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The alien wondered about his new body—puzzling things were going on around it
 
-
 
              I am got through. Much luck. Once in thousand kaders no less. I am by psycheport machine when it registers. On strange band. Cannot believe at first. The strength. Nothing like it before. Tremendous.
 
              This is new. Not of our system. Out there in dark, something knows. It trying much hard. It straining terribly so psycheport counter spin round fast.
 
              Must slither like mad for hold contact.   Right time, right angle, right range, right vibratory band — might never find again. Is difficult to hold. I am excitement. All my long tongues excitement. And tendrils too. Much nervous. Controls slip.
 
              But I keep his thing. It calling strong. Like desperate. It reaching violently out of dark. I keep impulse steady somehow. I am excitement. Get self-sender activated. All ready.
 
              This is new. Far beyond system. Far outside, deep in dark. Never done before. My fouice-sensor all luminous with thrill.
 
              Out I go. Counterswing circuit work auto, pull thing in as force me out. Is mighty brilliance as I go and other thing come. Streakiness of flashing light-spots. Too many for count. All striping dark one end to other. And cold. Much great cold. Awful.
 
-
 
              Then I am there. I am in body. Of what I do not know. Of where I do not know. Only in body. Not like mine. How other one think inside mine? I wonder.
 
              Feel around in body. Carefully, as taught. Feel for what I got now. There no many tongues. Not that I can tell. All dark. Nothing but dark. There noises nearby. One very near. Am slow and careful, still feeling.
 
              Find noises come through hearers on top. Not midway down. Up near top. Only two hearers. Much poor. Not enough for tell true mind-cry behind noises. Maybe other hearers elsewhere. Go quick right around body. No more hearers. Only two. Much poor.
 
              At bottom are sort of feets. One this side, one that. Somethings on feets. Can separate bits at ends. Not know what for these bits.
 
              Am going up more slowly from feets. Is wider until one piece. Have go-over right up to hearers. No fouice-sensor and nothing like. Is bad.
 
              There many hard bits in body. Soft stuff around them. Also much sticky wet.
 
              Do not like. Other think has luck. It like my body better. It want to keep it maybe. Forever. I am feared.
 
              If other thing clever it learn my body. Pretend it me. Not let Jelap call me. Tell Jelap it me. Then I am gone. Everlasting.  In dark.
 
              Make much hurry now. Seek senses. There is long thing between hearers, lower down. It know smell. It say thick air and warm metal. It say other thing I cannot tell. It poor, too, as for rep-tiles. Smell only. Not measure olfactory spray.
 
              Have hole in front little lower. Can move. This way, that. If eater, is much small. Must be eater because no other. Have thing in it like root of tongue. Short, thick, not lot use. Tip round, flat, soft. Got no dexterous extensibles.
 
              Then I am excitement. Little squeaks come near. Is something by me. I sure. Next, something touch in middle. Come from outside body. Feel it come cold and round. Press in middle a bit. I pull hard try move feets. Cold thing go away. Much low noises.
 
              Suddenly I find eyes. I slow for that. Seek sensors mostly round middle. But at top, between hearers. Again only two. How other thing see such way? Much poor. Only two. Both dead. Can't see. Something bad here. Maybe eyes discarded. Other sense better. What other sense ? If I not know, cannot find. Cannot use. Feel around fast because I am feared.
 
              Am fool. Find eyes have soft covers. Blingabirds have soft covers with eyes. Should remembered. I am much laughing for relief. Lift covers up, right up. Nothing wrong with eyes, though see front only.
 
              There is four things. They stand in group. Have wearings over bodies. Three have same wearings, one different. Odd one have shiny bag and some sort instrument. All got two feets, two stiff tentacles, no multi-tongues, no fouice-sensors. I see faces. Are not much faces and no color. White and soft like bark-bugs. Repulsive.
 
-
 
              I give mind-call much gentle. Not to startle. Things not receive, not move. I make louder. Not receive. I make loud as can and none receive. They is without reception. Have only the hearers.
 
              So I try make sound-noise. Dare not try move body much. Not yet know controls. Might injure. I am seated. Best stay seated a bit. But I try make sound-noise. Shift one of feets a little. Is not heard. They not looking or would see.
 
              They make noise with eater. I see that. They good for noise with eater. Is proper way for this bodies. So try myself. Force wind through with root-tongue high. It get out sloppy gargle. Try again, making much loud.
 
              Odd one with bag turn look at me. Drop bag. Make loud noise. Other three look. Very white. Eyes big and stick out. Make think they see me inside. I know they cannot. Small one lean on wall, hold himself. Much white.
 
              I know what wrong. Other thing's body collapse when left. Same as mine. Jelap know all about mine. He wait. He help it up when other arrive. These four not know enough. Think body empty.
 
              Other thing made enormous strain to reach me. Now it in my body. It not told these it going. Or not told enough. Is foolish not to tell. Unless great call was involuntary. Unless it could not help. I not think so. How could be?
 
              They is still looking, much white. I shift feets a bit. Show body not empty. Show psycheport has operated. Shift feets.
 
              They much stupid. Move like feared. Make low noises at each other, with eaters. Same time, odd one comes close. Lifts my eye-covers higher. Looks inside hard and long. Does not see me. Puts on middle cold thing I felt before. Plugs other end in hearers and listens. Cannot hear me inside. How can I make noise deep inside? Much stupid.
 
              Then odd one back away. Make noises at others. Two of three in same wearings come close. Do not like me. I can tell that.
 
              They ooze dislike smell.
 
              One bend do something to feets. Put wet on it. Other work at top, making tightness. Look over what I seat on. Touch this, that. Do everything stupid. Nothing sensible.
 
              They is finish. I give mind-call but still none receive. They is three in row looking at me much white. Is quiet but clamor in distance. Many make uproar far away. Shouting and banging. They is three. One has gone out. Maybe for psycheport machine.
 
              Now big one raises stiff tentacle. Solemnly. I hear click. Light go much low. They ... they pouring electron-fluid through me! Higher, higher!
 
              Jelap, they deading me!
 
 
 
The End
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