WHOEVER YOU ARE

THISISA love story. That isto say, it isastory of the greatest need and greatest fear men know. It
isalso astory of conquest and defest, of courage and cowardice, and the heroism that is a product of
both of them. It beginsin security and isolation; it endsin victory and desecration. Whoever you are, this
story has happened to you adready, and will again. Whoever you are, however you live, you are writing
the ending to the story with every breath you take, with every move you make.

In the cabin of the Service rocket, Scanliter Six, Sergeant Bolster and his new crewman, Pfc. Joe
Fromm, were playing checkers. It was the bored third day of aroutine one-week tour of duty on the
Web, checking the activities of the scanner-satellites that held the tight-woven mesh of em-g in ahollow
sphere of protective power cast around the System.

Fromm studied the board soberly, sghed, and moved aman into unavoidable trouble. Bolster smiled,
and both of them looked up momentarily asthey heard the click of the keys cutting tape on the receiver.

The sergeant returned his attention to the checker board, and jumped two men before he bothered to
look up at the viewer. He saw a stresk of light move upward and across the screen in awide expected
curve, from right to left; reached over to inspect the fresh-cut tape, and grunted approval.

"BB-3, coming in at 26°, 13, 37", dl correct,” he said. "Check 'em off, Joe. "That's nine, thirty-eight,
and oneoh-seven at the point of entry. All in correlation. Transmission clear. It'syour move.”

Fromm picked up the clipboard with the scanlite-station checkoff chart, and marked threetiny
squareswith hisinitids, dmost without looking. Hewas till staring at the view-screen, empty now of
everything but the distant specks of light that were the stars.

"Hey," Bolgter said again. "It's your move."

Joe Fromm didn't even hear him. The scanner outside completed its revolution around the smdl ship,
and .. thereit was again! Theflaring trail of rockets traveled across the screen, independent of the
up-and-down motion of the revolving scanner.

The sergeant grunted again. "What's the matter? Didn't you ever see one home before?!

"That'sthefirgt," Fromm said without turning. " Shouldn't we be recording the tape?”

"Not yet." Bolster surveyed the checker board sadly; held have aking on the next move. . . if
Fromm ever made another move. "All we got now isradar-recog. Then. . . thereyou are. . ." He
nodded at the renewed clacking of the keys. "That'll be the code-dope coming in. Then we wait till after
it hits detection, and we get the last OK, before we send the tape to the Pogt.”

Heexplained it dl dutifully just the same. It used to be when they sent anew man out, they at least
took him on a practice tour firdt. "L ook, make amovewill you?Y ou got awhole year hereto sit and
look at 'em comein.”

With difficulty, the Pfc. took his eyes off the viewer, touch a piece on the board at random, and
pushed it forward, leaving Bolster with the choice of athree-man jump to nowhere, or the one-man jump
that would net him hisking. The private leaned forward to finger the tape asit emerged from the receiver,
reading off the repliesto code-dope demands, and signa responses, with a certain reverent intensity.
"Didyou ever seeanillega entry?' he asked. "I mean an attempt? Somebody told me there was one on
thissect . . ."

At that instant the BB-3 hit the detector field awaiting it at the point of entry on the Web, and
generated mechanica panic in an entire sequence of scanlite instruments. Synchronized pulses from the
three scanlite sations circling the point of entry transmitted their frustration in the face of the
unprecedented and unpredicted; and the tapein the cabin of Scanliter Six vibrated out of the recorder
under the furiousimpact of the chattering keys.

Alarm bellsbegan to dhrill: first in the small cabin, directly over the sergeant's heed; thenin smilar
cabins on four other Scanliter rockets within range; finaly, about two minutes|ater, in the Exec Office at
Phobos Post, which was the nearest Solar Defense base to the point of entry at thetime.



Pfc. Joe Fromm stopped his hesitant query in mid-word, feding vaguely guilty for having brought the
subject up. Sergeant Bolster knocked over the checker board reaching for the tape. He read it, paled
vigbly, passed it across to the private, and started transmitting to the Post almost at the same ingtant.

On Phobos, a Signal Tech. depressed three levers on his switchboard before he stopped to wonder
what was wrong. Green darm meant emergency calsto the O.D., Psychofficer, and P.R. Chief. The
Tech. sent out the summons, then stopped to read the tape.

DYTEKTR FYLD RYPORT: BB-3EM RADASHNZ INDKAT ALYN LIF—RYPYT ALYN
LIFUBORD. RYPT: DYTEKTR FYLD RYPORT VIA SKANLITS9-38-107 TU SKANLITR 6
SHOZ NO UMN LIF UBORD BB-3.

BOLSTER, SGT/SKNR 6

By the time the Phobos Post Commander got up from his dinner table, the Psychofficer put down the
kitten he was playing with, and the Public Relations Deputy pushed back the stool at her dressing table,
the crewsof dl five

Scanliters within range of the point of entry, aswell asthe Sgnas Tech. on Phobos, knew al the
pertinent details of what had occurred.

The Baby Byrd I11, afive-man starscout, under command of Captain James Macolm, due back after
amost afull year out of System, had approached a point of entry just outside the orbit of Saturn on the
€lectromagneto-gravitic Web of force that surrounded the Solar System. It had signalled the correct
radar recognition pattern, and replied to the challenge of the scanlite stations circling the point of entry
with the anticipated code responses. Accordingly, the point had been softened to permit entry of the ship,
and a standard detector set up around the soft spot.

Thusfar, it was routine homecoming for a starscout. It was only when the BB-3 entered the detector
field that the automatics on the scanner-satellite stations began to shrill the darmsfor human help. The
field registered no human e ectro-magnetic emanations on board the BB-3. The e-m pattern it got was
undoubtedly dive ... and just as undeniably dien.

For the third timein the history of the Web, an attempt at entry had been made by unauthorized
diens, and those aliens were gpparently in sole possession of a Solar starscout. The third attempt . . . and
thethird failure: the BB-3 was aready secured in adightly intensfied smaler sphere of the samee-m-g
mesh that made up the Web, suspended at midpoint between the three circling scanlite Sations.

Eternd vigilanceis most assuredly the price of the peace of the womb. The membrane of force that
guarded the System from intrusion had, in turn, to be guarded and maintained by the men who lived
withinit. The scanner-satellites were as nearly infalible as amachine can be; they might have run
effectively for centuries on their own very dowly diminishing feedback-power systems. But man's security
was too precious athing to trust entirely to the products of man'singenuity. Each year anew group of the
System's youth was called to Service, and at the end of the year, afew were chosen from among the
volunteers to man the Scanliters that serviced the satellite stations which comprised the Web.

For even the most adventurous of youths, one further year of Scanliting was usudly enough; they
came back from their fifty tours Outside prepared to keep their feet on solid ground, and to forget the
brief experience of facing the unknown. But each year, too, there were afew of them who learned to
crave theintoxication of danger, who could no longer be content to settle back into the warm security of
the System. It was these warped veterans of the Web who became Byrdmen.

Secure within the womb-enclosure of the Web, five billion Solar citizens could wreak their wills upon
their little worlds, and carry on the ever more complex design for nourishment of dl theintra-System
castes and categories.

Outside, the emissaries of mankind stresked through the heavens on their chariots of fire, spreading
the Solar culture through galactic space, spawning the seeds of men between the stars. First went the
Baby Byrds, to scout new lands beyond the farthest outposts; then the Byrds, with their full complements
of scientists, and giant laboratories, to test the promise of the newly-charted planets, and after them, the



giant one-way starships went.

Somehow there were dways just enough bold desperate souls, yearning for danger and ready to die
for adream, to fill the human cargo-couches of the colony ships: the Mayflowersand Livingstons and
Columbosthat |eft the safety of the Web forever to fix new germ-cells of humanity on far-flung planetsin
the speckled skies.

Inside the Web, on four inhabited planets and haf athousand habitable asteroids, men lived in the
light of the sun by day, and drew their warmth and power fromit. By night, they turned to rest at peace;
each one under his own sector of the high-domed sky, the hollow sphere of force through which no dien
source of light could penetrate and il retain identity.

The Web glowed dways with the mingled and diffracted energy of dl the universe Outside; no
photon passed its portals, no smallest particle of energy came through without the necessary pause for
hail-and-password that maintained the calm security of the Web'sinner light.

Scanliter Six was aready proceeding at full speed toward the trapped BB, acting on normal
emergency procedures, when the keys taped out the order from Commander Harston on Phobos post to
do just that. No stars showed on the viewer; they had stopped the rotation of the scanner and the screen
held asteady picture of the three Scanlite stations with afuzzy hump in the center that was too bright to
look at comfortably. Scanner rays could not possibly penetrate the thick field that held the BB-3
suspended in the Web.

"Well," Bolster said sourly. "Here's your chance to be a hero, kid."

Joe Fromm knew it was childish of him to be excited. Hetried not to look interested. "Y eah?' he
sad.

"Y eah. What happens now is, we get there and code in that the situation is as reported. Then the
brass has a conference and they decide somebody has got to investigate, so they ask for volunteers.
Weé're the laddies on the spot. The other boys are al on Stand-by according tothis. . . ."

He waved the orderstape a Fromm, who caught it and read it through carefully.

"And if we were on Stand-by instead of Proceed, you know what we'd be doing right now?' the
sergeant went on, enjoying his own discomfort asloudly as possible. "I'll tell you what. We'd be standing
al right, right smack where we were when the tape came in. Not one second closer.”

"Stand-by is supposed to mean that you get into the best position for observation,” the Pfc. recited.

"Sure. The best position for observation, kid, isin-scan and out of blowup range. So you take your
choice: you stay where you are when the tape comesin, or you back out asfar asyou can and stay
in-scan. Anyhow, we're the boys on the spot, see? They're going to want a volunteer to board the
Beebee, and | got ahunch,” he finished with afaint note of hope, “that | might come out of thisin one
piecejust on account of you are probably going to want to be ahero.”

"Could be," Fromm said nonchaantly. "Y ou're senior; after dl, it'syour privilege."

Hewas delighted that he managed to keep a poker face throughout the statement

Joe Fromm stepped out of the airlock into space, and let himsdlf float free, orienting, for adow count
of five. He had done it ahundred times and morein drill, but it felt different now. Asinthedrill, he made
aroutine extra check of his equipment: tank, jetter, axe, welder, magnograpple mechitape recorder, (no
radio in an insul-suit), knife, gun, signd mirror, medikit. All OK.

He st the jet a gentle and squirted off toward the glowing ball of force that held the starscout. Two
more squirts, and he was as close as he could get. He flashed the mirror twice a Bolster in the Scanliter,
to sart the passageway in the sphere opening. Thiswas the last contact till he came out again. If he....

If | comeout again . . . he thought the whole phrase through deliberately, and was surprised at the
way his mind accepted the possibility, and dismissed it. He felt tremendoudy dive, amost asif each
separate cdl wastingling with some specid vigor and awareness. And in the center of it dl, in some
hidden part of himself, he was dead calm, almost amused. Was thiswhat they cdled courage?

He flashed the mirror again. Bolster was certainly taking histime. All he had to do wasthrow a
switch. Fromm began flashing angry code with the mirror and kept it up, knowing Bolster couldn't
answer and rgoicing in the knowledge, until he saw the opening appear in the bal of force, and begin to

expand.



Then heredlized it wasn't smply throwing a switch. Once the passageway-mechanism was put into
operation, it had to keep going on its own, opening and closing at intervals so asto permit him egress,
and till not let enough e-m-g through in ether direction to disturb the power-stasisingde. It took only a
little bit of computer work . . . but quite abit more intricate checking of the relays, to make certain the
automatics would not fall.

He had to hold himsealf back to keep from diving through as soon as the hole was asbig ashis suit . .
. but he waited, as he had been trained to do, until it stopped enlarging. The computer knew better than
he did how much space he needed.

Then he squirted forward and through. The BB |ooked strange, hanging there in the middle of
nothing, with an ar of polite impatience, waiting to finish its passage into the System.

Joe grinned, and duly spoke histhought out loud for the record. "Every single thing that passes
through your heed,” they'd said over and over again in school. "When you're on any kind of solo
operation, you want to be sure the guy who takes over knows everything you did, no matter how crazy it
seems. Anideathat doesn't connect for you could make senseto him.”

So Joe Fromm told the mechitape attachment on' his suit that the starscout looked impatient. He kept
talking, describing his actions and thoughts and emotions, as he approached the ship cautioudy, and
opened the outer lock door. More waiting, and he informed the tape that the air lock was in operating
condition.

Then hewasin the ship, and omitted to mention in his running commentary that he was scared silly.
Down the corridor ... open the cabin doorsone at atime ... empty, empty . . . not empty. Go onin, Joeg;
he's out cold; couldn't hurt afly.

"Oneof thediensisinthiscabin. Thisisthe third door | have opened, second cabin to theright going
down the corridor from thelock to Contral . . . he's either dead or unconscious. . . hopethey'redl like
that . he'sbig. . . hopethey'renot dl like that. Maybe ten feet tall, sort of curled up on the bunk, might
have been adeep.” Might ill be, might wake up.

He gulped and decided held better put it on record. "Might till . . ." No, that wasfoolish. These
characters had registered em. radiations on the insrumentsin the stations. They couldn't stay conscious
ingde the em.g. field without insul-suits. Anything strong enough to stop aBB initstrackswould stop a
man too.

But it'snot aman; it's. . . "It'sdefinitely humanoid . . . hard to believe any dien creatures could
evolve so much like humans. No tenacles, nothing like that. Armsand handslook like ours. . . fingers
too. Heswearing some kind of robe. . . hard to get it loose with these gloves on, can't see the legsfor
aure, but the arms are human dl right. Faceis different, something funny about the mouth, sort of
pursed-up-looking. Closed, can't seetheinsde... guess| can try and openit ... no, later, maybe. | better
take alook around. Anyhow, thisguy isalot like you and me only amost twice asbig. Not very hairy,
dark skin, big black eyes. . . how can anything that's not human have eyesthat look at you like that, even
when he's out cold? | don't know ... going out now, next cabin, second door on the left .. .

"Heres another one. . . on thefloor thistime, kind of crumpled up . . . must have been standing
when the fidd hit, and fell down. Nothing new here. . . wait aminute, thisfellamust have cut hishand on
something when hefdl . . . yeah, theré's an open locker door, with an edge. Blood isdried, lookslikeit's
alot darker than ours, but it's crazy how human it looks anyhow . . . Going out again now ... inthe
corridor, no more doors here. . ."

There were two more of them in the control room: one strapped in the pilot's seat, squeezed inredlly;
he just about could makeit. The other was dumped over the solar analog computer.

"Looks like he was checking the landing data,” Fromm reported. "These guys sure were confident.
Two of 'em off shift when they were coming in, and everything set for anormal landing. Didn't they figure
on any trouble at al? They should have redlized they couldn't just Sit down on one of our planets. Hell,
they knew about the Web; they gave the code-dope straight, and they decelerated to approach, and had
the correct angle.. . . | don't get it ... Here goes once around the room now. | will check all instruments.

"Starting from the door, and turning right: Star-chart microviewer intact and operating, filmsfiled
properly, | think. Won't take time to check them all now, but they look right. . . . Radio desk appearsin



normal condition for use, can't test. .. . Space suit locker isfull of strange stuff, will come back to
examine. . . . analog comps come next; thisguy is sprawled dl over them. . ."

He followed his nose around the cylindrical room, till he came back to the door again. Everything
was, or seemed to be, in good working order. A few adjustments had been madein leversand
handholds, to fit the diens larger hands; otherwise, virtudly nothing had been touched except for normal
use.

"Okay, | guess| better start on the locker now. . . ." But he didn't want to; he felt suddenly tired. Not
scared any more . . . maybe that was it. Now he knew he was safe, and there weren't any booby traps
or anything serioudy wrong, he wasfedling the strain. Let Bolster do some work too, he thought angrily,
and dmost said it out loud for the tape. Then heredized that his sudden pique wasredly just weariness,
and at the same time he became acutely aware of hunger and an even more pressing biologica urge.
Timeto go home, Joe. Always |eave the party early, that's how to stay popular.

He ought at least to get the robe off one of the creatures first, and make sure about their anatomy,
but he had an odd reluctance to do it. They weretoo human . . . it seemed asif it wasn't fair somehow to
go poking around under their clothes.

Hell! Let Bolster doit! Heleft the ship.

Alonein the Scanliter, Joe Fromm played his mechitape into the permanent recorder, and turned up
the volume so he could hear it himself, and get everything clear for hisreport to Phobos. Some of the
stuff sounded crazy, but he could tell what part was fact and what was just his own imagination. He
chewed on a pencil end, and occasiondly noted down something he should be sure to remember.

Altogether, composing the report was more painful than visiting the ship had been. He had just
garted putting it onto the transmitter when he saw the indicater for the outer lock light up. Bolster sure
hadn't stayed on that ship long! He fdlt better now about coming back himsdlf.

The sergeant came ingide shedding hisinsul-suit, and bursting with excitemen.

"Y ou should of looked inthat locker, kid!" He was triumphant. "Anyway, it'sagood thing for me you
didn't. Thisisthe kind of good luck bonuses are made of." He removed an envel ope carefully from the
storage pocket on the outside of the suit. "Got your stuff inyet? | want to shoot thisto them fast!”

"l just gtarted . . ." Fromm said.

"Well, welll flash this, and you can finish up afterwards.”

He handed the envel ope to the younger man, and started climbing out of the leg pieces of the suiit.
"Goon! Read it, man!"

Fromm opened the flap and unfolded a piece of officid Service stationary. To whom it may concern;
it said on top, and then right underneath: To the Staff Officers of Solar Defense;

"The other men have asked meto write thismessage, and | guess| cando it dl right, but I'm afraid
I'll haveto be pretty informd. I've tried to write it up in military report style, only it'sjust not the kind of
thing that Service languagefits.

"For onething, the very first line of the report form stopped me, because we don't know where we
are. Only the Captain knew our orders and he's dead now, and we couldn't find hislog, or any of his
papers, anywherein the ship.

"Weve st acoursefor the big fellas by backtracking on the analog comps. That meansit will take
them amost aslong to get back asit took usto get there, but that'sjust aswell, because it will bring them
in about the time our tour is due up, and maybe that'll makeit easier for themto get in.

"Weve done our best to explain to them all the dangersinvolved—not being sure of the course,
even, and being pretty sure you folkswon't et them through. But we can't talk to them as easy asthey
talk to us. We can get over generd ideas dl right, and any kind of thought that has asolid object nearby
to attach to, but the idea of people, of humansthat is, not wanting to let them into the System—well, even
if wetalked the same language ... that is, if they talked alanguage at dl that we could learn ... | don't
think they could understand that idea.

"I'm not going to try to tell you anything about them because if they get far enough to show you this,
they can explain everything themselves. Thismessageisjust to let you know that the four of usare here,
safe and sound, and staying behind of our own free will. Since Captain Ma colm's suicide, there's nobody



to order ushome, and welikeit here. Besides, thereisn't room enough in the BB for more than five
people—humans, | mean—or four of them (they need more food). And they want to send four dong on
thetrip; | think they picked out their leading scientistsin different fields, so they can get asmuch
information as possible, and be able to answer your questions.

"I don't know. Probably a Psychofficer or some of our scientists will be able to communicate better
with them on thiskind of thing. We get dong fine for everyday purposes, but you see, I'm not even sure
what kind of scientiststhey're sending.

"Theonly thing the othersand | are sure of, and that's what this messageisfor, isthat you can trust
these big fellas up to the limit. They'vetreated usfine, and they ... well, it'safunny way to put it, but "like"
isn't strong enough . . . they just seem to love everybody, humans aswell astheir own kind.

"Wewill wait herefor further orders. Y ou can probably figure out where we are from the analog
comp records.

"Regpectfully yours,
"George Gentile, Byrdman 1<t Class,

and on behdf of
"Johann Grauber By/2
TsnLao-Li, By/2
Arne Carlsen, By/ 3."

"I did atour of duty with im Malcolm once," the Commander said dowly. "He was a pretty good
guy. | ... liked him. It'shard to think of him committing suicide. | wish this Gentile had been alittle more
specific.”

Lucille Ardin, Public Relations Deputy at Phobos Post, skimmed the message tape rapidly, and
passed it dong to the Psychofficer. She cocked one feathery eyebrow cynicdly. "These boysjust don't
make sense,” she said. "They've been sold something al right . . . but what?"

The Commander shook his head, waiting for Dr. Schwartz to finish reading. "Well, Bob?' he said, as
soon asthe Psychofficer looked up. "What do you think?*

"I'd liketo seethat log," Schwartz said thoughtfully. "So would 1" Commander William Hartson had
earned his position as Assigtant Chief of Staff for Solar Defense. He wasthat rare thing: an officer
admired equaly by the general public and by the men who worked under him. At sixty-eight years of
age, hewas il in the prime of hedth and vitality—but old enough to have seen hisfill of violence,
danger, and death. He was decisive in action; but adecison involving the lives of others would be made
with care.

Bob Schwartz had worked with Hartson long enough to understand these things. " This Captain.. . .
?' he asked, "Mdcolm?Would you say hewas ... well, afairly typicd line officer?

The Commander permitted himsdf afaint smile. " Trying to figure the 'military mind' again, Bob? Asa
matter of fact, | think Jm Malcolm is—was one of the few officerswho'd fit your picture pretty well.
Courage, devotion, precison—astubborn s.0.b., who went by the rule book himself and figured
everybody else could do at least asmuch . . . but the kind who'd lay down hislife for his Service without
thinking twice. It'sjust suicide that doesn't make sense...."

Harston's voice broke off, and for amoment the only sound in the room was the shuffling of paper.
Schwartz gtill held the message tape, running it through hisfingers asif the fed of it would somehow help
him to understand its meaning better. Lucy Ardin pushed away the pad on which sheld been scribbling
Hartson's explanation of the forcesphere that was holding the BB-3 captive and its aien crew
UNCONSCious.

"God, what astory!" she whispered reverently into the silence. She ground out a half-smoked
cigarette in the Commander's big ash-tray, and stood up; the silver-sequinned dinner gown in which shed
answvered thedarm glittered painfully under the overhead light. It was entirely typical of Lucy that when
the call-bll rang in her bedroom, she had pushed back the stool from her dressing table without taking



even the extraingtant's time to compl ete the dash of crimson on her lips. Then picking up the portfolio
that was dways ready for use, she had arrived at the Exec Office, with the lipsticking finished en route,
within seconds after the two men who lived on the Post.

"All right," she said briskly. "What happens now? We gtitch up some six-tentacled strait-jackets and
make our vigtors nice and safe, then we take the field off and haul 'em down? Where to? What do we
do with them afterwards? Who getsto interview them?"

The Psychofficer looked up sharply, and Hartson chuckled. "Relax, Bob. I'm afraid it's our baby al
the way down theline. | wish | waslooking forward to it like you two are. | have ahunch it may turn out
to be something of amess. . . . Thediens, by the way, are humanoid, Miss Ardin. Perhagps you'd liketo
seethetape again? | believe theré's adetailed description . . . hey Bob? You're done with it, aren't
you?’
"Sorry." Schwartz handed it to the girl, and snapped out of his abstracted mood. "Isit safeto leave
them in the sasisalittlelonger, Bill?" he asked.

"Can't say for sure. With humans, twelve hours doesn't do any harm. These fellas may be dead
aready for al we know. Best we can do is assume they react like us."

"It ssemsto methat log must be somewhere on the ship,” the Psychofficer said. "I theréstime, |
think it might be agood ideato try and find it—before we decide anything. A man like Macolm would
have made sure the papers were safe, if he had any way todoiit at al.”

"You'reright." Hartson, too, came up from hisreflections and sprang into action. Y ou're damned
right! If it'stherewe can find it. And if we cant—wall, that's an answer too!"

Joe Fromm went back to the BB-3 with two other men from the stand-in Scanliters that had now
been ordered up to assst. Between them, they searched the Byrd from nose to nozzles, and behind a
pand inthe dectricd repair cabinet, they found the ship's papers. charts, orders, and the missing log.

Fromm took time to open thelog and ook at the last page: he hardly had to struggle with his
conscience at al over it. Under the dateline, in neet typing, it said:

"' Carlsen should have been back an hour ago. Under the circumstances, that means they've got him
too. My error wasin not leaving after | talked to Tsin last week. Three of us could have brought the ship
back. Alone, | don't believel candoit.

"l have consdered taking off anyhow, smply in order to make certain the natives do not gain any
further knowledge of the ship. My only choices now are betrayd or salf-destruction, and between these
two, | am afraid | have no real choice. | must therefore pick the most effective means of suicide, and after
giving the matter careful thought, have determined that a systematic destruction of the control roomisa
wiser procedure than the complete removal of the ship from the planet.

"By following this course of action, | can at least hope that afuture expedition, or perhapseven a
rescue-ship, will find thislog and understand the danger here.

"Thisevening, | shal have my last supper in style. Tomorrow, | shdl finish the dismantling of the
controls, and hide this book, together with the more important of the ship's papers. . . and may God
have mercy onmy soul!”

Below that, in dmost equally neat and legible a script, were two paragraphs.

"Once more | have delayed too long. Gentile, my firstclassman, is at the outer lock now, and he has
three of the nativeswith him. Apparently they now have him sufficiently under control so that hewill do
for them what they have not dared to do for themselves. They are coming into the ship.

"| expect they are coming for me, and | cannot risk exposing myself to their control. | know too much
that they can use. Thework of dismantling the controlsis barely started; I'm afraid the enlisted men can
till repair it readily, but none of them, after dl, even know where we are; the star-charts and orders will
be hidden with thislog. | can only hope the papers remain hidden until the right people cometo find
them.”

Undernesth, there was acareful sgnature: "'James Macolm, Captain, Solar Byrd Service, in
command Baby Byrd I11," and in parenthesis below that, one word of macabre humor, " (deceased).”

They ordered Scanliter Six down to Phobos Pogt, to bring in the papers of the BB-3. There was too
much materid to transmit by radio.



Bolster grinned and dapped his Pfc. on the back. "We're both a couple of bloomin' heroes,” he said.
"Just the kind of ahero | like to be. Some other guysll be around when they decide to blast that Baby,
and you and me can watch it al from the Pog."

"Blast it?" Joelooked up from thelog, holding hisfinger in the page. Y ou're kidding. Why would
they ..."
"Brother, you got the reason wrapped around your finger. Onelook at that, and they'll blow those
babies clear back to where they come from! Y ou can take a chance on aguy who fightsfair, but these
flas—"

"How do you know they'refighting us?' Fromm demanded. "Y ou saw the Byrdman's note, the one
you brought in . . . Thisguy Macolm was off hisrocker!"

"Well, I'll buy that one, too. Y ou can't tell with the brass when they get an ideain their heads. But
look, kid, you gotta grow up some. That note | brought in—it's pretty easy to get aguy to write
something like that if you got him hypnotized to start with, and you're twice his sze anyhow—not to
mention there being awhole planetful of your kind and only four of his. | cantel you any how, that's how
the brassll seeit. Solar Defense doesn't take chances.™

"Did you read what it says here?' Fromm ingsted. "The part where Malcolm tells us about talking to
Tsn? It just doesn't make sense to take it the way he did. He was space-happy, that'sall. The
Commander in't going to swalow thistuff.”

"Youwait and see," the sergeant said again. " And when you do, you're gonna be awful glad you're
down thereinstead of here."

"l ... look, I know thissoundscrazy . . ." Fromm put thelog down finally, and blurted out the rest of
it. "I'd like to stick around. If anybody goes back out there, | want a chance to take another look at those
guys. You think you could take somebody from one of the other ships down with you, and leave me
here?'

"It not only sounds crazy,” Bolster said. "It iscrazy. But it's your body, son. Y ou want to stick
around, you can bet nobody else does." He shook his head uncomprehendingly, and began punching out
amessage to Scanliter Twelve, where Chan La would jump at the chance to change spots with his
weskwitted Pfc.

"| ordered him to return to ship immediately. He refused. His exact words, insofar as| recall them,
were, 'Captain, | wish | could do as you desire me to—or even better that | could convince you to come
with me and visit our friends. They are our friends. If you would give them achanceto talk with you, |
think you might understand better. It ishard to explain with just words. But | smply cannot go back now.
(Emphassismine. .. JM) You areamarried man, Str. Perhaps | might fed differently if there were some
lovewaiting for me a hometoo. But | am young and not yet married, and . . ."

"I brokein here, thinking that | might be able to use persuasion, where authority had failed. | pointed
out that there was very little likelihood he would ever be married, if | decided to take up the ship,
abandoning him and Gentile on the planet—as of course, | have every right to do in view of their outright
insubordination. The natives here, for dl their sartingly humanoid appearance, aretwice our Size, and are
amog certainly not suitable for breeding, from a purely biologic viewpoint.

"He replied quite earnestly that he hoped | would not take that drastic step . . . that he did not wish to
remain permanently among the natives, but that he felt he'had to' stay long enough to become fully
acquainted with them and with their way of life, and to 'be hedled of dl the hurtsand scars of alifetimein
the System.’

"The conversation went on for sometime, but the parts | have aready recorded contain the gist of it.
Therewas one thing Tsn said, however, that | feel should be included here, dong with the train of
thought that followed it. If anything should happen to me or to my ship, | suspect it will in someway be
connected with my low susceptibility to the emotiona point he seemed to be trying to make.

"Tsin reminded me, during the conversation, of astory | have always considered rather bathetic: that
of thelittle orphan girl, in the days before the creches, who threw anote over the high wall of the
‘orphanage’ saying: 'Whoever you are, | love you.'

"Thisanecdote, | gathered, was supposed to define for me the nature of the emotiona 'hedling' he



was receiving at the hands—or | suppose | should say the minds—of the natives.

"This particular bit of bathos has been annoying mefor years. | have had the story related to me at
least threetimes previoudy, dwaysto illustirate some smilarly obscure emotiond point. And | have
aways wondered afterwards what the end of the story might have been.

"Now it seems very important to be able to forsee the results of the child's action. What happened
when the note was picked up and read? And why did the child write it?

"Itisthislagt question, | think, that bothers me the most. A sentimentalist might answer that she meant
it, but | find thisunlikely. At best, | believe, she meant that she hoped whoever found it would love her;
and that isthe very best interpretation | can put onit. It seems even morelikely that her motive was even
more specific: if shethrew such billet doux over thewadll regularly, | should think eventually one of the
sentimentalists would have found it, made some response, and provided the meansfor her to get over the
orphanage wal into the world outside.

"The natives here have afairly highly-devel oped technology, and quite obvioudy avery
highly-devel oped psychology or mental science of some sort. They aretelepaths, after dl. And they have
taken no painsto conced from ustheir interest in acquiring ameans of spacetravel.

"Thereis nothing to pin down, no way to make certain of their redl attitudes towards us. They have
greeted uswarmly, and have done nothing to indicate any hodtility or to harm usin any way—nothing but
walk off with two of my crew in an apparently friendly fashion.

"Perhaps the wisest course of action would be to leave now, while | still have two men on board. But
it isahard decison to make—to maroon two of my men on an dien planet.

"If I believed for amoment that Gentile and Tsn are responsible for their own actions, | should not
hesitate to make that decision. But their behavior is so entirely ‘out of character' that | can see no
explanation except that they are acting under some form of hypnotic control. As| seeit, my duty isto
make every effort, including main force, to return them to the ship before | leave.”

Hartson read it for the fourth time, and dapped the typescript down onthedesk. "I . . . hell, Jm
Macolmwasafriend of mine! How can | tdll? It soundslikehim . . . sure! It soundslike every report he
ever wrote, except where it soundslike him being pie-eyed in abull-sesson.”

He sat down, and | et the blank bewilderment he felt show in his eyes as he faced the Psychofficer.
"Well, what do you say?| can't decide this one by mysdf.”

Courtesy turned him, halfway through the question to face the PR Chief on the other sde of the desk.
Courtesy, and common sense, both. Officialy, Lucy'sjob wasjust to get out the news—or to keepiitin,
as seemed wisest. The catch wasin that last phrase. In practice, she was both public censor and
interpreter-at-large for the Post; and her Civil Service appointment made her the only authority on
Phobos who was independent of the Service.

The Commander had been dedling with the P.R. Bureau long enough so that in Sx months a the
Pogt, Lucy had never yet had any cause to remove her velvet glove. It was easy to forget sometimes
about the iron benegth it; one might almost think that she forgot herself.

"I'll check to Doctor Schwartz," she demurred now.

Schwartz managed asmile. "Will you please stop being polite?' he asked. "Y ou've got an opinion.
Let'shear it." She hestated, and he added: "I don't even like what I'm thinking. | better think it alittle
more before | say it.”

"All right." Her voice was controlled, but her eyes gleamed with excitement. She wastaking at
Schwartz, dmost ignoring the Commander. 1 think these fellas have the biggest thing snce e-m-g. It'sthe
onething we haven't been ableto crack at al; you know it aswell as| do. They've got the unbeatable
weapon—the psychologica wegpon. Y ou can't fight ‘em, because you don't want to. People call modern
P.R. mass hypnotism, but the techniques we've got are child's play compared to what these guys can do.
They've got thered thing. The question is, can we get it away from them? Has Psych Section got any
way of handling something this hot?'

"| takeit," Hartson put in drily, "that you are convinced of the accuracy of Captain Macolm's
interpretation of the events?'

Shelooked puzzled. "Why . . . yes. How else can you explain it? Has there ever been a case of



desertion like that before?”

"Never," he said crigply, and turned to the Psychofficer again. "All right, Bob. Y ou've had sometime
now. Say your piece."

"Let medtart thisway" Schwartz said hesitantly. "I think Lucy isright on one respect anyway ... what
they've got isan irresistible weapon. If it isaweapon. But to accept that idea, we'd have to presuppose
the existence of awar, or at least hotility between them and us. Theré'saverse that's been running
through my head for the last hour. I'm sorry, Bill, to be so roundabout. Just try to put up with me afew
minutes, will you?| can't quite remember the whole thing, but it's about an ‘enemy’ who 'drew acircleto
keep me out.’ Then there'saline | remember clearly: '‘But love and | knew better. We drew acircleto
bring himin." Y ou seewhat I'm driving a? Certainly our basic attitude toward any dienis potientidly
hostile. They are guilty until proven innocent.”

"Weve been dl over that ground, Bob," Hartson brokein. "I know your opinion, and you ought to
know mine by now. | don't likeit either, but it's the reason why we have been consistently successful in
such contacts."

"Conggently victorious, I'd say. All right, let'sjust put it that | am emotionaly moreinclined to accept
Gentile's attitude than Malcolm's. | see no evidence to support the view that these peopleareusing a
hypnotic weapon; it isat least aslikely that the feding they projected at our men was honest and
uncal culated. Why not assume for amoment that the occupants of that ship redly arefour of their leading
scientists, sent here to exchange knowledge with us?’

"You've got apoint there" Lucy Ardin said unexpectedly. "An act of aggression againgt these four
could maketroubleif they were on the level to gtart with. | think it gets down to agood ol d-fashioned
problem in shielding. Has Psych Section got any way of handling these boysif we bring themin, Doc?’

He considered for amoment.

"That depends. We've got anti-hypnotics, and we've got personnd specialy trained against
susceptibility to hypnosis. But the Beebee had the same drugs, and should have had some trained
personnel too. Thereésapoint, Bill. I'd like to see the basic psych ratings on dl five of those men, if you
can get 'em. Especidly Macolm's. | could get the papers mysdlf,” he added, smiling weekly, "Through
channdls, it wouldn't take more than three or four weeks. Can you get 'em fast?'

"l cantry." Hartson jJumped at the chance for concrete action. He rang for an aide, and scribbled an
order to Recordsin his own handwriting. "Put this on the facscan,” he said briskly, "and give it atop-rush
priority. | think | see what you're getting at, Bob," he said, as the door closed behind the uniformed girl.
"l remember | was kind of surprised myself when | heard Jm had goneinto the Byrd Service. Couldn't
imagine him going Outside voluntarily. He was an Earthman dl the way through. Why he didn't even
believe Marsmen were redly human. Isthat what you wanted to know?"

"Part of it. That much was pretty clear in hisreport. | want to know the comparative resistance of the
crew membersto hypnosis and what the other men's attitudes were toward dien life—things like that."

"I thought al Byrdmen had to pass standardized testsfor thet,” the PR Chief said, just alittle sharply.

"They do. At leadt, the enlisted men do. But there's ill arange of individud variation. And officers. .
. well, they have atough time getting enough men to command the Beebees. | think just about any regular
line officer who volunteered would passthetest. . . ."

Helooked to Hartson for confirmation, and got a reluctant nod; then he went on. "Even with the men,
it depends where they took their tests. That'll show on the papers. Psych Section isn't too—efficient—in
some Spots.”

"I'll bear that inmind," Lucy said tautly. "But I'd dtill like to know just how much Psych Section right
hereis equipped to do. Y ou say you've got the drugs and the personnel, Doctor. All right, then, if the
Commander bringsthesefdlowsin aive, can you handlethem?If you can't . . ." She shrugged.

"That depends." The Psychofficer declined the challenge of her tone and went on ddliberatdy: "We
canhandleit al right ... if itsas Smple athing as hypnosis. It happensthat | don't believe Captain
Malcolm was right about that. | can tell better after | see hispsychratings. . . ."

"All right! Then | takeit we're going to St around here for the next few hourswaliting to see what the
tests say? That givesyou alittle more time to make up your mind. Wdll, if I'm going to spend the night



here, I'd like to be alittle more comfortable. Do you mind if | run home for achange of clotheswhile
we're waiting, Commander?'

Hartson eyed the shimmering stiffness of her dinner gown unhappily. "I'm sorry, Miss Ardin. | hope
you'll understand. ThisquaifiesasaMgor Policy decison, and I'm afraid I'll have to ask you not to
leave until we are finished with whatever we decide.”

She shrugged again, and sat down. "Could | have atyper then? | could be getting some of my story
into shape."

Schwartz laughed. From the vantage point of the smoking jacket and carpet dippersin which held
answered the emergency cdl, he said easily, "Bill, couldn't you order something from Supply for the lady?
S.l. coverdls, or something like that? It might make adifferencein our decison if she could be more
comfortable”

"| can do that," Hartson said shortly. "And of course you may have any equipment you wish, Miss
Ardin."

"Thank you, Commander,” she said, too sweetly. "I'm sure it will help. | wonder if perhaps we could
facilitate matters by sending for the doctor's uniform too? If I'm to be made moreflexible, | suspect a
change of clothes might make him more decisve.”

Hartson grinned. " She's got apoint there, Bob," he said mildly.

"All right!" The Psychofficer ood up abruptly, paced the length of the smal room, and whedled to
facethem. "All right, I'll tell you what | think. I think the human raceistoo damn scared and too damn
hungry to be ableto face thisthing. Hungry for security, for reassurance, for comfort—for love. And
scared! Scared of anything different, anything Outside, anything one degree more intense than the rules
dlow.

" Also—pardon my bluntness, Bill—I think Captain Ma colm's reaction wastypica of dl that's sickest
inour System. The very fact that we are serioudy Sitting here cong dering how much of a menace these
four individuas represent—four humanoid beings, who come armed with nothing but amessage of love!
That very fact—that we St and stew over it, | mean—makes them dangerous.

"Y ou want to know what | think? | think what they've got—whether it's aweapon or anatural way
of life, whether it's hypnotism or open-hearted honesty, or anything else, is—not unbeatable, not ultimate,
not any of the other adjectives that've been thrown around here tonight but, specificaly, irresstible.

"I think dl of us—you, Bill, wanting to do the 'blameess thing—and you, suffering through hours of
torment in those ridicul ous clothes because they're supposed to make you 'attractive—and maybe me
mogt of dl, hating to say what | know becauseit's brutal—all of us and the rest of the System too, have
one crying need that the lousy culture weve made for ourselves can't possibly fulfill.

"We want love. We need love. Every poor blessed damned soul among us. And we need it o much,
it can be used as awespon againgt us!

"Understand, please, just becauseit'simportant to me to haveit on the record, that | don't for a
moment believeit's hypnotism they're using. | think they meaniit. But ..."

"Well, at lag!" Lucy Ardin sghed and moved atense finger for thefirst time since held sarted talking.
"Then you think you can handleit?'

Schwartz stared at her in amazement. "Didn't you hear anything | said? No. No, | don't think | can
handleit, or that anybody else can. | don't believe it's hypnosis, but | can't see that that matters. Or
rather, | might fedd more at ease about it if | could believe that.

"Damniit, Bill, | hatethid | want you to understand clearly that the advice | am giving you isagainst
my own inclinations and ingtincts. Now look: if it isto be regarded as aweapon—and | see no other way
we may regard it from the point of view of Solar Defense—thenitisirresstible. Thereisno way totieor
bind the minds of these—people—except by keeping them unconscious, which would automatically
defeat any purpose of investigation.”

He picked up his copy of the summary and excerpts from the log, riffled through the pages, and
threw it down again, sadly. "Bill, I'd give dl my ratings, and ten years off my lifefor the chanceto talk to
those guys mysdlf, and find out . . . but my advice as an officer of Solar Defenseisthat we have no
choice but to destroy the diens before they regain consciousness.”



Both the otherswere on their feet as he finished. "God damn it, Bob!" Hartson shouted. "Y ou can't
just..."

"Don't you see?" Lucy Ardin'scrigp voice cut in. "All he's saying is he doesn't know; none of us
know, and | want to find out! I'm not scared of it. Maybe you need love that bad, Psychofficer, but |
don't!" She sat down again, triumphant and breethless.

The Commander ignored her. "Isthat your last word, Bob? Shall | take that as your decison?’

"I'm afraid S0, Bill. Y ou heard Lucy just now. Remember what Ma colm was wondering, about the
end of the story of thelittle orphan girl? That's one answer. Interms of thelittle girl, it would mean that
whoever found the note took it back ingde and told the authorities that one of their children was writing
dirty notes—so the kid could beinvestigated. That'sjust one ending. There are lots of others, but don't
forget the one hewas afraid of. Don't forget dl the sentimentaists—like mefor instance. If | wereto
forget my duty as an officer of the Service, | would want nothing more than to get thelittle girl out of the
orphanage, just so she could love them.

"And don't forget, ether, that there would be any number of different answers besdes. And that
everyone would fed strongly about his own solution. Y ou have your choice, Commander. Y ou can
destroy them in the name of Security and Safety—or you can risk a System-wide civil war, and total
‘conquest’ by an dien race. What'll you have?'

Commander Hartson smiled wryly. "I'll take vanilla," he said digtinctly, and rang for an aide. The
uniformed girl gppeared in the doorway. "Jenny," he said, "'l want orders typed up for countersigning to
arange dl detailsfor the moving of the Baby Byrd |11 to Deimos | solation Post immediately. The ship will
be piloted by Pfc. Joseph Fromm, now aboard the Scanliter Twelve. We will want a continuous radio
report from the pilot starting with his entry into the ship.

"Separate orders are to go to Scanliters Seventeen and Twenty-two, to follow the BB-3 inwith all
artillery on theready. They areto maintain radio silence, with vocal reception open. Private Fromm isto
know nothing of the ready-fire orders. The word "appl€" will bethesigna tofire, if | decideitis
necessary to destroy the ship. Isthat dl clear?"

"Yes, ar."

The door closed quietly behind her, and Bob Schwartz stood up and walked around the desk to
shake the Commander's hand.

"They say youre agreat man, Bill,” he said quietly. "I'm beginning to think you are. Now, I'd like to
ask afavor I'm not entitled to. | did my duty as| saw it, and gave you my advice as an officer of the S.D.
Now I'm asking for aprivilege asan old friend. If you're going to try bringing that shipin, I'd like to be
aboard her on the way. | want to be there when they cometo. I'm a qudified observer and it shouldn't
take more than an hour to get me up there. It won't be much of adday."”

The Commander'svoicewasicy. "I think you know that'simpossible, Bob. Certainly you're
qudified—too quaified. We have to have aman on that ship, but we only need one man, and he hasto
be expendable. The only qualifications he needs are to know how to pilot the ship, and to be able to talk
continuoudy. We dready have avolunteer for thejob, and he's acceptable. If you want to give him any
instructions about what to look for or what to talk about, you have five minutes to prepare them. After
that, the action will start. Y ou understand, | am taking your advice. But | fed | must first prove to myself
that your premises are correct. | want to seejust how irresistible they are.”

Heturned to the P.R. Chief, and went on as coldly: "Y ou are free to leave now, Miss Ardin. Youll
want to hear the reports asthey comein, | imagine. It should be about twenty minutes beforethe shipis
actualy under way."

Pfc. Joe Fromm walked through the inner airlock into the BB-3, climbed out of his space suit, and
made aquick examination of the cabins. Three of the diens, still unconscious, were bound ankle to ankle
and wrigt to wrist on the floor of one cabin. That door was to be locked. The other cabin was empty, as
it was supposed to be.

"Cabins okay as planned,” he muttered into the mouthpiece, Strapped to his chest. "Corridor and
cabinets clear." He entered the control room, and tested the manacles restraining the outside limbs of the
aien who had formerly occupied the pilot's seat, and was now secured in aspecidly built chair. "Alienin



control room unconscious and I'd say pretty safe, the way he'stied down. Instrument check: eectronic
controls, okay; radar, okay; rocket contrals. . ."

He went down the list, cheerful with the familiar routine, talking easily, untroubled by the need for
extra breaths between words that had plagued hisinspection of the aliens.

"I am now strapping mysalf into the pilot-seat, and preparing for takeoff. Ready to leave as soon as|
amdgnadedfree. .. sgnd receved, blagting off now ... utilizing minimum acceleration, coming in at
Deimoson direct approach . . . thefellain the control room here seemsto be wiggling histoes. . .you
wouldn't think they'd have toesjust like us, would you?. . . héscoming to, al right . . . | am on direct
courseto Deimos at min-axe till . . . | think maybe everything'l1 work out okay . . . .

He had to watch the instruments with one eye and the alien with the other. The—whatever he
was—didn't ssem to betrying to bust loose at all.

"He's moving his head now, and looking around ... looking at his handcuffs, and the chair, trying to
turn his head around to see where hislegs are cuffed underneath, but heisn't struggling a dl . . . looking
meover now . . . | caught hiseyefor aminute just then, or he caught mine. | think he wants meto look at
him again, but I'll try not to. He has to be able to fasten my attention on something to hypnotize me,
doesn't he? | am moving my eyes around, checking instruments, and thinking as many different thoughts
aslcan....

"We are now approaching an orbit around Mars, decelerating. My radar screen shows two
Scanlitersfollowing us. . . should they be so closeinsderangein caseit isnecessary to fireon us?. . .
Please dont . . . that's not my thought!

"It...he'sthinking a me. . . they areteepaths, al right. He doesn't seem to, | don't know, the first
thought | was sure wasn't mine was, please don't fire on us, we are friends. It seemed so naturd | Started
to say it. Histhoughts aren't in clear words now ... | heard once that to 'receive stuff like thisyou haveto
not concentrate . . . something like that. Maybe I'm trying too hard . . . No. I'm too tense ... that was his
thought, not mine, he was telling me not to be so tense and I'd understand. . . .

"He says—you can cdl it “says; it's enough like talking —he saysthey're friends, they like us. They
want to be friends. He kegps saying it different ways but it's the same fedling dl the time, with
different—pictures, | guessto gowithit. .. ."

Pictures! Hey, stay out of there!

"Hewantsmeto. . . tolove him. That'swhat he says. He. . . men don't fedl that way about each
other...no! ...lovesme, helovesal—not men, somekind of thought for his own people, and
al—living crestures—those are on his home planet. Heloves dl men, thistime he means men.”

That wasdlly of me. .. hewasn't being nasty . . . hejust meant love. . . that picture was mine....

"He saysthe pictures| get for meaningsare dl my own, so | might get his meaning wrong sometimes.
He makes apicturein hismind, theway he'd visuaize athought on hisworld, but | seeit theway it
would beonmine. . . .

"Ligten, Captain Macolm just didn't understand. Thisisimportant . . . they don't mean the kind of
thing we do when they say 'love." They mean liking and sharing and . . . we haven't got the right words for
it, but it'sdl right. It's not a grabby feding, or taking anything, or hurting anybody. There€'s nothing to be
afraid of. The only thing that Captain got right was that story about the kid. . . ."

On Phobos Base, Lucy Ardin'styper clacked eagerly, while Bill Hartson and Bob Schwartz turned
from the viewer together. Hartson was a soldier; hisface was stern and set, as he reached for the mike.
The only emotion he showed was the sngle flash from his eyesto hisfriend's when helooked at
Schwartz and saw the tears of frustration rolling unashamed down the psychofficer's face.

"... the one who threw the note over thewall. That isthe way they fed. He'stelling me now, to tell dl
of you, he's agreeing, he says | understand now, it'sthe way human beings love when they'rekids, like
the note the girl wrote: Whoever you are. . ."

The Commander spoke oneword. "Apple.”

"l loveyou."



