as physica travel. In
Sub-space aman could accelerate faster than light, yes— but his speed still was something you could
messure.

The machine, however, had another means of travel dtogether. And, asfar as Johnny knew, the only
form of energy which moved without encountering the time-dimension a al wasthought. Fine!

"WEélIl haveto think our way out of here," he said.
"Ah, that's better. Well have to think of away out of here."

"l didn't say that Not think of away, just think out. Maybe if we concentrate hard enough, the
mechinewill hear us”

"Across eighty-sx thousand light years?'

"Yeah, | know it soundsimpossible. But they say thought doesn't diminish with distance, so dl we
have to hope isthat the machine has areceiver.”

"Okay. I'll grant that But how do we know he — it — wantsto help us?’

Johnny shrugged. "We can find out. | thought the machine was laughing at us before, when the
Committee camefor us. If I'm right, a least it means she knowswhat's going on."

"How do wethink?"
"Wejust — think. We think, over and over again, get us out of here. Now."

And Johnny thought. Hefilled his mind with that thought alone, tried to squeeze everything e se out of
it He felt the unheard words whirling insde his head, felt them banging, amost physicdly, againg his
skull. Get us out of here ... out of here... out!



"It'sslly," Susan told him, after atime. "How can we hopeit will hear us? All that did was leave me
with a headache."

"Well, keep right ontrying."

Susan shook her head petulantly. There was aclicking sound, and then the door swung in toward
them.

Two members of the Committee entered the room, followed by two young women garbed in pae
lavender uniforms. Nurses, probably.

"It'sonly aminor operation,” one of the men confided. "Northing to worry about.”
"Sure," said the other. "Tomorrow, you'll be as good as new. Minus your Chalice powers, naturally.”

Silently, persstently, Johnny kept thinking his message at the machine. Hopeless? He wondered.
Actualy, it did not matter. Thiswastheir only hope, for they couldn't help themsalvesin any other way.
They could not fight clear of the situation, not when the whole planet knew they had been picked in the
lottery. Then, thisaone remained. More than anything, Johnny knew they needed time.

"Wheat kind of an operationisit?' he demanded.

"Minor, only minor, asl said. Merdly apre-frontal |obotomy. Surprising, isn't it, that the
Chalice-powers have their seet in the unused front portion of the brain.”

"Surprising? Y ou understand it, don't you?"

"By the Almighty, no! The Chalice wasinvented so many millions of years ago that we've forgotten.
Naturally, we don't have to use it any more, since everyone now has the power, and it breedstrue. |
suppose thereis much we have forgotten over the eons, but then, with the Chalice, what does it matter?’

Oneof thenursessaid: "Must | remind you that we're needed for other thingsin an hour? Y oull have
to operate now if you want usto help at al.”

Shrugging, the man said that he would. The other nurse stepped forward, opened a satchel on Susan's
unoccupied bed, began to remove some surgicd instruments. She held ahypodermic needle up to the
light, tested the plunger. "Shal | administer the anesthetic?"

"If youwill."

Nodding, the nurse gpproached Johnny. ™Y our left forearm, please.”
Johnny sat there,

"Your left forearm. Y ou heard wewerein ahurry! Please.”

Johnny extended hisarm, suddenly flexed it. The elbow struck hard at the hypodermic needle and the
nurse dropped it, then watched as it shattered on the floor.

"Umm-mm," Johnny shook his head. "That was clumsy of me."
Get usout of here.... out... out... out!

The nurse smiled vapidly. "Fortunately, we have another one."



Susan sghed. "That'sswell. Oh, that's swell.”
"Now," cautioned the nurse, "extend you arm dowly. Y es— that'sthe way."

Johnny waited until the last possible moment, then struck out Thistimeit was obvious, for the same
accident couldn't happen twice. He watched the second via shatter, then stood up. " There won't be any
operation,” hesad quietly.

One of the Committee members frowned at him. "What do you mean?* frowned a him. "What do
you mean?"'

"Weé're not submitting, that's all. Susan — watch those nurses!”

Hurling himself headlong from the bed, Johnny legped upon the first Committee man. Hefdlt his
shoulder sink into the man's soft middle, and then they were down on the floor while the second man
tugged at Johnny's back, trying to didodge him. He had no opportunity to watch Susan, but he heard
clearly the angry sounds of feminine battle, and the way Susan cussed ludtily, in English, she didn't seem
to be getting the worst of it.

The man below him was sensdess, and Johnny rolled off him in one quick mation, bringing hisfeet up
and catching the second man's thighs with them. Y elling, the man stumbled across the room.

Johnny got to hisfeet, cat-like. He saw that one of the nurses was stretched out in a sobbing heap on
the bed while the other one backed away from Susan. Smiling grimly now, Johnny, stalked forward,
backing his adversary off into a corner.

Thesmilefroze on hislips. The man held one of the tube-weapons, pointed it at him.

"Thisisasgood as the hypo, anyway!" he cried, and fired. The floor came up and dapped Johnny's
head soundly. It was likethe last time all over again, for as consciousness | eft him, he felt Susan tumbling
down acrosshislegs.

Something chuckled insde his head, and hislast thought screamed insgde hisbrain. Get us out...
Only, as consciousness left him completely, he knew it was hopeless.

The room did not look quite as he remembered it. For one thing, there weren't any beds. For another

"I'll be damned!" he said.

And Susan laughed, "That's just what | thought when | awoke. Do you redlize where we are?’

"Well, I'd bewilling to bet that if we looked outside we'd see old Canopus flashing fire up in the sky."
"You'reright, of course." Shilant, metallic, the voice spoke with his head. The machine voice.

"Y ou took us back?'

"No. | merely left this avenue of escape open for you. Y ou brought yourself back, however. Y ou see,
| was not constructed so | could intervene in such matters. Y our assumption was correct: it is mental
energy which can fold space, provided achannel isopen.”

"] guesswe go home now," Johnny said, dully. "Wevefailed. We found the first humans, sure— but
they can't give us any help. They don't even understand the Chalice themsdlves!”



Themachine voice purred laughter. ™Y ou certainly redize what that means?’

"I don't."

"And you have learned nothing?"

"I'm confused."

"Perhgpsthefemde, then—"

But Susan said: "Don't look a me."

"Well, | was not built to supply the answer, athough, naturdly, | know the answer."
"What do you mean?" Johnny demanded.

"1 mean you'll have to change your entire orientation toward the problem. But | cannot supply the
missing data"

"Who can?'

"You."

"Me?1 don't know! | told you | was confused.”

"Remember my function, John Hastings? Y ou can ask me questions. Anything.”

It was eerie. They stood in asmall room, on aspongy floor which yielded benesth their feet. A voice
spoke to them within their heads. A sentient machine hovered al around them — on al sides, above,
below. And what went on there could determine the fate of humanity.

Johnny pursed hislips, whistled softly. "Have you any ideas, honey?!
"My head fedsjust like avacuum. Y ou'd better do the thinking for us”
"In what way will we have to change our orientation?' said Johnny, addressing the machine again.

"Elementary. Y ou sought the first humans, for you felt they could help you with your problem. Y ou
now are aware that they cannot.”

"That'swhat | thought. But who can?"

"No one. No one can."

"But yousad—"

"l am aware of what | said."

"But if no one can help us— wait aminute! Can we help oursdves?!
"es"

"Now we're getting somewhere. Then you mean we can find away to produce another Chalice?
Many of them..."

"NO_"



"Huh?" Johnny had been off on the wrong track, and suddenly, he knew it But it left him with nothing.
"If we can't be helped from the outside, and if we can't help ourselves— "

"l did not say that"

"You certanly did" Susan cried. "You just now sad it."

"l said you cannot construct another Chalice.

"Maybe he means we can do something eseinstead,” said Susan.

"Maybe," Johnny agreed. "Maybe. All right, well try. Isthat what you mean?'
"Yes, that iswhat |, that iswhat |, that iswhat, iswhét, isiswhat, iswhat —
"What's the matter now?" Susan wanted to know, as the voice droned on and on.
"He oilshimsdf," Johnny told her, confidently. "Hell he back to normd in aminute,

Asit turned out, half an hour passed before the machine returned to normal. Normal? No, not quite,
for the unheard voice which still could give the suggestion of sound, was scratchy, hoarse, low.

"I near termination,” it said.
"What does that mean?"

"| thought | was eternd. The thought iswrong, al wrong. Definitely, | an mortd. Werel flesh and
blood, | would be on my degth bed.”

"Youredying?'
"Yes— awk! | perish.”
"But you ill havent given usthe answer.”

"And, indeed, it isashame, for | was created to serve man, yet it seems my timewill come beforel
can hdpyou."

"How long?" Johnny wanted time — with time he might solve the problem.
"l — awk — find it difficult to spesk. In time, hours perhaps. But in questionsfour.”
"What does that mean?'

"l can answer four questions, and four only. | — awk! — will subside after that. And there was your
first question...."

"Awk, awk, awk...."

"Three more questions,” Susan said wearily. "We can't waste words, Johnny. We've got to scoot on
back to Earth with the answer."

A dying machine— if machines could die— holding the solution in its grasp. But asitsgearsand
cogs dowed to arasping stop, Earth's hope faded. For, if it ever cameto open war between the Children



and humanity, the forces unleashed would leave nothing but scorched, radioactive memories....
And war seemed inevitable, unless something —
"1 know!" Susan screamed. "Ask him for the solution. Just ask that, what's the solution.”
"He said he couldn't answer that”
"Did he?| don't remember. I'm going to ask."
"Dont."
Sheignored him. "Give us the solution. What isthe solution”?”

"Awk, awk — | cannot answer that. Y our questions must he more specific. Two — awk —
guetionsremain.”

Something shuddered beneath their feet A dull, booming sound echoed and reechoed in nameless
meaningless caverns below them. The spongy floor heaved then plunged like the back of asubmerging
whale. Something rattled outside, then fell with aloud clattering.

Johnny hurtled up the sairs, peered out "Hey! Thiswhole world'sfaling gpart.”

*%*

It wastrue. Grest fissures had opened in the smooth surface, huge boulders had been belched up and
out of them, tumbling and crashing together on the now-uneven ground. The air was thick with the sharp,
acrid odor of ozone. Off to theright, Johnny could see their ship. Two or three boulders had come down
atop it but, aside from some dents, it appeared undamaged.

"Wedon't have much time," he said, returning to the room.
"Hes— he'sredly dying, isnt he?'

"es"

“A machine— dying?"

“If amachine can live— and this baby does— then it can die. But | told you not to ask that question.
Heck, forget it, kid — you meant well."™

"I'm sorry." Susan puckered. "1 guess | don't use my head any more than those idiots on Tawroc did.
Funny, how acivilization can degenerate— "

Y es, funny how acivilization can degenerate. Of course, Johnny thought, human culture thrives on
challenge. Successful response to adversity carry humanity up another step dong the long path of
civilization, and —

"Of course! We've been fools, Susan.

"There was arumbling and screeching below them. Johnny could picture great gears grinding and
dripping one another, their giant teeth flaking off and spilling away like confetti.

"Awk, awk, awk...."

Thewalls shook. Dust sifted down, filled the air, made them cough. A fissure crawled down onewall,



widened. The smdll of ozone again, pungent, stronger thistime. Sparks flashed in thefissure.
"Two questions, awk! Quickly. | perish.”

Susan dodged, ssumbled, fell. A rock dug its way into the spongy floor, inchesfrom her. "We'reliable
to perish with him if we don't hurry."

"l haveit now, kid. | think | haveit. Listen," Johnny addressed the dying machine, "you've said we
have to reorient oursalves. We can't build another Chdice, let done severa of them. Point is, you don't
think we ought to. Wait — that's not a question.”

"Awk!"
"Johnny, something's burning down there."

Smoke poured through the fissure, dowly at first' but soon grest billowing clouds of it puffed angrily
into the room. "That smoke's hot," Johnny said, coughing and choking. "Cover your face and get down
onthefloor. It will risetoward the celling — | hope."

He took out a handkerchief, tied it around his neck, brought it up to cover his nose and mouth. He
crouched, his eyes stinging, tears streaming from them.

"If you think you know the answer, Johnny, then |ets get out of here beforeit'stoo late.”
"Now, weve got to be sure!
"Two questions. Awk awk, two."

"Herés how | figureit. Remember, the machines showed us other human worlds. There were two
kinds. Some hadn't found the Chalices yet, and dthough their civilizations weren't tremendous, they
looked happy. Others found the Chalice — and they had either destroyed themsalves with war, or — "

"Or they werelike Tawroc! But | don't get it."

"| do. The Chalice caused trouble, caused war. Naturally, everyone wanted it, and few could get it.
Or, if there were enough of them, it wasjust as bad. On Tawroc, the first humans had everything too
easy, thanksto the Chalice.

"They couldn't get hurt, they never were sick. Result: they were bored, remember? Life held nothing
for them, and awhole cockeyed setup devel oped. Thanksto the Chalice, civilization went backward, not
forward. In short, honey, the chalice stinks!"

"But we— we're supermen! Look, we can— "

"l know what we can do. But | also know what we can't do, for the future. We can't survive aslong
asthe Chaliceisin our way. It'll either mean war and doom, or degeneration. Am | right?' He squinted
through the smoke at the cracking, crumbling walls.

"Awk! Yes, yes, yes. You must destroy the Chalice. That way liesthe salvation of your people. One
question remains—"

Silence

The floor heaved. When it subsided for the moment, it was suspended, lop-sided, between the walls.
The vault was black with smoke, the walls il trembled. Louder was the rumbling beneath their feet, and



the metallic grinding shot up the scale until it bordered on the supersonic. And that was worse— for now
it screamed inside their heads, as the voice had spoken there.

"Thepan, awk — thepan!"

"One more question,” Johnny said, coughing. "If we destroy the Chalice, will that take its powersfrom
those who dready have them? If it doesn't do that, it won't help us. | mean, isthere something in the
Chalice which must maintain its power in people? If thereis, and —"

"Awk, awk, awk!"

"That's my question. When we destroy the Chalice, doesthat put an end to al supermen in the Solar
Sysem?Will they be norma again?'

"The answer — awk — to your question is, to your question is, to your question, question, question
awk, awk, aaaawwkkk!"

Slence.
Except for the steady crashing of rock and metal — and the high-pitched shrieking.
Except for the crackling hiss of eectricity, as sparks flashed from the fissures.

Except for the voice which Johnny thought he heard feebly within hisbrain. "1 perish, but my metd
smileson your venture...."

"He'd dead," Susan said.

It seemed the natura thing to say — he'sdead. Not it's broken, but he's dead. For the machine had
had a persondity, and now the machine was dead.

Dead — with one question unanswered.

HAND IN hand, they struggled up the rock-littered steps. Once a fissure opened beneath their feet,
and for along, agonizing moment, Susan clung to Johnny while hisfeet svung out over adeep pit. They
dangled there until Johnny swung his legs and gathered momentum, then clawed hisway clear to the other
sde, Susan perched on his back, whispering endearmentsin his ear because she thought this might be the
last timefor that — or for anything.

But, somehow, they madeit to the ship, entered, got the engine going. By then the ground was
tumbling and pitching chaoticaly, and angry flameslicked up out of the fissures.

Smoke engulfed them, hiding their view of the world outside. But they knew the world was on the
way out, and asthey thundered off it, acceleration damming them down, they saw the globe, splitting and
spewing out huge chunks of twisted, broken machinery. The whole thing had been a giant brain and now
the brain was dead. The world perished with it.

Monthsater, they cleared sub-space severd million miles solar-north of the flat spatia disk of the
Solar System. For the hundredth time, Johnny said:

"We don't know. We just can't tell. Destroying the Chalicewon't help at al, maybe. It's got to destroy



what we've got, too."

"It's funny how something can look like ablessing for so long and then wind up being ablight instead.
I mean, we had such high hopesfor the Chalice, for what it could do. Johnny, I'm afraid. What if we're
wrong? We could be wrong."

"No. The machine couldn't lie. Y ou heard what — he said.”
"All right. If you say so. Still — "

"Still nothing. Weve gill got aman-size job ahead of us. We have ababy atomic here on the ship,
sure, but we've got to plant it on the asteroid and make sure it goes off. It's a question of coming through
fast, because the guardians can't stand the accel eration we can. So — here, watch.”

Johnny flipped the regular space-drive lever al the way back, and they streaked down toward the
asteroid belt The sun gleamed brightly far off to theright, not avery large sar, not very spectacular, But it
was beautiful.

They weren't gpotted until their ship had plunged into the zone of asteroids, until the darm buzzer was
shrilling itswarning every few seconds, keeping Johnny busy at the controls dodging meteors.

And then their radio squawked: "Hallo, out there. Y ou're in an unauthorized region, Solar 170, north
22-0-5. Where the hell do you think you're going?'

Johnny didn't answer. Susan sat there, looking very grim.
"Reply! Well fire Onyou if you dont.”

Johnny turned the ship, dowly — for at their speed each turn was atorment of pain, acceleration
damming them back againgt the cushionslike ahuge dedge-hammer. But as he gritted his teeth, Johnny
redlized, triumphantly, the guardian ship couldn't follow. Unable to execute the turn, it would go off ona
tangent, and by the time it returned for them, their job would be concluded.

Something left afiery frall in the void behind them, plowing through the meteoric debris swift aslight
"They'refiring!" Susan cried.

Johnny shrugged. They wouldn't have the chance for another shot, not off in the direction they were
heading. He turned, looked through the rear port, saw the guardian ship stresking away, afull thirty
degrees off course. "See?' he amiled. " Stop your worrying.”

And then they neared the Black Asteroid, alone, solitary, perfectly round globe. "Rig up that baby
atomic,” Johnny caled over his shoulder as he began decderation. "Landing in three minutes.”

The surface of the sphere was as he had remembered it, Mack as space, glossy, abal of jet hanging
inthevoid.

Thistime, he hardly looked at the muras. They were wonderful works of art, and they'd been dmost
eternd, lagting the way they did through the eons. But it didn't mean much; the race which had crested
them had |ft its glory behind it, lost forever on the ancient startrails. What was left out on far Tawroc
was not pretty, and it didn't do much good to look behind you, anyway.

Y ou had to look ahead. And if the Chalice resulted only in evil, you forgot the Chdice. You
destroyed it Y ou started from scratch.



Susan hadn't quite understood that on the long journey through subspace. Sheld said, "But if we
destroy the Chdice, it means mankind will never be able to reach the stars.”

And Johnny'd told her: "Maybe. Maybe not. No, we won't reach the stars thisway, because they
wouldn't be worth the price we'd have to pay. Perhaps man's alazy creature if you make things too easy
for him. Treat him rough, though, and he can do some mighty potent things."

"Wdl, what about the stars?"

"They don't matter, not for now. Humanity's got to be ready for themfirst. Last time, they tried —
and failed. Theresult is Tawroc. A pretty noble attempt, | guess— but it led up ablind dley. Thefirst
humans got to the Sars, sure; but they sacrificed their civilization for it. We won't do the same thing. No,
well destroy the Chalice because now we know that it has to be destroyed. Maybe in some distant
tomorrow, man will climb back to the sarsagain. But I'll tell you this, kid: helll do it adifferent way, hell
do it with the swest of hisbrow, not because he happens to have a device which makeshim aimost likea
god. Troubleis, that godhood's only skin deep.”

And now, in the vault below the asteroid's surface, the muralswere just — murals. They told of no
hidden glories and triumphsin some distant, unknown corner of space. The corner was Tawroc — and
there was nothing glorious or triumphant about it a all.

"You got it ready?" Johnny demanded.

Susan nodded, pointing to the small metal sphere sheéld placed in the Chdiceitsef. "This asteroid's
only haf amilein diameter, isnt it? Y es? Well, that should destroy it completely. Only — I'm nervous,
Johnny. Thisisthe end of — of everything they dreamed of on Tawroc, an age ago. It doesn't seem
right...”

"Itisright It'sthe only way. And don't be nervous about alittle thing like that. Wait till wetdll the
Children what we did to their Chalice. Walit till they find out for themselves— if our plan works."

They ran upstairs— up the nine sairsfor the last time. Thelast time, ever, for the nine airswhich
had waited patiently five millions of yearsfor human feet to use them....

Moments later, they blasted off. The baby-atomic was radio-controlled, and Johnny waited until they
had streaked clear of the asteroid belt entirely. Once a ship came up behind them and gave them chase,
but Johnny cut off sharply at an angle, and accel eration remained on their side.

Now they were clear, and Mars ruddy light streamed in through the fore-ports. Beyond it was the
bright green Earth-star and, near it, the small, pale speck of the moon,

"Well belosing our powers," Susan said. "Wewon't be supermen any longer."

"No, and we won't be chased and hounded and fought with, either. But don't get me wrong. Thisisn't
like giving up at al. Remember, we were only supermen skin deep. Oh, you couldn't seeit yet, for
sufficient time hadn't passed. It showed on Tawroc, though. Don't you forget this, kid: man has got to
climb to heaven the hard way. With work. He grows soft if things are handed to him on asilver platter.

"Well have to explain that to Pop, to Suuki, to dl the rest. It won't be easy, but we can do it Only, |
want you on my side, damnit!"

"I — I'll dways be on your side, Johnny."
He kissed her, then pressed the radio-control button.



Something flared briefly in space behind them, aquick, mushrooming explosion that momentarily
dimmed the stars.

Johnny didn't say aword, reached into his pocket instead, withdrawing a pen-knife, flicking it open
with histhumb.

Still wordless, he ran the keen edge across hisindex finger.
Blood welled up in the cut, ran down the finger to hispam.

Hetried to staunch the flow with his handkerchief, but nature took its own time about such things, and
the blood did not stop flowing until a scab began to form.

"See?" Johnny held his hand doft, waving it furioudy. "There was something which had to be
maintained by the Chalice al dong. None of us are supermen any more— not since that explosion.”

"So it'sthe end of everything."

"Sure, the end. But the beginning, dso. No five-million-year-old gift is going to make supermen out of
us, Susan, not in away that will last Well have to do it ourselves, together. The whole race can become
supermen someday — together. Working for it"

Frowning, Susan took the knife, jabbed it against her pam. "Look! Look, see? Metoo! I'm normal.
I'm—"

Johnny cut off therest of it with akiss. But it was aloud kiss, the kind aman might give hiswife,
half-affectionatdly, haf from force of habit, after a dozen years of marriage.

"Uh-uh,” said Susan. "Not that way at dl." And shelodged her arms firmly behind his neck, bringing
her lipsclose.

"Say it," said Johnny, and laughed.
"Say what?"
"It'snot theend, darnit!"

"Itisnt, Johnny. Oh, itisn't. It'sthe beginning...."

TheEnd



