"You must kill Koski," the leader said. "But I'll be dead before | get there,” Buckmaster
replied."What's that got to do with it?" the leader wanted to know.

Infinity's Child
By CharlesV. DeVet

THE SENSE of taste was dwaysto go. For aweek Buckmaster had ignored the fact that everything
he ate tasted like flavorless grudl. He tried to make himsdlf believe that it was some minor disorder of his
glandular system. Buit the eighth day his second sense—that of feding—Ieft him and he staggered to his
telephone in blind panic. There was no doubt now but that he had the dread Plague. He was glad he had
taken the precaution of isolating himsdlf from hisfamily. He knew there was no hope for him now.

They sent the black wagon for him.

In the hospital he found himsalf herded with several hundred othersinto award designed to hold less
than ahundred. The beds were crowded together and he could have reached to either sde of him and
touched another ravaged victim of the Plague.

Next to go would be his sense of sight. Hope was adead thing within him. Even to think of hoping
made him redlize how futileit would be.

He screamed when the walls of darkness began to close in around him. It was the middle of the
afternoon and a shaft of sunlight fell acrossthe grimy blankets on hisbed. The sunlight paled, then
darkened .and was gone. He screamed again. And again.

He heard them move him to the desth ward then, but he could not even fed their hands upon him.

Three dayslater histongue refused to form words. He fought a namelessterror as he strove with dl
the power of hiswill to speak. If he could say only one word, he felt, the encroaching disease would have
to retreat and he would be safe. But the one word would not come.

Four horrible days later the sounds around him—the screams and the muttering—became fainter,
and he faced the beginning of the end.

At last it was dlover. He knew he was il dive because he thought. But that was dl. He could not
see, hear, speak, fed, or taste. Nothing was left except thought; stark, terrible, useless thought!

Strangely the awful horror faded then and his mind experienced agrateful release. At first he
suspected the outlet of his emotions had somehow become atrophied as had his senses, and that he was
peaceful only because hisred fedings could not bresk through the numbness.

However, some subtle compulsion within him—some power struggling inits birth-throes—was
beginning to breed its own energy and he sensed that it was the Strength of that compulsion that had
subdued the terror.

Hewas at peace now, as he had never been at peace before. For atime, he did not question—was
entirdy content to lie there and savor the wonderful fedling. He had lost even the definition of fear. No
terror stow from the dow closing of the five doors; no regrets; no forebodings. Only avast happiness as
he seemingly viewed life, suffering, and death as aman standing on acliff looking out over agreat misty
vdley.

But soon came wonder and anadlysis. He looked backward and thought: It was a world, but not my
world. These are memories but not my memories. | lived them and knew them—yet none of them
belongs to me. Srange—this soul-fiber with which | think—the last function left to me—is not a
soul-fiber | have ever known before.

And he knew.

| have never existed before this moment.



He could not proveit nor explain it there in the dark house of histhinking. But he knew it wastrue.
Hewondered if he had taken over the body and mind—complete with all the menta trappings—of some
other being. Or whether he had been just now conceived, full-blown and with memories of a synthetic
past perhaps implanted aso in the minds of those with whom he was supposed to have comein contact.
Hedid not know. He was only sure that, before this moment, he had not been.

WITH theredlization came the certainty that he would not die. Theforce he fet within him—he was
not certain whether it was apart of himself, or the evidence of an outside control—was too powerful.

Theinner spontaneity gathered strength until it became astriving, persstent vita force, awill of
imperious purpose. It moved him and he moved histongue and spoke. "1 will not die!" he shouted.

Sometime later he grew aware that his sense of hearing had returned. He heard avoice say, "He was
inthelast stages about an hour ago, before he spoke. | thought 1'd better call you."

"You didright,” a second voice answered. "What's his name?"

"Clifford Buckmegter.”

They're taking about me, he thought. Like aburst of glory, sight returned. He looked up and saw
two men standing beside his bed. The older man wore aplain black suit. The younger was dressed in the
white uniform of adoctor.

"He can see now," the older man said. His was a voice Buckmaster didiked.

"It looks asif he's going to recover,” the doctor said. "That's never happened before. Do you want
me to leave him here with the dying ones?"

"No. Whed him into your office. And leave us donethere. My nameis James Wagner. Y ou have, of
course, heard of me. | am the Director of Security.”

Buckmaster till rested in his hospita bed. They had screwed up the back until he sat amost traight.
In his mouth there was adight tang and knew the sense of taste returned. When he was ableto fed again
he would be entirely well. Y es, he'd heard of Wagner before. He nodded.

"And | know who you are," Wagner said. "Y ou are one of the Underground that istrying to
overthrow the Generd. That is correct, isit not?"

Almost with surprise Buckmaster felt Wagner'swords register in hismind. Hisimplanted memories
were ill strange to him. But he recalled them quickly.

Twenty years before, in 1979, the great Atomic War had ended. In the beginning the two giants
faced each other across the separating oceans. No one was certain who sent the first bomb acrossiniits
controlled rocket; each side blamed the other.

The methods of each wereterriblein their efficiency. The grest manufacturing citieswerethefirst to
go. After them went the vital trangportation centers.

Striving mightily for an early advantage each country forced landing armies on the enemy's shores.
The armiesinvaded with their hundreds of thousands of men—and the bombings continued.

The colossus of the western hemisphere had set up autonomous launching stations, so that if and
when their mgjor cities had al been bombed, their ruling bodies decimated and scattered—even if there
were no longer any vestiges of acentra authority—the launchings would continue.

The autonomous units had been a stroke of master planning, so ingeniousthat it was logica the giant
of Eurasahad devised asimilar plan.

BY THE time the bombs had al been used, or their stations rendered incapable of functioning, the
major cities were blackened, gutted, inoperative masses of destruction. Soon the invading armies no
longer received orders, or supplies of rations and arms. When this happened they knew governments
they represented had ceased to exist. They were forced to live by the ingenuity of their commanders and
their ability to forage. They could not even capitulate; there was no one to whom they could surrender.

Those armies with weak commandersfell gpart and one by one their men died at the hands of hostile
natives, or hunger.

The armies under, strong commanders, like Generad Andrei Koski, of the Eurasian command, carved
themsdves aplacein their new environment.



Koski had landed with aforce of seventy thousand on the east coast of old Mexico. Hisarmy was
different from the other invaders only in a secret weapon which they brought with them. The wegpon's
appearance was smple but it carried the potentiaity of destruction for aworld.

Acting under previous orders from his government, Koski began moving northward, and was soon
cutting aswath a hundred mileswide up the west bank of the Mississippi. By the time he reached the
southern border of Minnesota he redlized from what he saw on al sides, that for al practical purposes
the war was over. His only choice now wasto find ameans of surviva for himself and his men.

When Koski reached Duluth he circled the city. Almost miraculoudy it had escaped the bombs. Its
population was only alittle over two hundred thousand, and Koski il retained nearly fifty thousand
hardened fighting men.

However, Duluth, Koski found, was governed by Earl Olson, an ex-brigadier and aman equaly as
strong as himsdlf. The city wasfortified, and garrisoned by aforce of wdll trained civilians who would
fight to their death to defend their city and families. And they were well led by Olson.

Koski knew he could, capture the city if he decided to, but the price would be too dear. He moved
on aong the lakeshore and took over the city of Superior. Here he entrenched himself solidly and set up
an efficient military government.

By law every woman in the city still capable of bearing children was forced to take two husbands, at
least one of which must be aRuskie, asthe invaders were caled by the natives. In thisway Koski
insured aplentiful supply of children, most of whom would beloyd to him.

A bonus of ten thousand dollars was offered to any woman from the outlying districts who would
move to Superior and take two of itscitizensin marriage. After the first hesitation, the girls and young
women and widows flocked in from their barren farms and hamlets.

By the end of twenty yearsthe city had grown to near one hundred fifty thousand.

Duluth in the meantime grew to three hundred thousand. Earl Olson ruled absolutely, but wisdly and
well. Between the two cities an dert truce held through the years and mutualy advantageous trade
flourished.

Koski, inhiscity, held al authority in hisown tight grip, administered by hisformer officersand
backed by the undeviating loyalty of his soldiers. Hisrule was stern and when necessary, bloody. It might
have been bloodier except for the threat of intervention by Colson.

THERE ARE dways men who fret under the hand of tyranny and the Underground had gradually
risen until it grew into apowerful organization. Its demands were for a representative government chosen
by vote of the people. This, of course, Koski refused. As a consequence, the Underground formed an
active res stance, with the avowed purpose of killing Koski. A retdiatory blood bath was prevented only
by the threat of intervention by Olson, who had many friendsin the Underground, especidly his
brother-in-law, Lester Oliver.

But right now none of this seemed very important to Buckmaster. Not important enough for himto
bother answering.

"Answer when you're spoken to!" Wagner roared.

For amoment Buckmaster deliberated riot replying. Just how unusua was the difference he had
discovered in himself? Could he be hurt by someone like Wagner? He decided to wait until later to put it
to the test.

"What do you want meto say?' he asked.

"I'm going to lay my cards on thetable,” Wagner said. "1 want you to come over to our Sde.”

Still not very interested, Buckmeaster asked, "Why should 17!

"l think | can give you some very good reasons. In fact, unlessyou're abigger fool than | think you
are, | can convince you that it isthe only wise thing to do. Because of your rdlaively smaler numbers, the
Plague has caused havoc in your Underground.”

"Yes," Buckmagter answered. "But we will have avaccine beforelong.” He knew thiswas purely
bluff.

"Possibly." Wagner pulled his cheeks up but his eyes remained chilled and cold. He had thetrick of



amiling mirthlesdy. "But eveniif | wereto grant you that, we estimate that dready nearly haf of your
organization is dead from the Plague. There will be more before you can do anything. The rest we can
hunt down at our leisure. So you see, even if welet you live, you'd soon be a man without a party.”

"We could gart dl over again if wehad to." Thefirst signs of feding came back with atwinge of pain
at thetip of thelittlefinger on hisleft hand.

"| doubt it very much."

"What would | be expected to do?' Buckmaster asked.

"Simply this. Go back among your former comrades and act norma. But let me know what they're
planning. Intime we'd get them anyway, but with your help, the job will be easier—cleaner, let ussay.”

"In other words, you want meto act as the Judas ram?"

"Call it what you like," Wagner's eyes narrowed. "Just remember that you've nothing to lose."

"And after?’

"Y ou can name your own price. Within reason, of course.”

"Andif | refuse?’

"WAGNER LAUGHED. It wasn't necessary for him to answer. Buckmaster had seen the results of
Wagner's sadism in the past. Whatever € se might be mystifying to him he knew onething: Theingtinct of
sdlf-preservation was il as strong as ever. He did not want to take the chance that the extraneous will
he felt within him would be strong enough to combat what Wagner would try to do to him.

"Let'ssay | agree,” hesaid. "What comes next?"

"Can you move your limbs yet?" Wagner asked.

Buckmaster flexed hisfingersand lifted hisarms. "I believe I'm strong enough to walk," he said.

"By theway," Wagner inquired, "have you any ideawhy you didn't die?"

Buckmaster shook hishead.

"Wdll, no matter. Lie back and relax. Now look into my eyes. Concentrate on the right one.”

Buckmaster knew what was coming now. Mind contact!

Subtly hefdt the first tentative probe of Wagner's thought antenna. One part of his brain accepted it
passively, but another part used the probe as abridge.

Wagner's thoughts seemed unguarded. Buckmaster easily read everything there. He had to hide his
surprise at what he learned. Things that \Wagner, by no process of logic, would ever reved to him.
Reflections concerning the Plague. Remembrances of snatches of conversation with the Generd.
Wagner's rdations with women. Sex occupied many of histhoughts. The fear of Olson wasthere, in spite
of Wagner's brave words earlier.

Then Buckmaster read about himsdf in Wagner's mind and was certain something waswrong here.
He saw that Wagner had no intention of ever letting him live, no matter how ussful he might be. There
was death for himsdlf as soon asthat usefulness was over.

"Damnit,” Wagner cursed, "relax. Let your mind open up to me. Areyou ddiberately trying to get
yourself back in trouble by being stubborn?*

Then he knew. The contact had been one-way. He had read Wagner's mind because Wagner had
not redlized he could do it, and had not thrown up a guard.

Cautioudy Buckmaster let fragments of careful thoughts escape. The moment he lowered the barriers
of hismind he felt Wagner's power beat againgt him, wave upon wave. The sensation was frightening.

Wagner seemed satisfied. Buckmaster could read very littlein hismind now.

"Done," Wagner said. "Now, one last warning. Don't try to double-cross me, or you'l regret the day
you were born."

Buckmaster's choices of action were very few. He doubted that he could makeit but at least he
should try to get to Duluth.

At thetoll bridge across the arm of the lake he bought aticket. Nobody bothered him. He breathed
easer as he rested againg the iron railing waiting for the gate to open; then stopped breathing as atal
man—one of the Ruskies—|eaned over beside him and said, "It won't work, friend.”

Buckmaster tore up histicket. Strangely, there was asense of relief. The force—the presence within



him—whatever it was, wanted him to return to hisfriends. It didn't compel him, it used no coercion. It
merely presented good reasons for doing so. He could do more good there than by fleeing, it suggested.
And, so strongly asadmost to blot opt al other emotions, was the implanted desire—an urgent,
compelling command—to stay and kill Koski.

AsBuckmaster started back, the thought struck him: Was he merely a pawn being moved by this
inner power? Did he no longer have freedom of action? Was hiswill ill hisown?

WAGNER was annoyed to receive the summons from Koski. He fumed inwardly as he mounted the
gairsto the Generd's second floor receiving room. It was dways humiliating to be summoned likea
common officer when hewasin fact theruler of the city.

Koski had dipped badly during the past few years but Wagner knew better than to put the old
figurehead out of the way. He needed the power of that prestige until he had made, his own position
impregnable.

Originaly Wagner had been an unlettered lad from the steppes. When he had been made Koski's
orderly, he had used his native cunning and dynessto ingratiate himsdf with the old commander. Soon
Koski had made him his persond adjutant. From that advantageous position of trust it had been relatively
samplefor him to use hisingdious talents to secure advantages for himsdf.

During the process of organizing Superior's government Wagner had used hisinfluenceto get hisown
adherents gppointed to key posts. By the time Kaoski began to succumb to the ravages of senility,
Wagner held the most powerful position in the city—that of Security Administrator.

By now Koski was so far gone that, he did not even redlize he did not rule; that the city's functions
had come under the control, direct and indirect, of Wagner.

"Y ou wanted to see me, Sir?' Wagner asked.

"Yes" the Genera answered, the shaggy hairs of his eyebrows mesting in afrown. "Have the doctors
found aremedy for the Plague yet? It has gone so far now that soon the manpower we must have for the
Campaign will bethreatened.”

"Not yet, Sir, but they are within sight of it." Wagner was dways careful to keep the scorn hefdlt
from hisvoice. The old dodderer was useful and must be pampered —for awhile.

The Generd il clung to his dream of the Campaign. His ultimate plan, from the time he had taken
over Superior, had been to use the city as a base from which to spread hisrule, until he had control of the
entire continent—in the name of the mother country, of course. He had never let himsdf seethat it was
but adream. He was certain that he would find other pockets of hisfellow-men who, like himsalf had set
up autonomous governments. With their aid he till, hoped for an ultimate victory over the enemy. This
would dways reman enemy territory to him.

"If we don't stop the Plague before it spreads to our own men, I'll be forced to use the Weapon,”
Koski growled. His great bony features had lost dl power of expression except their habitua scowl, but
hisvoice was till degp and vibrant. "I'll kill every man, woman, and child in the country!"

Wagner had to admire the will to destruction that ill rode the old man. He may have weakened in
his mind but he had never softened. And the Weapon? It was the one secret that Wagner had not been
ableto learn.

"Yes, Sir," Wagner agreed. "If you should ever fed the need to use the Weapon, | ask you to
remember that my only wishisto be of adto my Generd."

Koski'swashed blue eyes grew crafty. "'l fully realize that. But | will need no help. Y ou may accept
my compliments and withdraw."

Wagner muttered a soft oath under his breath as he bowed humbly.

"ASYOU canseg, | didn't die," Buckmaster said. Thetwo chairsin the small room were occupied
by the men he faced. He sat on a steel-framed bed.

"No." Lester Oliver was thoughtful. "'I'm wondering why you didn't. Do you have any explanation?”

"Only something that you wouldn't understand, unlessit happened to you," Buckmaster answered. "l
couldnt explainit.”



"Try." Oliver spoke softly, but Buckmaster knew that behind that softness Oliver hid abulldog
tenacity.

Carefully, patiently Buckmaster told about the Force, trying to make them senseit as he had.

"Youfed then," Cecil Cuff, the other man in the room, said, "that you're in the grip, of something over
which you have no direct control?' "Y es.™"

"Areyou certain that it is not the contact Wagner imposed on you?' "It came before Wagner was
present,” Buckmaster replied.

Cuff turned to Oliver. "I know he believeswhat heis saying," hesaid. "But it's obvious that hismind
has been tampered with. If welet him live, well be taking therisk that the Generd and Wagner are
getting a us, through him."

"That'sright,” Oliver answered.

" think he should be killed," Cuff said.

Oliver wasthoughtful for along moment. "What do you think, Clifford?" he asked gently. He dways
caled Buckmaster by hisfirst name.

Buckmaster breathed deeply. "Naturaly | want to live," he answered. "But from the viewpoint of the
Underground, | suppose Cuff isright.”

"You say that you fed that this Forceisaprotective one," Oliver said. "Doesit seem to you that
perhaps we couldn't kill you—that it would prevent us?'

Buckmaster searched for wordsto express, histhoughts. "I fed," he said, "that it won't et me be
killed. It ssemsthat | have amission to fulfill, and that it won't let me die—at least not until | accomplish
what it desires. However, | fed aso that it will, or can, do nothing concrete to prevent my being killed. It
will probably aid me by convincing you that it would be better to let melive.”

"Do you fed that its purpose might be much the same as ours, and that it will attempt to convince us
of that?' Oliver asked.

"Something likethat,” Buckmaster answered. "At least the urgeto kill Koski is so strong within me
that | know | would not hesitate if | had the chance, eveniif it meant my own life.”

"Would you attempt to stop usif wetried to kill you?'

"NoO."

Oliver closed hiseyes. He was silent for so long that it seemed he must be deeping. But Buckmaster
knew that Oliver's brain worked with lightning speed while his body reposed. Oliver was the most
intelligent man he had ever known. He was head of the Underground solely because he was the fittest
man for thejob.

FINALLY Oliver spoke. "WEell comeback toit later,” he said. "Did you learn anything that might
help us, Clifford?"

"l learned that the Plague is spread by contact—only after the first symptoms show themsalves. |
read that in Wagner's mind before he redlized that | was reading histhoughts."

"That will help. Y ou say you made contact before you became en rapport with Wagner. Can you
control what you let him learn through you?”

"l believel can, but | can't be certain.”

"If you could be certain, we wouldn't haveto kill you,” Oliver said.

"Y ou would be taking achance," Buckmaster replied.

"We can't afford to take any chances," Cuff said. "He—"

"Y ou're forgetting one thing, Cecil," Oliver interrupted. "Asthings stand right now, were alost cause.
The Plague has killed many of our best men. The only thing that keeps Koski from staging a blood-bath
ishisfear of Governor Olson in Duluth. And pretty soon hewon't have to fear that. We have only to lose
another key dozen and Olson will have no friends hereto aid.”

"May | offer acompromise?' Buckmaster asked. "As matters stand now, our only chance of winning
freedom from Koski's savage ruleisto kill him. And to do that we will haveto kill Wagner first. Am |
correct?"

"Yes." Oliver raised hishead. "What do you have to suggest?’



"Let metry to kill Wagner. If | succeed our cause will have taken abig step. If he killsmefirgt, then
you'velogt nothing morethan if you'd killed me yoursdves.

After abardly perceptible hesitation Oliver nodded in agreement.

For therest of the day Buckmaster improvised asimulated course of action to let seep through to
Wagner whenever hefelt aprobe. He kept his mind blank otherwise and was quite certain that he carried
on the deception well. He caught nothing from Wagner in return that was not deliberately let through. He
suspected that his own control was as good. Though he had not had the practice at this that Wagner
hed.

Toward evening heimprovised acriss. The Underground was plotting something big, he transmitted.
He made the need for action imperative and asked for a persona interview. At first Wagner demurred.
He wanted Buckmaster to stay on and givefirst hand reports. Buckmaster gave hintsin return that he
was suspected by the other members, and indicated that he must leave while still ableto. Finaly Wagner
agreed.

"Y ou redlize the risk you're taking, coming with me, Cecil ?* Buckmaster asked.

"l do," Cuff said with his unchangeable reserve. "But you'll need my help.”

Buckmaster wished he himsalf could remain as cool. His own, nervesfdt like wiresthat had been
drawn too tightly.

Cuff wastal and robust, with a pessmigtic outlook on life.. He seemed to Sit back and watch life and
its peoples as a spectator, willing to fight ruthlessy for what he believed wasright, but never expecting to
discover anything fine enough in hisfellow men to hope for anything better from them. He had touched
the borders of an existence that was mean and hard and dirty and he had long ago despaired of finding
anything ese. Y et there was nothing apathetic about his persondity. Lifesillusonswere gone, but its
fascinaion remained.

"I DIDN'T think you trusted me too much," Buckmaster said. Cuff acknowledged the statement by
nodding hishead. "I believed that you might be under Wagner's power. Wagner isa brute trying to break
us. On thistrip you're going to make your own heaven or hell, and if you've got the courage to faceit, I'll
back you up.”

Inthe Adminigration Building the girl a the information desk told them, "The Director will seeyouin
amoment.” Sheled them into awaiting room.

Three hard-faced men, dl wearing black shirts, camein. They had the mark of killers about them.

"Stand up.”

They checked Buckmaster and Cuff for weapons. None was found. All five took the elevator to the
gxthfloor.

Wagner was seated at his desk waiting for them when they walked into his office. He smiled his
mirthless smile. "1 see you brought company,” he said. "Well get two birds with one stone.”

Buckmaster knew then that there wasllittle use trying any further deception. Wagner knew. If he
were able to squeeze through just a short ten seconds the job could still be done. The three bodyguards
stood afew yards behind them.

"l have something here that will interest you,” Buckmaster said. Sowly, unhurriedly, but wasting no
motion, he unbuttoned one flap on his shirt and reached ahand inside.

He peded back the long strip of adhesive tape covering the cavity below hisribs. He pulled out the
small sngle-shot derringer concedled there. He amed from thewaist and put the bullet into the middle of
Wagner'samile.

The amile cracked, and the crack became a shétter, spreading in al directions. Buckmaster saw the
trap then. He had shot at areflection of Wagner. It had been a cleverly arranged mirror deception.

Cuff turned to run through the door they had entered. But Buck-master was so certain any attempt to
escape would bein vain that he did not even move. Cuff found the three guards blocking the doorway .

Buckmaster watched Wagner enter from opposite the cracked mirror. There were two more of his
bodyguards with him.

When the guards closed in Cuff struggled until they spun him bad against the wall where his heed



crashed with adull crunch. All the fight went out of him and he dumped in the aims of the men who held
him.

Two of the guards held Buckmaster's arms.

"A couple of fine birds," Wagner said as he stood in front of them.

Cuff straightened with an effort of will and shook his head until hisvison cleared. Heleveled his
glance a Wagner. "Y oureamongrel cur,” he said unemotionadly, "licking at the Generd's boots. Hell
throw you another scrap for this day's work." Both he and Buckmaster knew that he sealed his own fate
with thewords. The one thing Wagner could not tolerate was ridicule, worse in the presence of hisown
men.

Buckmaster caught the hard flat explosion in hisface and pain in his eardrums as the gun that
appeared in Wagner's hand went off.

As hewatched Cuff dump he knew the man was beyond torture. He suspected that this was what
Cuff had wanted. He had taken the easy way ouit.

Buckmaster leaned his shoulders back and then with sudden violence pulled hisarms free from the
guards grip. He dapped Wagner across the mouth with hisleft hand and brought hisright fist around in a
ghort arc that crushed the bone in Wagner's nose.

He made no resistance as the guards grabbed him and twisted hisarm cruelly behind hisback. The
hurt from Wagner's shattered nose brought a bright glisten of pain into hiseyes.

"That wasamistake," Wagner said, the depth of his anger making hisvoice soft and husky, "I'm
going to make you whinelike adog."

THE GENERAL was suffering the tragedy of a strong man whose mind was turning senile—and who
redized it. Only the two aternative objectives remained virile; the Campaign and, that failing, the
Wesgpon. The Wespon gave him his only solace in times of trouble. Now, going down into the basement
of hishouse, he sought it out again. Letting himself through two thick concrete doors, which he opened
with akey that he wore about hisneck at al times, he entered the room that held his potentidly terrible
Secret.

The outer contour of the Weapon was arectangular frame of rough lumber. Inside was a meta box,
and in this reposed a semi-glutinous mass of liquid. Nothing more. On the shelf above rested a bottle of
aquafortis. Quite smple substances—apart. Together they could spell the destruction of aworld.

The Dictator himself, had given Koski hisingtructions long before, back in the homeland.

"Generd," you are being sent with an army, but its purpose isto protect your Wegpon, and to bring it
into aposition of maximum effectiveness, rather than to fight. Y ou fully understand, | hope, that if you
ever haveto useit, your misson will certainly befatd to yoursdf?'

"l understand, Sire," Koski answered. "1 am thankful for the honor you have done me.”

"Y our missonisto carry the Wegpon to a centrd location on the North American continent. |
believe you have the force necessary to accomplish that.”

Koski nodded but said nothing. " The component ingredients of the Wegpon | know no better than
you yoursdf. It was developed at the Indtitute. Its specid faculty isits ability to free hydrogen from the
moisturein the air, and to start achain reaction. The physiciststell methat it will sear most of the
continent once it starts reacting. About the only spot that would be spared are the dry regions, and
maybe not even those. Just one thing you must remember—do not useit unless you are certain that the
war isdefinitdy lost. Do you understand the importance of that command?”

"l do," Koski answered. "But wouldn't it be better to useit as soon as possible? Thelives of my men
and mysdlf would be asmdl priceto pay for victory."

"True, except for one big question,” the Dictator replied. "The explosiveis so deadly that it was
impossible to experiment. Thereisno such thing asalittle bit of it. Consequently we are not certain of its
effects. We expect, and hope, that it will dissipate itsdf asit soreadstoo far fromitsinitia exploson
point, but we cannot be certain. It is possible that, once released, it will devastate the entireworld. Y ou
see now why it must be used only asalast resort?"

Many times since Koski had gone over that conversation in hismind. Had the war been lost? Neither



sde had come through with functioning governments. Therefore, what course should he take? Perhaps
the invaders even now ruled the homeland. Would he gain, or would helose the last chance for ultimate
victory by setting off the explosive?

During the rare moments when his mind cleared, Koski realized the small chance the Campaign
would have. At such times the Weapon beckoned. He knew then that the Campaign would never be
completed in hislifetime. Wagner, however, was avery good man, with al theideds of his country. He
would carry on.

It needed only adight variation in the trend of events, to tip that scale one way or the other. Even
now the General held the bottle of aguafortisin his hand—undecided. Thefate of the world teetered.

"You aren't so pretty anymore,” Wagner said.

"Neither are you," Buckmaster answered through battered, bloody lips. He wondered where he
found the strength to keep taunting Wagner. He could fed that his face was alumpy mess. One eye was
dosed and blood, running down into the other, kept blinding him. Every musclein hisbody ached from
the pounding it had taken, and he suspected that hisleft arm was broken. He sagged in his bonds.

Wagner, he knew, was ddiberately gauging the punishment. He meant to torture him to the verge of
desth, but he did not intend to let him die without further torment. Buckmaster wondered how much
more he could stand.

Long ago he had despaired of any help from the Force. He had felt nothing since the torture started.
It was evident that it couldn't do anything, or would not, to stop this orgy of sadism. And he knew that
any subtle attempts to divert Wagner from his sadistic pleasure would be usdess.

Wagner had dl the instruments required for refined torture here. It was evident that he had used them
many timesin the past. He strapped Buckmaster's wrists to awaist-high wooden rack.

"You'll be pleased to know that | have made athorough study of the human anatomy," Wagner said.
"Therefore, when | begin cutting off your limbs, onejoint a atime, you won't have to worry. I'll seethat
you do not die—and a so that you retain consciousness. | wouldn't want you to missthe exquisite
ddicacy withwhich | perform the operations. Y ou'll be abasket case when | get through.”

Wagner picked up ashort scalpel with an edge honed to afine, razor sharpness. "Thisisaddlicate
little experiment thet | find very effective” hesaid.

Helifted Buckmaster's right index finger and cut deeply through the flesh of itstip. Theintense
acuteness of the senditive nerves made the agony unbearable. Wave after wave of shock sensations
struck at his nervefibers as the blade traced araw red path through another finger-tip.

Sickness gathered in his ssomach and retched up into histhroat to gag him. He sucked in grest gulps
of ar until at last he could stand no more pain and welcome oblivion blanked him out.

He returned to consciousness to find Wagner still there—waiting.

"Tsk, tk," Wagner chided. "So you're not so tough, after al? And just when it was getting
interesting.”

Thistime Buckmaster did not have the strength to defy him. He was beaten. He prayed that Wagner
would tire of his pleasure before he had to stand any more. He wanted to go out still aman, and not a
broken hulk, tearful, pleading, begging for mercy.

"| think you're ready for something abit more subtle," Wagner said. He concentrated his gaze on
Buckmaster's eyes and dowly, crudly built up amenta strain. The mind contact still held. Buckmaster
redized that Wagner had been keeping this until he was too mentaly whipped to fight back.

Hewas surprised then to fed that he fought off the pressure with little strain to himself. Still lurking
there in hismind, wasthe Force, quiet, hardly felt, but virile, with a sense of dynamic quiescence
potency! Hope came where dl hope had been dead.

Something within him throbbed like dectricity, and he sent abolt of mental energy at Wagner's head.

The shock of the emotional concussion brought blood bursting from Wagner's nostrils and eye
sockets. A red tide poured from hislips. His head dropped |oosdly and Buckmaster knew that \Wagner
was dead even before hefdl from his chair.

Buckmaster sat astounded at the demonstration of power. He sat for amoment listening to the, inner
voice that sent up itsanswersto his slent questions. No, it hadn't been able to help him before. Its power



was not physical. No, it could not help him escape. From here he was on hisown. The only satisfaction
he recelved was the closer entity he had found between himsdlf and the Force. It seemed to him now that
it did not come from the outside. Rather it was an essentid part of himsdlf. Or, more exactly, hewasa
part of that Force.

Buckmaster worked hiswrists backwardsin their thongs until he forced the lesther straps over the
bases of hishands. Thus hewas ableto bend hiswrists. Sowly, painfully, he brought up hisright leg until
his foot rested next to hisright hand. The left foot next. Once he amost lost hisbaance. But at last he
stood with hisfeet straddling his hands.

He exerted dll the strength of hisleg, arm, and trunk muscles. The pain from his broken armwasa
sickening thing but dowly the leather bands began to tear loose from therivetsthat held them. A last
mighty exertion and he wasfree.

Wagner had a private elevator. Buckmaster entered and went to aground floor. He walked out of
the building through atradesmen's entrance into a dusky aley.

Keeping hisgood arm in front of hisface he staggered around the corner and into a drugstore and
reached a phone booth without being observed. He put in acdl and crouched in the phone booth for the
ten long minutesit took Oliver to comefor him.

"Two weeks aren't very long to get you well, Clifford,” Oliver said, "but I'm afraid it'sdl thetimewe
have. I'm sorry."

"You did your best," Buckmaster answered. "At least you've got me pretty well patched up.”

"The last reports were that the police have drawn aring around this digtrict, and that they're closing
in"

"Do we have any way but?"

"| hate to haveto say this" Oliver said dowly. "But the rest of us can get out—if we don't take you
with us"

BUCKMASTER had expected this. It seemed that he had known from the beginning that he would
never liveto seethe end of this adventure.

"It'sdl right. Isthere anything can do to help?’

"No. They won't stop usif you aren't dong. Y ou're the man they're after. If there were any way |
could help you by staying, I'd never leave. But I'd only be captured with you, and nothing gained.”

"Of course | understand.” Buckmaster rested his hand for amoment on the old leader's shoul der.
"Don't fed badly about it, Lester. The men need you. Y ou owe it to them to get out if you can.”

Oliver gripped hishand. "Before | go | want you to know how grateful we arefor the help you've
given us. Without Wagner the Generd won't be nearly as hard to handles. And one other thing: | don't
want you to hope too much, but there's still a chance we may be able to get you out. I'm trying along
shot. So if someone comesfor you, go with him. In the meantime, keep your chin up.”

They shook hands again. Buck, master surmised that Oliver wastrying to give him something to cling
to while hewaited for the end. Then hewas aone,

Three hours later Buckmaster spotted the first of his executioners. One of the Ruskies that walked
with studied unconcern across the sirest.

Almost a the same time he heard arap on the rear door of the gpartment. He drew the gun Oliver
had |eft with him and walked dowly to the door. "Who isit?"

"Oliver sent mefor you," the voice on the other side of the door answered.

"Comein with your hands up." Buckmagter flattened himsdlf against asdewall and shoved hisgun
into theribs of atall young man.

"Who areyou?'

"My nameis August Gamoll," the man said. Somehow the name was familiar. He should recognizeit,
Buckmaster thought. Abruptly he did.

"What are you trying to do?' Buckmaster asked harshly. "Make, asmall-time hero of yoursdf with
thisgrandstand play?"

"Not at dl,” Gamoll answered. "I'm the long shot Oliver mentioned.”



"Yourelying."

"Then how would | know what Oliver said?'

"It may be alucky guess. Why should | trust you?"

"Mainly because you have no choice. What have you got to lose?' He was acool character.
Buckmaster shrugged. He hated this playing it blind, but the fellow wasright. "O.K.," hesaid. Y ou might
aswdl| take your hands down. Let'sgo."

They went down the stairs. At the rear exit Gamoll looked out. He wore no hat. The wind from the
dley fluffed the hair on the sde of his head.

"All clear,” Gamall said. "Make adash for it. When you get in the carriage lie low. Now!"

The diewas cast, Buckmaster decided. HEd play it to the hilt now, al or nothing. He sprinted across
thedirt of the aley and jerked open adoor of the carriage. He threw himsdlf inside and hugged the floor.

Soon the carriage began to roll. When they had travelled about ahalf block it stopped. Buckmaster
drew in hisbreath. Thiswasthe critica point. If Gamolicould bluff hisway through now the rest would be
comparatively easy.

"Give me an escort, Captain,” he heard Gamoll say. "'l don't want to get tied up here. | understand
there's going to be some shooting soon.”

"That'sright, Sir," acrigp military voice answered. "It's best that you get out fast. I'll send one of my
menwith you."

The carriage started forward again. A half-hour later it stopped once more.

"Y ou may get up now," Gamoll said. "Were going indde. Stay closeto me.”

BUCKMASTER was not surprised when he dighted and found himsalf near aside door to the
Generd's private residence.

"l don't get all this," Buckmaster said. "Y ou've had me herefor six days now, and I've only seen you
twice. Why should the Generd's son be hiding me?’

"Quitesmple. | don't like hismethods, or his government, any more than you do. Oliver knew that
when he sent his message to me asking for help.”

"Do you mean to say that you'd help uskill your own father?!

"Astothat,” Gamoll sad, "if you'll notice, my hair and eyes are brown.

gy

"Koski's eyes and my mother'sare blue. Y ou probably know that it is genetically impossible for
two-blue-eyed people to have a brown-eyed son.”

"Then you're not his son?' Buck-magter was silent for aminute. "That's why you took the name of
your mother's other husband,” he mused.

"If you remember, when the law was passed that each woman must have two husbands, the Genera
st the example by marrying awoman who aready had a husband. He knowsthat | am not his son
biologicdly, but | anlegdly, and | have full inheritance rights. He was too smart—aswell aslegdly
exact—to disown me."

"That means you'd automatically become the government head if the Genera died?!

"Yes. But yourewrong if you think that | am doing thisfrom any salfish motive. If | succeed, I'll
ingtitute ademocratic form of government at my first opportunity. *

"I'll wait until | seeit," Buckmaster answered cynicdly. "But if it'strue, are your idedls strong enough
to help uskill him?"*

For thefirgt time Gamoll seemed uncertain of himsdlf. "Why isit necessary to kill him, especidly now
that Wagner is dead? We both know that Wagner did the actud ruling. And the Genera isan old man,
without much longer to live. Well win if we do no more than stand by."

"He must die—and soon!" Buck, master exclaimed; surprised at the vehemence of the words. So
vital had been the command, that he knew what he had said was true: Koski must die, in the very near
future. Though he himself was not certain of the need for such urgency.

"I suppose | undergtand,” Gamoll said, atrifle uneasly. "Y ou haveto act in salf-defense: If you don't
kill him, hewill probably be ableto kill many more of your men before he dies. But try to seehisside. He



isthe representative of a Causethat isjust—to hisway of reasoning; so right and so just that he will do
anything to advanceit. Whatever we may think of him, hisconscienceisclear. | only ask you this: If you
can see your way clear to attain your endswithout killing him, will you let him live?!

For another nine days Buckmaster stayed with Gamoll. He had nothing to occupy histime. Inidle
curiogty he went through the books in Gamoall's library. The young man owned many good books.

Before long Buckrnaster'sidle browsing turned to an intent search. For the first time he began finding
cluesto the mystery that rode within him.

Hisfirgt clue, he thought, was a passage he read in a physics book entitled, "The Limitations of
Science" by Sullivan: Resear ch has changed our whole conception of matter. The first step was the
experimental demonstration that there exist little electrified bodies, very much smaller than a
hydrogen atom, called electrons. Measurement was made with the result that the "whole" mass of
the electron was found to be due to its electric charge. Thiswas the first indication that the
material universeis not the substantial, objective thing we had always taken it to be. Matter
began to thin away into the completely spectral thing it has now become. The notion of
"substance" had to be replaced by the notion of "behavior".

He passed readily from physicsto the more fertile field of philosophy with the groping statement of
Valtare | have seen that which is called matter, both as the star Srius, and as the smallest atom
which can be perceived with the microscope; and | do not know what this matter is.

He pursued this quest readily with the philosopher Schopenhauer and passed dmost imperceptibly
into metephysics: | will never believe that even the simplest chemical combination will ever admit
of mechanical explanation; much less the properties of light, heat, and electricity. These will
always require a dynamical explanation.

If we can ferret out the ultimate nature of our own minds we shall perhaps have the key to the
external world.

Let us say, then, that repulsion and attraction, combination and decomposition, magnetism
and electricity, gravity and crystallization, are Will.

Will, then, is the essence of man. Now what if it is also the essence, of lifein all its forms, and
even of "inanimate” matter? What if Will is the long-sought-for, the long-despaired-of, "the
thing-in-itself"-- the ultimate inner reality and secret essence of all things?

Buckmaster percaived that these men were catching glimpses of something which they called Will,
Order, Thing, Absolute, and other names but which were al very probably the same thing—and also that
which he sought. Eagerly heread on.

Hisnext clue came from Bergson: Thought may begin with its object, and at last, in consistency,
be driven, by the apparent necessities of logic, to conceive all things as forms and creatures of
mind.

Quickly he passed on to Spinozawhere he found awealth of food for thought. Is the body merely
anidea?

Isall the mentality that is scattered over space and time, a diffused consciousness that
animates the: world? There is but one entity, seen now inwardly as mind, now outwardly as
matter, but in reality an inextricable mixture and unity of both.

Eternal order . . . that betokens the very structure of existence, underlying all events and
things, and constituting the essence of the world.

Substance is insubstantial, that it is form and not matter, that it had nothing to do with that
mongrel and neuter composite of matter.

Bruno said: All reality is onein substance, one in cause, onein origin; mind and matter are
one.

Descartes conception of ahomogeneous "substance” underlying al forms of matter intrigued him for
atime, and he wrestled mentally with the classic quotation, | think, therefore | am.

Berkdley wrote: A "thing" is merely a bundle of perceptions—i.e., classified and interpreted
sensations.

Hegd: The Absolute, transcending the individual limitations and purposes, and catching,



under neath the universal strife, the hidden harmony of all things. Reason is the substance of the
universe.

Leibniz: Although the whole of this life were said to be nothing but a dream, and the visible
world nothing but a phantasm, | should call this dream or phantasm real enough, if, using reason
well, we were never deceived by it.

FOR A TIME Buckmaster eft the philosophers and read poetry. He found germs of what he sought
in some of them, as Goethe's, The force which draws the lover, and the force which draws the
planets are one.

Hefound it beautifully in a stanza of Wordsworth's.

Something

Whose dwelling isthe light of the setting suns,

And the round ocean, and the living air,

And the blue sky, and the mind of man;—

A motion and a spirit, all objects of all thought,

And rolls through all things.

In the main, however, he found in the poetsthat the grains of wheat were too few amidst the chaff
and returned to philosophy.

Most of these excerpts, hefelt, were cluesto the enigma of himsdlf. He knew that these great minds
had touched on the very mystery that puzzled him. Once again he felt on the verge of understanding. Did
he have dl the pieces? Could hefit them into the pattern, if he but knew how? Or must he need to learn
more?

Suddenly he found the explanation in abook of essays by, theincongruity of it struck him asironicd,
an anonymous writer. He read:

For atime, during the middle ages, the theory that all the world, and even the universe, were
figments of one giant imagination, swayed the thinkers of the world. The intellect in which this
imagination centered was focused in one Man, and one man only, in the whole of existence. That
man was the one man who "thought.” All other men, all other matter, were but imagined props
with no actual existence. That man is the one who "thinks!" "You"—and only "you," the person
who is reading this—the whole world. It does not matter what your name might be. It might be. . .

Clifford Buckmaster knew then the mystery of life, who he was, and why. He no longer
concentrated, but hiseyesread on: At first glance it would seem that there is a concerted conspiracy
to avoid acknowledging this fact. Learned men, acquiring wisdom, come to the brink of the great
discovery, and then deftly skirt it, blinding themselves to its evidentness. However, on second
thought the reason is obvious. The theory is anarchistic; it carries the seeds of its own futility. If
they were ever to admit the truth of it, all reason for everything—their very discovery, their very
thoughts —would be futile. So they refuse to recognize it.

Your obvious question is, How can | tell you this? Who am |—the writer of this essay? The
answer is quite simple. 1 am merely a figment of your imagination, as is everything else about
youl

At last he knew. Hisfirst sensation was one of awful, empty solitude. He was one cresture—alone.
Aloneinaunivers!

Hewas an entity living in a dream world. All aout him were the figments of an
imagination—ypresumably his own. And even knowing, he till had no control of events—like adream
that cannot be halted or changed. The people about him were automatons, in fact they possessed no
actual substance. Even his own body was but a figment—~but he could be hurt! He had experienced the
most acute pain, and very probably he could be killed.

He had, however, littletimeto brood onit. At that instant in his reflections Gamoll jerked open the
library door and walked in.

"The worst has happened,” he exclaimed. "The security police have caught Oliver."

"What can we do?" Buckmaster till could not regard Gamall, or Oliver and hisfriends, as



nonentities.

"I hateto say this" Gamoll said, "but you'll haveto get out. | may be able to help Oliver escape, but
I'll be powerlessif they learn that I'm connected with the Underground.”

"They probably wouldn't hesitate to kill you aso,” Buckmeaster said.

"That wouldn't be too important, if my dying would accomplish anything,” Gamoll said. "But the
Underground's only hope seemsto be my keeping clear.”

Sowly, dmost unobtrusively, avision rose up before Buckmaster's eyes. Gamoll's features clouded,
became vague, and were gone. In his place stood the Generd. In the General's hand was a bottle, and
before him awooden frame, holding ameta box with itslid open. Buckmeaster realized that what he was
seaing was happening in some other part of the building. He could see cement wallsin the room in which
the Genera stood. Probably the basement, he thought.

Within him the Force commanded! He must get to the Generd, and kill him. The world was on the
brink of disaster. And time was running out.

GRADUALLY the whole composite vision vanished and he saw the handsome features of Gamoll
again. He knew what he had to do now.

"I'mleaving immediately,” he sad.

Closing thelibrary door behind him he walked unhestatingly down along halway. To either sde of
him, painted on the walls, were murds, depicting peasantsin the fields, harvesting grain. 1dly he observed
the painted figures as he walked, with his brain chilled and numbed of amost dl emotion. The painted
figures possessed as much redlity as anything € se about him, he thought disinterestedly.

He walked down steps and across an inner courtyard, hislegs moving siffly, lifelesdy.

He continued up the steps on the far side of the courtyard, his mind shutting out everything around
him except the door ahead. When he reached there he stopped. Here, he knew, he was at the
crossroads. He could move straight ahead through the door, or he could walk around the house and
enter the basement through the back. That wasthe longer way, but probably the safer.

And the Force urged the second choice.

A mood of black frustration swept over him and some perverse stubbornness of his human nature
rebelled at this supine abnegation. He knew that he was going to die, and his one last defiant act would
betodiein away of hisown choosing. He walked straight ahead.

As he opened the door and stepped into along green-carpeted room he found himsdlf facing three
guards. They held gunsand the gunswere dl aimed at him.

Even before he observed that the guards werefiring, he fdt the killing dugs enter his body. He knew
the bullets had reached vita organs and that he was about to die. Within him he fdt the Force, angry and
rebuking.

Hefdt awrench at the core of hisbody structure—and he was walking — walking — endlessly —
down along corridor. On the walsto elther sde of him were the figures of harvesters painted on yellow
muras. Hisbody was dive and vita. He walked on, through a doorway and out into a courtyard before
he realized what had happened. The Force had turned time backward! He was once more on hisway to
shoot Koski. He was exactly the same as he had been the last time but with the addition of his memories
of having been shot. And the silent warning that came to him never to expect another second chance.
That could not be repeated.

Thistime when he cameto thefatal door there was no surge of rebellion and he did not hesitate. He
walked around the house until he came to the basement entrance. Cement steps led downward. Two
guards were waiting for him there. One guard fell as Buckmagter fired, but he knew with aterrible
certainty that he would not be ableto kill the other in time to save himsalf.

The guard's bullet crashed into Buckmaster's digphragm and his body jerked once but it did not stop
its determined pacing forward. Buckmaster fired again but even as he did he felt a second bullet enter his
body. It pierced his heart and he knew that he was dead. With dimming vision he watched the guard fall
over on hissde as hisown bullet found its mark.

Even as Euckmaster redlized that the bitter fever of life was over for him he knew that his body



would not stop. Without any directive from the brain it was using the last of the suspended energy inits
blood and musclesto wak forward, driving with an awful exertion.

On he walked into the cement lined room. The General stood there, obliviousto the noise about him.
The hair on the crown of his head parted violently asthe bullet from the gun in Buckmaster's hand hit its
mark.

The gun became aweight too heavy for Buckmaster's lifeless fingers and dropped to thefloor. The
last spark of lifeflickered for abrief moment whereit had fled in someinner recess of hisbrain and hefdt
the Forcefor the last time. Two words it spoke. "Well done,” and he knew that at last hisjob was
finished. Now he would return home!

BUCKMASTtR had reasoned it well, considering his naturd limitations. But the truth he had
discovered was, like most truths, only part of agreater truth.

In the far reaches of infinity, be yond the outermost boundaries of space, a thought-voice spoke. "Am
| going to die?" it asked.

"Not now," asecond entity answered. "The crissis pagt.”

"Will the Sckness come again?'

"Not this particular form of malevolent psychoss,”" the second entity replied. "But perhaps you had
better tell me dl the facts you know so that | can advise you about the future.”

"My project, | ill believe, was magnificent,” the sick entity began. "From the energy of my essencel
materidized aworld of infinitesma creatures. | gave them time and space, and built a background of a
universe for their wonderment and speculation. They dwelt on their world, lived their lives, and made
their tiny, though admirable, advances asthey saw their destiny. And then, suddenly, when al seemed
beautiful, something went wrong, and | wasill unto death. What did | do that was not right?*

"I believe you made your mistake when you gave your creatures free will. They developed their
maignancies, aswdl astheir admirabilities. When they developed amdignancy of such virulencethat
they werein apostion to destroy themselves, you made yoursdlf vulnerable to death, through them. The
shock of that devastation to you would have killed you. Tell me, were your crestures aware that they
were figments of your mind?'

"Some grasped inklings of it, though none were certain. One, a Baruch Spinoza, came as close to the
truth asit was possible, for their finite minds. He wrote: We are the flitting forms of a being greater
than ourselves, and endless while we die. Our bodies are cellsin the body of the race, our raceis
an incident in the drama of life; our minds are the fitful flashes of an eternal light. Our mind, in so
far asit understands, is an eternal mode of thinking, which is determined by another mode of
thinking, and this one again by another, and so on to infinity. That was magnificant. While others
who caught inklings of the truth believed that | was an ultimate being, heredlized that 1, too, had an
ultimate being whom | worshipped.”

"Also, if he had been able to perceive how close you were to degth,” the second entity said, "he
would have redized that you were morta, which no ultimate being can be.”

"How were you able to circumvent the disaster that so nearly befell me?”

"l sent a segment of my own mentdlity into your conceived world. | gave it aname, implanted a
memory of apast into itsmind, and that same memory into the minds of those creatures with whom it
was supposed to have come into contact, in its past. Through that segment | was able to destroy the
awful potentiaity, aswell asthe creature who controlled it. The secret now restswith the dead.”

"Isthere any chance of asimilar recurrence?’

"That chance will dwaysexist aslong asyou persst in dlowing your creaturesto havefree will. |
would advise you to destroy it."

For atimethe patient was slent. "No," it said findly, "without that free will their existence and my
entire project would befutile. | will let thefree will remain and bear any consequences.”

"That, of course, isyour own choosing,” the other said.

And so man kept his greatest possession.



THEEND



