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The Mountain Wthout a Name

When Morrison | eft headquarters tent, Dengue the observer was asleep with his
nmout h open, sprawl ed |oosely in a canvas chair. Mrrison took care not to
awaken him He had enough trouble on his hands.

He had to see a deputation of natives, the same idiots who had been drumm ng
fromthe cliffs. And then he had to super-vise the destruction of the nountain
wi thout a name. His assistant, Ed Lerner, was there now But first, he had to
check the nost recent accident.

It was noon when he wal ked t hrough the work canp, and the men were taking
their lunch break, |eaning against their gigantic machines as they ate

sandwi ches and sipped coffee. It | ooked normal enough, but Morrison had been
bossi ng planetary construction | ong enough to know the bad signs. No one

ki dded him no one griped. They sinply sat on the dusty ground in the shade of
their big machines, waiting for sonething el se to happen

A big Omens Landnover had been damaged this tine. It sagged on its broken axle
where the wecking gang had left it. The two drivers were sitting in the cab
wai ting for him

"How did it happen?" Mrrison asked.

"I don't know," the chief driver said, w ping perspiration fromhis eyes.
"Felt the road lift out. Spun sideways, sorta."

Morrison grunted and kicked the Oamens' gigantic front wheel. A Landnover could
drop twenty feet onto rock and cone up without a scratched fender. They were

t he toughest machines built. Five of his were out of conm ssion now.
"Nothing's going right on this job," the assistant driver said, as though that
expl ai ned everyt hi ng.

"You're getting careless,” Mrrison said. "You can't whee

that rig |ike you were on Earth. How fast were you goi ng?" "W were doi ng
fifteen mles an hour," the chief driver said.

"Sure you were," Morrison said.

"It's the truth! The road sorta dropped out—=

"Yeah," Morrison said. "Wien will you guys get it through your thick skulls
you aren't driving the Indianapolis speedway. |'m docking you both a

hal f - day' s wages. "

He turned and wal ked away. They were angry at hi mnow. Good enough, if it

hel ped take their superstitious mnds off the planet.

He was starting toward the nountain without a nane when the radi o operator

| eaned out of his shack and called, "For you, Mrrie. Earth."

Morrison took the call. At full amplification he could just recognize the

voi ce of M. Shotwell, chairman of the board of Transterran Steel. He was

sayi ng, "Wat's hol ding things up?"

"Accidents,"” Mrrison said.

"More acci dents?"

"I'"'mafraid so, sir."

There was a nonent's silence. M. Shotwell said, "But why, Mrrison? It's a
soft planet on the specs. Isn't it?"

"Yes sir," Mirrison admtted unwillingly. "W've had a run of bad | uck. But
we'll roll."

"I hope so," M. Shotwell said. "I certainly hope so. You' ve been there nearly
a nonth, and you haven't built a single city, or port, or even a highway! Qur
first advertisements have appeared. Inquiries are rolling in. There are people
who want to settle there, Mrrison! Businesses and service industries to nove
in"

"l know that, sir."

"I"msure you do. But they require a finished planet, and they need definite
nmovi ng dates. If we can't give it to them General Construction can, or
Earth-Mars, or Johnson and Hearn. Planets aren't that scarce. You understand
that, don't you?"



Morrison's tenper had been uncertain since the accidents had started. Now it
flared suddenly. He shouted, "Wat in hel

do you want out of nme? Do you think I'mstalling? You can take your |ousy
contract and—=

"Now now, " M. Shotwell said hurriedly. "I didn't nean anything personally
Morrison. W believe—we know-that you're the best man in planetary
construction. But the stock-hol ders—=

"I"ll do the best | can,"” Mrrison said, and signed off.

"Rough, rough," the radio operator murrured. "Mybe the stockhol ders woul d
like to come out here with their little shovel s?"

"Forget it," Morrison said, and hurried off.

Lerner was waiting for himat Control Point Able, gazing sonberly at the
mountain. It was taller than Everest on Earth, and the snow on its upper
ranges glowed pink in the afternoon sun. It had never been naned.

"Charges all planted?" Mrrison asked.

"Anot her few hours." Lerner hesitated. Aside from being Mrrison's assistant,
he was an amateur conservationist, a small, careful, graying man.

"It's the tallest nmountain on the planet," Lerner said. "Couldn't you save
it?"

"Not a chance. This is the key |ocation. W need an ocean port right here.”
Lerner nodded, and | ooked regretfully at the mountain. "It's a real pity. No
one's ever clinbed it."

Morrison turned quickly and glared at his assistant. "Look, Lerner," he said.
"I am aware that no one has ever clinbed that nmountain. | recognize the
symbol i sminherent in destroying that nountain. But you know as well as | do
that it has to go. Wiy rub it in?"

"I wasn't—

"My job isn't to admire scenery. | hate scenery. My job is to convert this
pl ace to the specialized needs of human beings."

"You're pretty junpy," Lerner said.

"Just don't give me any nmore of your sly innuendoes."

"Al'l right."

Morrison wi ped his sweaty hands against his pants leg. He smled faintly,
apol ogetically, and said, "Let's get back to canp and see what that dammed
Dengue is up to."

They turned and wal ked away.  anci ng back, Lerner saw the nmountain without a
nane outlined red agai nst the sky.

Even the planet was naneless. Its snall native population called it Urgcha or
Ongja, but that didn't nmatter. It would have no official name until the
advertising staff of Transterran Steel figured out sonething semantically

pl easing to several mllion potential settlers fromthe crowded inner planets.
In the nmeantine, it was sinply referred to as Wrk O der 35. Several thousand
men and machi nes were on the planet, and at Mrrison's order they would fan
out, destroy mountains, build up plains, shift whole forests, redirect rivers,
nmelt ice caps, nold continents, dig new seas, do everything to make Wrk O der
35 anot her suitable home for hono sapiens' unique and demandi ng t echnol ogi ca
civilization.

Dozens of planets had been rearranged to the terran stand-ard. Wrk Oder 35
shoul d have presented no unusual prob-lens. It was a quiet place of gentle
fields and forests, warmseas and rolling hills. But sonething was wong with
the taned | and. Accidents happened, past all statistical probability, and a
nervous canp chain-reacted to produce nore. Everyone hel ped. There were fights
bet ween bul | dozer nen and expl osi ons nen. A cook had hysterics over a tub of
mashed pot atoes, and the bookkeeper's spaniel bit the accountant's ankle.
Little things led to big things.

And the job—a sinple job on an unconplicated planet—had barely begun.



In headquarters tent Dengue was awake, squinting judiciously at a whiskey and
soda.
"What ho?" he called. "How goes the good work?"
"Fine," Mrrison said.
"Aad to hear it," Dengue said emphatically. "I Iike watching you | ads work
Efficiency. Sureness of touch. Know how. "
Morrison had no jurisdiction over the man or his tongue. The gover nnent
construction code stipulated that observers from ot her conpanies could be
present at all projects. This was designed to reinforce the courts
"met hod-sharing" de-cision in planetary construction. But practically, the
observer | ooked, not for inproved nethods, but for hidden weaknesses which his
own conpany could exploit. And if he could kid the construction boss into a
state of nerves, so nuch the better. Dengue was an expert at that.
"And what cones next ?" Dengue asked.
"We're taking down a nountain," Lerner said.
"Good!" Dengue cried, sitting upright. "That big one? Excellent." He | eaned
back and stared dreamily at the ceiling. "That mountain was standing while Mn
was grubbing in the dirt for insects and scavengi ng what the saber-tooth left
behind. Lord, it's even older than that!" Dengue |aughed happily and si pped
his drink. "That nountain overl ooked the sea when Man— refer to our noble
speci es honmo sapiens—was a jellyfish, trying to nake up its mnd between | and
and sea."
"Al'l right," Mrrison said, "that's enough."
Dengue | ooked at him shrewdly. "But |I'm proud of you, Mrrison, |'m proud of
all of us. We've cone a long way since the jellyfish days. Wat nature took a
mllion years to erect we can tear down in a single day. W can pull that
di nky mountain apart and replace it with a concrete and steel city guaranteed
to last a century!"
"Shut up,"” Mrrison said, wal king forward, his face glowing. Lerner put a
restraining hand on his shoulder. Striking an observer was a good way to | ose
your ticket.
Dengue finished his drink and intoned sonorously, "Stand aside, Mbther Nature!
Trenbl e, ye deep-rooted rocks and hills, nurnmur with fear, ye imrenorial ocean
sea, down to your bl ackest depths where nonsters unholy glide in eterna
silence! For Great Morrison has come to drain the sea and make of it a placid
pond, to level the hills and build upon them twel ve-1ane super hi ghways,
conplete with restroons for trees, picnic tables for shrubs, diners for rocks,
gas stations for caves, billboards for nountain streanms, and other fanciful
substitutions of the dem god Man."
Morri son arose abruptly and wal ked out, followed by Lerner. He felt that it
woul d al nost be worthwhile to beat Dengue's face in and give up the whole
crumy job. But he wouldn't do it because that was what Dengue wanted, what he
was hired to acconplish.

And, Mborrison asked hinself, would he be so upset if there weren't a germ of
truth in what Dengue said?
' Those natives are waiting," Lerner said, catching up with him
"I don't want to see themnow," Morrison said. But distantly, froma far rise
of hills, he could hear their drunms and whistles. Another irritation for his
poor nen. "All right," he said.
Three natives were standing at the North Gate beside the canp interpreter
They were of human-rel ated stock, scrawny, naked stone-age savages.
"What do they want?" Mrrison asked.
The interpreter said, "Well, M. Mrrison, boiling it down, they've changed
their mnds. They want their planet back, and they're willing to return al
our presents."
Morrison sighed. He couldn't very well explain to themthat Work O der 35
wasn't "their" planet, or anyone's planet Land couldn't be possessed—nerely
occupi ed. Necessity was the judge. This planet belonged nore truly to the
several million Earth settlers who would utilize it, than to the few hundred
t housand savages who scurried over its surface. That, at |east, was the



prevailing phil osophy upon Earth.

"Tell themagain," Mrrison said, "all about the splendid reservation we've
set aside for them W're going to feed them clothe them educate them*
Dengue came up quietly. "We're going to astonish themw th kindness," he said.
"To every man, a wist watch, a pair of shoes, and a government seed
cat al ogue. To every worman, a lipstick, a bar of soap, and a set of genuine
cotton curtains. For every village, a railroad depot, a conpany store, and—
"Now you're interfering with work," Morrison said. "And in front of

Wit nesses. "

Dengue knew the rules. "Sorry, old man," he said, and noved back

"They say they've changed their mnds," the interpreter said. "To render it
idiomatically, they say we are to return to our denonland in the sky or they
will destroy us with strong magi c. The sacred druns are weavi ng the curse now,
and the spirits are gathering."

Morrison | ooked at the savages with pity. Sonmething Iike

this happened on every planet with a native popul ati on. The sane neani ngl ess
threats were al ways made by pre-civilized peoples with an inflated opinion of
t hensel ves and no concept at all of the power of technol ogy. He knew primtive
humans too well. Great boasters, great killers of the local variety of rabbits
and mce. Cccasionally fifty of themwould gang up on a tired buffal o,
tornmenting it into exhaustion before they dared approach cl ose enough to
torture out its life with pin pricks fromtheir dull spears. And then what a
cel ebration they hadl What heroes they thought thensel ves!

"Tell themto get the hell out of here,” Mrrison said. "Tell themif they
cone near this canp they'll find some magic that really works."

The interpreter called after him "They're prom sing big bad trouble in five
super nat ural categories.”
"Save it for your doctorate,’
cheerful ly.

By late afternoon it was tine for the destruction of the nountain wthout a
nane. Lerner went on a |ast inspection. Dengue, for once acting |like an
observer, went down the line jotting down diagranms of the charge pattern. Then
everyone retreated. The expl osions men crouched in their shelters. Mr-rison
went to Control Point Able.

One by one the section chiefs reported their nmen in. Weather took its |ast
readi ngs and found conditions satisfactory. The phot ographer snapped his | ast
"before" pictures.

"Stand by," Mrrison said over the radio, and renoved the safety interlocks
fromthe naster detonation box. "Look at the sky," Lerner murmured. Mrrison
gl anced up. It was approachi ng sunset, and bl ack clouds had sprung up fromthe
west, covering an ocher sky. Silence descended on the canp, and even the druns
fromnearby hills were quiet.

"Ten seconds . . . five, four, three, two, one—ow " Mrrison called, and
ramred the plunger hone. At that nonment, he felt the wind fan his cheek

Just before the nountain erupted, Mrrison clawed at the plunger

instinctively trying to undo the inevitable nmonent.

Because even before the nen started scream ng, he knew that the expl osion
pattern was wong, terribly wong.

Morrison said, and the inter-preter grinned

Afterward, in the solitude of his tent, after the injured men had been carried
to the hospital and the dead had been buried, Mrrison tried to reconstruct
the event. It had been an accident, of course: A sudden shift in w nd
direction, the unex-pected brittleness of rock just under the surface |ayer,
the failure of the danpers, and the crinminal stupidity of placing two booster
charges where they woul d do the npst harm

Anot her in a long series of statistical inprobabilities, he told hinself, then
sat suddenly upright.

For the first tine it occurred to himthat the accidents m ght have been

hel ped.

Absurd! But planetary construction was tricky work, with its juggling of



massi ve forces. Accidents happened inevitably. If someone gave them a hel pi ng
hand, they coul d becone

cat astr ophi c.

He stood up and began to pace the narrow |l ength of his tent. Dengue was the
obvi ous suspect. Rivalry between the conpanies ran high. If Transterran Stee
could be shown inept, careless, accident-ridden, she night |ose her charter

to the advantage of Dengue's conpany, and Dengue hi nsel f.

But Dengue seened too obvious. Anyone could be respon-sible. Even little
Lerner mght have his notives. He really could trust no one. Perhaps he should
even consider the na-tives and their magi c—which m ght be unconsci ous psi
mani p-ul ation, for all he knew.

He wal ked to the doorway and | ooked out on the scores of tents housing his
city of worknmen. Who was to blane? How could he find out?

Fromthe hills he could hear the faint, clunsy drunms of the planet's forner
owners. And in front of him the jagged, ruined, aval anche-swept summit of the
mountai n without a nane was still standing.

He didn't sleep well that night

The next day, work went on as usual. The big conveyor trucks lined up, filled
with chemicals for the fixation of the

near by swanps. Dengue arrived, trimin khaki slacks and pink officer's shirt.

"Say chief," he said, "I think I'lIl go along, if you don't mnd."
"Not at all,"” Morrison said, checking out the trip slips.
"Thanks. | like this sort of operation," Dengue said, swing-ing into the |ead

Trail breaker beside the chartman. "This sort of operation makes me proud to be
a human. We're reclaimng all wasted swanp | and, hundreds of square mles of
it, and sone day fields of wheat will grow where only bul rushes flourished."
"You' ve got the chart?" Morrison asked Rivera, the assistant foreman.

"Here it is," Lerner said, giving it to Rivera.

"Yes," Dengue mused out |oud, "Swanp into wheat fields. A niracle of science.
And what a surprise it will be for the denizens of the swanp! |nmagine the
consternation of several hundred species of fish, the anphibians, water fow,
and beasts of the swanp when they find that their watery paradi se has suddenly
solidified on them Literally solidified on them a hard break. But, of

course, excellent fertilizer for the wheat."

"Al'l right, nove out," Mrrison called. Dengue waved gaily as the convoy
started. Rivera clinbed into a truck. Flynn, the fix foreman, canme by in his

j eep.

"Wait a minute," Mrrison said. He wal ked up to the jeep. "I want you to keep
an eye on Dengue."

Fl ynn | ooked bl ank. "Keep an eye on hinP"

"That's right." Morrison rubbed his hands together uncomfortably. "I'm not
maki ng any accusations, understand. But there's too many accidents on this
job. If soneone wanted us to | ook bad—

Flynn smiled wolfishly. "I'"lIl watch him boss. Don't worry about this
operation. Maybe he'll join his fishes in the wheat fields."

"No rough stuff," Mrrison warned.

"OfF course not. | understand you perfectly, boss." The fix foreman swung into

his jeep and roared to the front of the convoy. The procession of trucks
churned dust for half an hour, and then the |last of themwas gone. Morrison
returned to his tent to fill out progress reports.

But he found he was staring at the radio, waiting for Flynn to report. If only
Dengue woul d do sonet hing! Nothing big, just enough to prove he was the man.
Then Morrison would have every right to take himapart linb by |inb.

It was two hours before the radi o buzzed, and Mrrison banged his knee
answering it.

"This is Rivera. W've had some trouble, M. Mrrison."

"CGo on."

"The | ead Trail breaker nust have got off course. Don't ask me how. | thought
t he chartnman knew where he was going. He's paid enough.”

"Come on, what happened?" Morrison shouted.



"Must have been going over a thin crust. Once the convoy was on it, the
surface cracked. Mud underneath, super-saturated with water. Lost all but six
trucks."

"Fl ynn?"

"W pontooned a lot of the men out, but Flynn didn't nake it."

"Al'l right," Mrrison said heavily. "All right. Sit there. 1'm sending the
anphi bi ans out for you. And listen. Keep hold of Dengue."

"That' Il be sort of difficult," Rivera said
n W]y?ll
"Well, you know, he was in that |ead Trail breaker. He never had a chance."

The men in the work canp were in a sullen, angry nood after their new | osses,
and badly in need of sonething tangible to strike at. They beat up a baker
because his bread tasted funny, and al most |ynched a water-control man because
he was found near the big rigs, where he had no legitimate business. But this
didn't satisfy them and they began to glance toward the native village.

The stone-age savages had built a new settlenent near the work canp, a cliff
village of seers and warl ocks assenbled to curse the skyland denons. Their
drunms pounded day and night, and the nen tal ked of blasting themout, just to
shut t hem up.

Morri son pushed them on. Roads were constructed, and within a week they
crunpl ed. Food seened to spoil at an

alarm ng rate, and no one would eat the planet's natural products. During a
storm lightning struck the generator plant, ignoring the Iightning rods which
Lerner had personally in-stalled. The resulting fire swept half the canp, and
when the fire-control teamwent for water, they found the nearest streamnms had
been nysteriously diverted.

A second attenpt was made to blow up the nmountain with-out a name, but this
one succeeded only in jarring loose a few freak | andslides. Five nmen had been
hol di ng an unaut hori zed beer party on a nearby slope, and they were caught
beneath falling rock. After that, the explosions nmen refused to plant charges
on the nountain. And the Earth office called again.

"But just exactly what is wong, Mrrison?" M. Shotwell asked.

"I tell you I don't know," Morrison said. After a nonent, Shotwell asked

softly, "Is there any possibility of sabotage?"

"I guess so," Mrrison said. "All this couldn't be entirely natural. If
someone wanted to, they could do a | ot of danage —+i ke nisguiding a convoy,
tanmpering with charges, lousing up the Iightning rods— "Do you suspect
anyone?"

"I have over five thousand nmen here,"” Mrrison said slowy. "I know that. Now

listen carefully. The board of directors has agreed to grant you extraordi nary
powers in this enmergency. You can do anything you like to get the job done.
Lock up half the canp, if you wish. Blow the natives out of the hills, if you
think that m ght hel p. Take any and all measures. No |legal responsibility wll
devol ve upon you. W're even prepared to pay a sizable bonus. But the job nust
be conpl eted. "

"I know, " Morrison said.

"Yes, but you don't know how inmportant Work Order 35 is. In strictest
confidence, the conpany has received a number of setbacks el sewhere. There
have been | oss and danage suits, Acts of God uncovered by our insurance. W' ve
sunk too nuch in this planet to abandon it. You sinply nmust carry it off."
"I'"ll do ny best,"” Morrison said, and signed off. That afternoon there was an
expl osion in the fuel dunp.

Ten thousand gallons of D12 were destroyed, and the fuel -dunp guard was

kill ed.

"You were pretty lucky," Mrrison said, staring sonberly at Lerner

"I"ll say," Lerner said, his face still gray and sweat-stained. Quickly he
poured hinmself a drink. "If | had wal ked through there ten mnutes |ater,
woul d have been in the soup. That's too close for confort."

"Pretty lucky," Morrison said thoughtfully.

"Do you know," Lerner said, "I think the ground was hot when | wal ked past the



dunmp? It didn't strike ne until now Could there be some sort of vol canic
activity under the sur-face?"

"No," Morrison said. "Qur geologists have charted every inch of this area.
W' re perched on solid granite.”

"Hrm " Lerner said. "Morrie, | believe you should wi pe out the natives."
"Why do that?"

"They're the only really uncontrolled factor. Everyone in the canmp is watching
everyone else. It nust be the natives! Psi ability has been proved, you know,
and it's been shown nore prevalent in primtives."

Morri son nodded. "Then you woul d say that the expl osi on was caused by

pol tergei st activity?"

Lerner frowned, watching Mrrison's face. "Way not? It's worth | ooking into."
"And if they can polter,"” Mrrison went on, "they can do anything el se, can't
they? Direct an explosion, |ead a convoy

astray—
"I suppose they can, granting the hypothesis."
' Then what are they fooling around for?" Mrrison asked. "If they can do al

that, they could blow us off this planet with-out any trouble."
"They m ght have certain limtations," Lerner said.
"Nuts. Too complicated a theory. It's rmuch sinpler to as-sume that soneone

here doesn't want the job conpleted. May-be he's been offered a mllion
dollars by a rival conpany. Maybe he's a crank. But he'd have to be someone
who gets

around. Soneone who checks bl ast patterns, charts courses, directs work
parti es—

"Now just a minute! If you're inplying—

"I"'mnot inplying a thing," Mrrison said. "And if |I'm doing you an injustice,
I"msorry." He stepped outside the tent and called two worknen. "Lock himup
somewhere, and make sure he stays | ocked up."

"You' re exceeding your authority,"” Lerner said.

"Sure."
"And you're wong. You' re wong about nme, Mrrie."
"In that case, I'msorry." He notioned to the nmen, and they |led Lerner out.

Two days | ater the aval anches began. The geol ogi sts didn't know why. They
theorized that repeated demolition m ght have caused deep flaws in the
bedrock, the flaws expanded, and—well, it was anybody's guess.

Morrison tried grimy to push the work ahead, but the nen were beginning to
get out of hand. Sonme of them were babbling about flying objects, fiery hands
in the sky, talking animals and sentient machines. They drew a | ot of
listeners. It was unsafe to wal k around the canp after dark. Self-appointed
guards shot at anything that nmoved, and quite a nunber of things that didn't.
Morrison was not particularly surprised when, [ate one night, he found the
wor k canp deserted. He had expected the nen to nmake a nove. He sat back in his
tent and wait ed.

After a while Rivera canme in and sat down. "Gonna be sone trouble,’
lighting a cigarette.

"Whose troubl e?"

"The natives. The boys are going up to that village."

Morri son nodded. "What started thenP"

Ri vera | eaned back and exhal ed snoke. "You know this crazy Charlie? The guy
who' s al ways praying? Well, he swore he saw one of those natives standing
beside his tent. He said the native said, 'You die, all of you Earthmen die.'
And then the native di sappeared.”

"In a cloud of snoke?" Morrison asked.

"Yeah," Rivera said, grinning. "I think there was a cloud of snoke in it."
Morrison renenbered the man. A perfect hysteric type. A classic case, whose
devil spoke conveniently in his own | an-guage, and from sonewhere near enough
to be destroyed.

"Tell me," Morrison asked, "are they going up there to destroy witches? O psi
super men?"

he said,



Ri vera thought it over for a while, then said, "Well, M. Mrrison, |I'd say
they don't mnuch care.”

In the distance they heard a | oud, reverberating boom

"Did they take explosives?" Mrrison asked.

"Don't know. | suppose they did."

It was ridicul ous, he thought. Pure mob behavi or. Dengue would grin and say:
When in doubt, always kill the shadows. Can't tell what they're up to.

But Morrison found that he was glad his nen had nmade the nove. Latent psi
powers. . . . You could never tell.

Hal f an hour later, the first nen straggled in, walking slowy, not talking to
each ot her.

"Wel |l ?" Morrison asked. "Did you get themall?"

"No sir," a man said. "W didn't even get near them"

"\What happened?" Morrison asked, feeling a touch of panic.

More of his men arrived. They stood silently, not |ooking at each other.

"What happened?" Morrison shout ed.

"We didn't even get near them" a man said. "We got about hal fway there. Then
there was anot her |andslide."

"Were any of you hurt?"

"No sir. It didn't cone near us. But it buried their village."

"That's bad," Morrison said softly.

"Yes sir." The nen stood in quiet groups, |ooking at him

"What do we do now, sir?"

Morrison shut his eyes tightly for a nmoment, then said, "Get back to your
tents and stand by."

They nelted into the darkness. Rivera | ooked questioningly at him Nbrrison
said, "Bring Lerner here." As soon as Rivera left, he turned to the radio, and
began to draw in his outposts.

He had a suspicion that something was com ng, so the tornado that burst over
the canp half an hour later didn't take him conpletely by surprise. He was
able to get nost of his men into the ships before their tents bl ew awnay.
Lerner pushed his way into Morrison's tenporary headquar-ters in the radio
room of the flagship. "Wat's up?" he asked.

"Il tell you what's up," Mrrison said. "A range of dead vol canoes ten niles
fromhere are erupting. The weather station reports a tidal wave com ng
that'Il flood half this continent. W shoul dn't have earthquakes here, but |
suppose you felt the first trenor. And that's only the beginning."

"But what is it?" Lerner asked. "What's doing it?"

"Haven't you got Earth yet?" Mrrison asked the radi o operator

"Still trying."

Rivera burst in. "Just two nore sections to go,
"\When everyone's on a ship, let ne know "
"What's going on?" Lerner screaned. "lIs this ny fault too?"

"I"msorry about that," Mrrison said.

"CGot sonething," the radioman said. "Hold on . . ."

"Morrison!" Lerner screaned. "Tell ne!"

"I don't know how to explain it," Mrrison said. "lIt's too big for nme. But
Dengue could tell you."

Morrison closed his eyes and i magi ned Dengue standing in front of him Dengue
was smling disdainfully, and saying, "Read here the saga of the jellyfish
that dreaned it was a god. Upon rising fromthe ocean beach, the
super-jellyfish which called itself Man deci ded that, because of its
convoluted gray brain, it was the superior of all. And having thus deci ded,
the jellyfish slewthe fish of the sea and the beasts of the field, slewthem
prodi gi ously, to the conplete disregard of nature's intent. And then the
jellyfish bored holes in the nountains and pressed heavy cities upon the
groani ng earth, and hid the green grass under a concrete apron. And then

i ncreasing in nunbers past all reason, the spaceborn jellyfish went to other
worl ds, and there he did destroy nountains, build up plains, shift whole
forests, redirect rivers, nmelt ice caps, nold continents, dig new seas, and in

he report ed.



t hese and ot her ways did deface the great planets which, next to the stars,
are nature's nobl est work. Now nature is old and slow, but very sure. So
inevitably there canme a tine when nature had enough of the presunptuous
jellyfish, and his pretension to godhood. And therefore, the tine came when a
great planet whose skin he pierced rejected him cast himout, spit himforth.
That was the day the jellyfish found, to his amazenent, that he had lived al
his days in the sufferance of powers past his conception, upon an exact par
with the creatures of plain and swanp, no worse than the flowers, no better
than the weeds, and that it made no difference to the universe whether he
lived or died, and all his vaunted record of works done was no nore than the
tracks an insect |eaves in the sand.”

"What is it?" Lerner begged.

"I think the planet didn't want us any nore,"” Morrison said. "I think it had
enough. "

"I got Earth!"™ the radio operator called. "Go ahead, Mrrie."

"Shotwel | ? Listen, we can't stick it out,” Mrrison said into the receiver.

"I"'mgetting my men out of here while there's still time. | can't explain it
to you now+ don't know if I'Il ever be able to—=
'The planet can't be used at all?" Shotwell asked.
"No. Not a chance. Sir; | hope this doesn't jeopardize the firm s standi ng—

"Ch, to hell with the firms standing," M. Shotwell said. "It's just that—you
don't know what's been going on here, Mrrison. You know our Gobi project? In

ruins, every bit of it. And it's not just us. | don't know, | just don't know.
You' |l have to excuse me, |'mnot speaking coherently, but ever since
Austral i a sank—=

"What ?"

"Yes, sank, sank | tell you. Perhaps we should have sus-pected sonmething with
the hurricanes. But then the earth-quakes—but we just don't know any nore."
"But Mars? Venus? Al pha Centauri ?"

"The sane everywhere. But we can't be through, can we, Mrrison? | mnean,

Manki nd—=

"Hello, hello,” Morrison called: "Wat happened?" he asked the operator

"They conked out," the operator said. "I'Il try again."

"Don't bother," Mrrison said. Just then Rivera dashed in.

"CGot every last man on board," he said. "The ports are sealed. W're all set
to go, M. Morrison."

They were all looking at him Mrrison slunped back in his chair and grinned
hel pl essly.
"We're all set,’

he said. "But where shall we go?"

THE ACCOUNTANT

M. Dee was seated in the big arncthair, his belt | oosened, the evening papers
strewn around his knees. Peacefully he snmoked his pipe, and consi dered how
wonderful the world was. Today he had sold two anmulets and a philter; his wfe
was bustling around the kitchen, preparing a delicious nmeal; and his pipe was
drawing well. Wth a sigh of contentnent, M. Dee yawned and stretched.

Morton, his nine-year-old son, hurried across the living room |aden down wth
books.

"How d school go today?" M. Dee call ed.

"O K ," the boy said, slow ng down, but still nmoving toward his room

"\What have you got there?" M. Dee asked, gesturing at his son's tall pile of
books.

"Just some nore accounting stuff,” Mrton said, not |ooking at his father. He



hurried into his room

M. Dee shook his head. Somewhere, the |ad had picked up the notion that he
wanted to be an accountant. An accountant! True, Mrton was quick wth
figures; but he would have to forget this nonsense. Bigger things were in
store for him

The doorbell rang.

M. Dee tightened his belt, hastily stuffed in his shirt and opened the front
door. There stood M ss Geeb, his son's fourth-grade teacher.

"Come in, Mss Geeb," said Dee. "Can | offer you somne-thing?"

"I have no time," said Mss Geeb. She stood in the door-way, her arns akinbo.
Wth her gray, tangled hair, her thin, |ong-nosed face and red runny eyes, she
| ooked exactly like a witch. And this was as it should be, for Mss Geeb was
a wtch.

"I"ve come to speak to you about your son," she said.

At this noment Ms. Dee hurried out of the kitchen, w ping her hands on her
apron.

"I hope he hasn't been naughty," Ms. Dee said anxiously.

Mss Geeb sniffed om nously. "Today | gave the yearly tests. Your son failed
m serably. "

"Ch dear," Ms. Dee said. "It's Spring. Perhaps—

"Spring has nothing to do with it," said Mss Greeb. "Last week | assigned the
Greater Spells of Cordus, section one. You know how easy they are. He didn't

| earn a single one."

"Hm" said M. Dee succinctly.

"I'n Biology, he doesn't have the slightest notion which are the basic
conjuring herbs. Not the slightest.”

"This is unthinkable," said M. Dee.

M ss G eeb | aughed sourly. "Moreover, he has forgotten all the Secret Al phabet
which he learned in third grade. He has forgotten the Protective Formula,
forgotten the names of the 99 |lesser inps of the Third Crcle, forgotten what
little he knew of the Geography of G eater Hell. And what's nore, he doesn't
want to learn.”

M. and Ms. Dee | ooked at each other silently. This was very serious indeed.
A certain anpbunt of boyish inattentive-ness was all owabl e; encouraged, even,
for it showed spirit. But a child had to learn the basics, if he ever hoped to
becorme a full-fledged w zard.

"I can tell you right here and now," said Mss Geeb, "if this were the old
days, |I'd flunk himw thout another thought But there are so few of us left."
M. Dee nodded sadly. Wtchcraft had been steadily declining over the
centuries. The old famlies died out, or were snatched by denoniac forces, or
became scientists. And the fickle public showed no interest whatsoever in the
charns and enchantnents of ancient days.

Now, only a scattered handful possessed the AOd Lore, guarding it, teaching it
in places like Mss Greeb's private school for the children of wi zards. It was
a heritage, a sacred trust.

"It's this accounting nonsense,"” said Mss Greeb. "I don't know where he got
the notion." She stared accusingly at Dee. "And | don't know why it wasn't
nipped in the bud." M. Dee felt his cheeks grow hot.

"But | do know this. As long as Morton has that on his mnd, he can't give his
attention to Thaumaturgy."

M. Dee | ooked away fromthe witch's red eyes. It was his fault. He should
never have brought hone that toy addi ng machi ne. And when he first saw Mrton
pl ayi ng at doubl e-entry bookkeepi ng, he should have burned the | edger. But how
could he know it would grow into an obsession? Ms. Dee snoothed out her
apron, and said, "Mss Geeb, you know you have our conpl ete confidence. What
woul d you suggest ?"

"Al'l I can do | have done," said Mss Geeb. "The only remaining thing is to
call up Boarbas, the Denpon of Children. And that, naturally, is up to you."
"Ch, | don't think it's that serious yet," M. Dee said quickly. "Calling up
Boarbas is a serious neasure.”



"As | said, that's up to you," Mss Geeb said. "Call Boarbas or not, as you
see fit. As things stand now, your son will never be a w zard." She turned and
started to | eave.

"Wn't you stay for a cup of tea?" Ms. Dee asked hastily. "No, | nust attend
a Wtch's Coven in Cincinnati," said Mss Greeb, and vanished in a puff of
orange snoke.

M. Dee fanned the snmoke with his hands and cl osed the door. "Phew, " he said.
"You'd think she'd use a perfumed brand."

"She's ol d-fashioned,” Ms. Dee murnmured. They stood beside the door in
silence. M. Dee was just beginning to feel the shock. It was hard to believe
that his son, his own flesh and blood, didn't want to carry on the famly
tradition. It couldn't be true!

"After dinner," Dee said, finally, "I'lIl have a man-to-nman talk with him I'm
sure we won't need any denoniac intervention."
"Good," Ms. Dee said. "lI'msure you can make the boy understand.” She snil ed,

and Dee caught a glinpse of the old witch-light flickering behind her eyes.
"My roast!" Ms. Dee gasped suddenly, the witch-1ight dying. She hurried back
to her kitchen.

D nner was a quiet neal. Morton knew that M ss Greeb had been there, and he
ate in guilty silence, glancing occasionally at his father. M. Dee sliced and
served the roast, frowning deeply. Ms. Dee didn't even attenpt any small

tal k.

After bolting his dessert, the boy hurried to his room

"Now we'll see,” M. Dee said to his wife. He finished the last of his coffee,
wi ped his mouth and stood up. "I amgoing to reason with himnow Were is ny
Amul et of Persuasi on?"

Ms. Dee thought deeply for a nonent. Then she wal ked across the roomto the
bookcase. "Here it is," she said, lifting it fromthe pages of a brightly
jacketed novel. "I was using it as a marker."

M. Dee slipped the anulet into his pocket, took a deep breath, and entered
his son's room

Morton was seated at his desk. In front of himwas a note-book, scribbled with
figures and tiny, precise notations. On his desk were six carefully sharpened
pencils, a soap eraser, an abacus and a toy adding nmachi ne. H s books hung
pre-cariously over the edge of the desk; there was Mney, by R nraaner, Bank
Accounting Practice, by Johnson and Cal -houn, Ellman's Studies for the CPA,
and a dozen ot hers.

M. Dee pushed aside a nound of clothes and made room for hinself on the bed.
"How s it going, son?" he asked, in his kindest voice.

"Fine, Dad," Morton answered eagerly. "I'"mup to chapter four in Basic
Accounting, and | answered all the questions—

"Son," Dee broke in, speaking very softly, "how about your regular homework?"
Morton | ooked unconfortable and scuffed his feet on the floor.

"You know, not nmany boys have a chance to becone wi zards in this day and age."
"Yes sir, | know," Morton | ooked away abruptly. In a high, nervous voice he
said, "But Dad, | want to be an accountant. | really do. Dad."

M. Dee shook his head. "Mrton, there's always been a wizard in our famly.
For ei ghteen hundred years, the Dees have been fanpus in supernatural
circles.”

Morton continued to | ook out the wi ndow and scuff his feet.

"You woul dn't want to disappoint nme, would you, son?" Dee snmiled sadly. "You
know, anyone can be an accountant. But only a chosen few can naster the Bl ack
Arts."

Morton turned away fromthe wi ndow. He picked up a pen-cil, inspected the
point, and began to turn it slowy in his fingers.

"How about it, boy? Win't you work harder for Mss G eeb?"

Morton shook his head. "I want to be an accountant." M. Dee contained his
sudden rush of anger with difficulty. What was wong with the Amul et of

Per suasi on? Could the spell have run down? He shoul d have recharged it.

Nevert hel ess, he went on.



"Morton," he said in a husky voice, "I'"'monly a Third De-gree Adept, you know.
My parents were very poor. They couldn't send ne to The University." "I know, "
the boy said in a whisper.

"I want you to have all the things | never had. Mdrton, you can be a First

Degree Adept." He shook his head wistfully. "It'lIl be difficult. But your
mother and | have a little put away, and we'll scrape the rest together
sonehow. "

Morton was biting his Iip and turning the pencil rapidly in his fingers.

"How about it, son? You know, as a First Degree Adept, you won't have to work
in a store. You can be a Direct Agent of The Black One. A Direct Agent! What
do you say, boy?"

For a nonent, Dee thought his son was noved. Modrton's |ips were parted, and
there was a suspicious brightness in his eyes. But then the boy gl anced at his
accounting books, his little abacus, his toy addi ng machi ne.

"I"mgoing to be an accountant," he said. "W'Il|l seel”™ M. Dee shouted, al

pati ence gone. "You will not be an accountant, young nman. You will be a

wi zard. It was good enough for the rest of your famly, and by all that's
dammable, it'll be good enough for you. You haven't heard the last of this,
young man." And he stormed out of the room

| mredi ately, Morton returned to his accounting books.

M. and Ms. Dee sat together on the couch, not talking. Ms. Dee was busily
knitting a wind-cord, but her mind wasn't on it. M. Dee stared noodily at a
worn spot on the living room rug.

Finally, Dee said, "l've spoiled him Boarbas is the only solution."

"Ch, no," Ms. Dee said hastily. "He's so young."

"Do you want your son to be an accountant?" M. Dee asked bitterly. "Do you
want himto grow up scribbling with figures instead of doing The Bl ack One's
i mportant work?"

"Of course not," said Ms. Dee. "But Boarbas—

"I know. | feel like a nurderer already."

They thought for a few nmonents. Then Ms. Dee said, "Perhaps his grandfather
can do sonet hing. He was al ways fond of the boy."

"Perhaps he can," M. Dee said thoughtfully. "But |I don't know if we should
disturb him After all, the old gentleman has been dead for three years."

"I know," Ms. Dee said, undoing an incorrect knot in the wind-cord. "But it's
ei ther that or Boarbas."

M. Dee agreed. Unsettling as it would be to Mrton's grandfather, Boarbas was
infinitely worse. Imredi ately, Dee made preparations for calling up bis dead
f at her.

He gat hered together the henbane, the ground unicorn's horn, the hem ock
together with a norsel of dragon's tooth. These he placed on the rug.
"Where's ny wand?" he asked his wife.

"I put it in the bag with your golfsticks," she told him

M. Dee got his wand and waved it over the ingredients. He nuttered the three
wor ds of The Unbinding, and called out his father's nane.

I mredi ately a wi sp of snoke arose fromthe rug

"Hell o, Grandpa Dee," Ms. Dee said.

"Dad, |I'msorry to disturb you," M. Dee said. "But ny son—your
grandson—+efuses to become a wizard. He wants to be an—accountant."

The wi sp of snoke trenbl ed, then straightened out and descri bed a character of
the A d Language

"Yes," M. Dee said. "W tried persuasion. The boy is adamant."

Agai n the snoke trenbl ed, and forned anot her character

"I suppose that's best," M. Dee said. "If you frighten himout of his wits
once and for all, he'll forget this accounting nonsense. It's cruel —but it's
better than Boarbas."

The wi sp of snoke nodded, and streaned toward the boy's room M. and Ms. Dee
sat down on the couch

The door of Mdrton's roomwas sl anmred open, as though by a gigantic w nd.
Morton | ooked up, frowned, and returned to his books.



The wi sp of snoke turned into a winged lion with the tail of a shark. It
roared hideously, crouched, snarled, and gathered itself for a spring.

Morton gl anced at it, raised both eyebrows, and proceeded to jot down a col umm
of figures.

The lion changed into a three-headed lizard, its flanks reek-ing horribly of
bl ood. Breathing gusts of fire, the lizard ad-vanced on the boy.

Morton finished adding the colum of figures, checked the result on his
abacus, and | ooked at the |izard.

Wth a screech, the lizard changed into a giant gibbering bat. It fluttered
around the boy's head, npani ng and gi bbering. Mrton grinned, and turned back
to his books. M. Dee was unable to stand it any longer. "Dam it," he
shouted, "aren't you scared?"

"Why should |I be?" Mrton asked. "It's only grandpa.” Upon the word, the bat
di ssolved into a plune of snoke. It nodded sadly to M. Dee, bowed to Ms.
Dee, and vani shed.

"Goodbye, Granpa," Mrton called. He got up and cl osed his door.

"That does it," M. Dee said. "The boy is too cocksure of hinself. W nust
call up Boarbas."

"No!" his wfe said.

"What, then?"

"I just don't know any nore," Ms. Dee said, on the verge of tears. "You know
what Boarbas does to children. They're never the sanme afterwards.”

M. Dee's face was hard as granite. "I know. It can't be hel ped."

"He's so young!" Ms. Dee wailed. "It—+t will be traumatic!"

"If so, we will use all the resources of nodern psychology to heal him" M.
Dee said soothingly. "He will have the best psychoanal ysts nobney can buy. But

t he boy nmust be a wi zard!"

"Go ahead then," Ms. Dee said, crying openly. "But please don't ask ne to
assi st you."

How | i ke a woman, Dee thought. Always turning into jelly at the nonment when
firmess was indicated. Wth a heavy heart, he nmade the preparations for

cal ling up Boarbas, Denon of Children.

First cane the intricate sketching of the pentagon, the twel ve-pointed star
within it, and the endless spiral within that. Then cane the herbs and
essences; expensive itens, but abso-lutely necessary for the conjuring. Then
cane the inscribing of the Protective Spell, so that Boarbas m ght not break
| oose and destroy themall. Then came the three drops of hippo-griff blood—
"Where is ny hippogriff blood?" M. Dee asked, rummagi ng through the |iving
room cabi net.

"In the kitchen, in the aspirin bottle," Ms. Dee said, w ping her eyes.

Dee found it, and then all was in readiness. He lighted the black candl es and
chanted t he Unl ocki ng Spell.

The room was suddenly very warm and there renai ned only the Nanmi ng of the
Nare.

"Morton," M. Dee called. "Cone here."

Morton opened the door and stepped out, holding one of his accounting books
tightly, looking very young and defencel ess.

"Morton, | amabout to call up the Denon of Children. Don't make nme do it,
Morton. "

The boy turned pal e and shrank back agai nst the door. But stubbornly he shook
hi s head.

"Very well,"” M. Dee said. "BOARBAS!"

There was an ear-splitting clap of thunder and a wave of heat, and Boarbas
appeared, as tall as the ceiling, chuckling evilly.

"Ah!" cried Boarbas, in a voice that shook the room "Alittle boy."

Morton gaped, his jaw open and eyes bul gi ng.

"A naughty little boy," Boarbas said, and | aughed. The denmon marched forward,
shaki ng the house with every stride.

"Send himaway!" Ms. Dee cried.

"I can't," Dee said, his voice breaking. "I can't do anything until he's



finished."
The denon's great horned hands reached for Mrton; but quickly the boy opened
t he accounting book. "Save nme!" he screaned.

In that instant, a tall, terribly thin old nman appeared, covered with worn pen
poi nts and | edger sheets, his eyes two enpty zeroes.
"Zico Pico Reel!" chanted Boarbas, turning to grapple with the newconer. But

the thin old man | aughed, and said, "A contract of a corporation which is
ultra vires is not voidable only, but utterly void."

At these words, Boarbas was flung back, breaking a chair as he fell.- He
scranbled to his feet, his skin glowing red-hot with rage, and intoned the
Dermoni ac Master-Spell: "vrat, hat, ho!"

But the thin old man shiel ded Morton with his body, and cried the words of

Di ssol ution. "Expiration, Repeal, Occurrence, Surrender, Abandonnment and

Deat h!"

Boar bas squeaked in agony. Hastily he backed away, funbling in the air until
he found The Opening. He junped through this, and was gone.

The tall, thin old man turned to M. and Ms. Dee, cowering in a corner of the
living room and said, "Know that | am The Accountant. And Know, MNbreover,
that this Child has signed a Conpact with Me, to enter My Apprenticeship and
be My Servant. And in return for Services Rendered, |, the accountant, am
teaching hi mthe Damati on of Souls, by means of ensaring themin a cursed web
of Figures, Forns, Torts and Reprisals. And behold, this is My Mark upon him"
The Accountant held up Morton's right hand, and showed the ink snmudge on the
third finger.

He turned to Murton, and in a softer voice said, "Tonorrow, |ad, we wll

consi der some aspects of Incone Tax Evasion as a Path to Dammation. "

"Yes sir," Morton said eagerly.

And with another sharp | ook at the Dees, The Accountant vani shed.

For | ong seconds there was silence. Then Dee turned to his wife.

"Well," Dee said, "if the boy wants to be an accountant that badly, |I'msure
I"'mnot going to stand in his way."

HUNTI NG PROBLEM

It was the last troop neeting before the big Scouter Janboree, and all the
patrols had turned out. Patrol 22—+the Soaring Fal con Patrol -was canped in a
shady hollow, holding a tentacle pull. The Brave Bison Patrol, nunber 31, was
nmoving around a little stream The Bisons were practicing their skill at
drinking liquids, and laughing excitedly at the odd sensation.

And the Charging Mrash Patrol, number 19, was waiting for Scouter Drog, who
was | ate as usual.

Drog hurtled down fromthe ten-thousand-foot |level, went solid, and hastily
crawmed into the circle of scouters. "CGee," he said, "I'msorry. | didn't
realize what time—=

The Patrol Leader glared at him "You're out of uniform Drog."

"Sorry, sir," Drog said, hastily extruding a tentacle he had forgotten.

The others giggled. Drog blushed a di morange. He wi shed he were invisible.
But it wouldn't be proper right now

"I will open our neeting with the Scouter Creed," the Patrol Leader said. He
cleared his throat. "W, the Young Scouters of planet El bonai, pledge to
perpetuate the skills and virtues of our pioneering ancestors. For that

pur pose, we Scouters adopt the shape our forebears were born to when they
conquered the virgin wlderness of El bonai. W hereby resol ve—=

Scouter Drog adjusted his hearing receptors to anplify the Leader's soft

voi ce. The Creed always thrilled him It was hard to believe that his



ancestors had once been earthbound. Today the El bonai were aerial beings,

mai ntai ning only the mninmmof body, fueling by cosmic radiation at the
twenty-t housand-foot |evel, sensing by direct perception, com ng down only for
sentimental or sacranmental purposes. They had conme a | ong way since the Age of
Pi oneering. The nodern world had begun with the Age of Subnol ecul ar Control
whi ch was followed by the present age of Direct Control

" honesty and fair play," the Leader was saying. "And we further resolve
to drink liquids, as they did, and to eat solid food, and to increase our
skill in their tools and mnethods."

The invocation conpl eted, the youngsters scattered around the plain. The
Patrol Leader canme up to Drog.

"This is the last neeting before the Janboree,
"I know, " Drog said.

"And you are the only second-cl ass scouter in the Charging Mrash Patrol. Al
the others are first-class, or at |east Junior Pioneers. Wat will people

t hi nk about our patrol ?"

Drog squirmed unconfortably. "It isn't entirely ny fault,"” he said. "I know I
failed the tests in swimrming and bonb naking, but those just aren't ny skills.
It isn't fair to expect ne to know everything. Even anong the pioneers there
were specialists. No one was expected to know al |l —=

"And just what are your skills?" the Leader interrupted.

"Forest and Mountain Lore," Drog answered eagerly. "Tracking and hunting."

The Leader studied himfor a noment. Then he said slowy, "Drog, how would you
i ke one |last chance to nmake first class, and win an achi evenrent badge as
wel | ?"

"I"d do anything!" Drog cried.

"Very well," the Patrol Leader said. "What is the nane of our patrol."

' The Charging Mrash Patrol."

"And what is a Mrash?"

"A large and ferocious animal," Drog answered pronptly. "Once they inhabited

| arge parts of Elbonai, and our ancestors fought many savage battles with
them Now they are extinct."

"Not quite," the Leader said. "A scouter was exploring the woods five hundred
mles north of here, coordinates S-233 by 482-W and he cane upon a pride of

t he Leader said.

three Mrash, all bulls, and therefore huntable. I want you, Drog, to track
t hem down, to stalk them using Forest and Mountain Lore. Then, utilizing only
pi oneering tools and nethods, | want you to bring back the pelt of one Mrash.

Do you think you can do it?"

"I know | can, sir!"

"Go at once," the Leader said. "W will fasten the pelt to our flagstaff. W
wi || undoubtedly be conmended at the Jam boree.™

"Yes, sir!" Drog hastily gathered up his equipnent, filled his canteen with
[iquid, packed a lunch of solid food, and set out.

A few mnutes later, he had levitated hinself to the general area of S-233 by
482-W 1t was a wild and romantic country of jagged rocks and scrubby trees,

t hi ck underbrush in the valleys, snow on the peaks. Drog | ooked around,
sonmewhat troubl ed

He had told the Patrol Leader a slight untruth.

The fact of the matter was, he wasn't particularly skilled in Forest and
Mountai n Lore, hunting or tracking. He wasn't particularly skilled in anything
except dream ng away | ong hours anong the clouds at the five-thousand-f oot
level. What if he failed to find a Mrash? What if the Mrash found himfirst?
But that coul dn't happen, he assured hinmself. In a pinch, he could al ways
gestibulize. Who would ever know?

I n anot her nonent he picked up a faint trace of Mrash scent. And then he saw
a slight novement about twenty yards away, near a curious T-shaped formation
of rock.

Was it really going to be this easy? How nice! Quietly he adopted an

appropri ate canoufl age and edged forward.

The mountain trail became steeper, and the sun beat harshly down. Paxton was



sweating, even in his air-conditioned coverall. And he was heartily sick of
bei ng a good sport.

"Just when are we |leaving this place?" he asked.

Herrera sl apped himgenially on the shoulder. "Don't you wanna get rich?"
"We're rich already," Paxton said.

"But not rich enough,” Herrera told him his Iong brown face creasing into a
brilliant grin.

Stell man came up, puffing under the weight of his testing equipnent. He set it
carefully on the path and sat down. "You gentlenen interested in a short

breat her ?" he asked.

"Way not?" Herrera said. "All the tine in the world." He sat down with his
back agai nst a T-shaped formation of rock

Stellman lighted a pipe and Herrera found a cigar in the zippered pocket of
his coverall. Paxton watched themfor a while. Then he asked, "Wll, when are
we getting off this planet? O do we set up permanent residence?"

Herrera just grinned and scratched a light for his cigar

"Well, how about it?" Paxton shouted.

"Rel ax, you're outvoted," Stellnman said. "W formed this company as three
equal partners.”

"Al'l using nmy noney," Paxton said.

"Of course. That's why we took you in. Herrera had the practical mning
experience. | had the theoretical know edge and a pilot's license. You had the
nmoney. "

"But we've got plenty of stuff on board now," Paxton said. "The storage
conpartnents are conpletely filled. Way can't we go to sonme civilized place
now and start spendi ng?"

"Herrera and | don't have your aristocratic attitude toward wealth,"” Stell nman
said with exaggerated patience. "Herrera and | have the childish desire to
fill every nook and cranny with treasure. Gold nuggets in the fuel tanks,
eneralds in the flour cans, dianonds a foot deep on deck. And this is just the
place for it. Al manner of costly baubles are |lying around just begging to be
pi cked up. W& want to be disgustingly, abysmally rich, Paxton."

Paxton hadn't been listening. He was staring intently at a point near the edge

of the trail. In a |low voice, he said, 'That tree just noved."
Herrera burst into | aughter. "Mnsters, | suppose,” he sneered.
"Be calm" Stellman said mournfully. "My boy, | ama mn ddl e-aged man,

overwei ght and easily frightened. Do you think I'd stay here if there were the
sl i ghtest danger?"

"There! It moved again!"

"W surveyed this planet three nonths ago," Stellman said. "W found no
intelligent beings, no dangerous animals, no poi sonous plants, remenber? Al

we found were woods and nountains and gold and | akes and eneral ds and rivers
and di anonds. |If there were something here, wouldn't it have attacked us |ong
bef or e?"

"I"'mtelling you | saw it nove," Paxton insisted.

Herrera stood up. "This tree?" he asked Paxton

"Yes. See, it doesn't even |look like the others. Different texture =
In a single synchroni zed noverment, Herrera pulled a Mark Il blaster froma
side holster and fired three charges into the tree. The tree and al

under brush for ten yards around burst into flame and crunpl ed.

"Al'l gone now," Herrera said.

Paxton rubbed his jaw. "I heard it scream when you shot it."
"Sure. But it's dead now," Herrera said soothingly. "If any-thing el se noves,
you just tell me, | shoot it. Now we find some nore little emeralds, huh?"

Paxton and Stellman lifted their packs and followed Herrera up the trail
Stellman said in a | ow, anmused voice, "Direct sort of fellow, isn't he?"
Slowy Drog returned to consciousness. The Mrash's flaming weapon had caught
hi min canoufl age, al nbst conpletely unshielded. He still couldn't understand
how it had happened. There had been no prenonitory fear-scent, no snorting, no
snarling, no warning whatsoever. The Mrash had attacked with blind



suddenness, without waiting to see whether he was friend or foe.

At | ast Drog understood the nature of the beast he was up agai nst.

He waited until the hoofbeats of the three bull Mrash had faded into the

di stance. Then, painfully, he tried to extrude a visual receptor. Nothing
happened. He had a nmonent of utter panic. If his central nervous system was
damaged, this was the end.

He tried again. This time, a piece of rock slid off him and he was able to
reconstruct.

Quickly he perforned an internal scansion. He sighed with relief. It had been
a close thing. Instinctively he had quondi-cated at the flash nmoment and it
had saved his life.

He tried to think of another course of action, but the shock of that sudden
vi ci ous, unpreneditated assault had driven all Hunting Lore out of his mind
He found that he had absolutely no desire to encounter the savage M rash

agai n.

Suppose he returned without the stupid hide? He could tell the Patrol Leader
that the Mrash were all females, and there-fore unhuntable. A Young Scouter's
word was honored, so no one would question him or even check up

But that would never do. How could he even consider it?

Well, he told hinmself gloomly, he could resign fromthe Scouters, put an end
to the whol e ridicul ous business; the canpfires, the singing, the ganes, the
conr adeshi p . .

This woul d never do, Drog decided, taking hinself firmy in hand. He was
acting as though the Mrash were antagoni sts capabl e of planning agai nst him
But the Mrash were not even intelligent beings. No creature without tentacles
had ever developed true intelligence. That was Etlib's Law, and it had never
been di sput ed.

In a battle between intelligence and instinctive cunning, intelligence al ways
won. It had to. Al he had to do was figure out how

Drog began to track the Mrash again, follow ng their odor. Wat col oni al
weapon shoul d he use? A small atom c bonb? No, that would nore than likely
ruin the hide.

He stopped suddenly and | aughed. It was really very sinple, when one applied
onesel f. Why should he cone into direct and dangerous contact with the Mrash?
The tine had come to use his brain, his understandi ng of ani nmal psychol ogy,
bi s know edge of Lures and Snares.

Instead of tracking the Mrash, he would go to their den

And there he would set a trap.

Their tenmporary canp was in a cave, and by the tine they arrived there it was
sunset. Every crag and pinnacle of rock threw a precise and shar p-edged
shadow. The ship lay five miles below themon the valley floor, its netallic
hide glisten-ing red and silver. In their packs were a dozen eneral ds, snall,
but of an excellent color.

At an hour like this, Paxton thought of a small Chio town, a soda fountain, a
girl with bright hair. Herrera smled to hinself, contenplating certain gaudy
ways of spending a nmillion dollars before settling down to the serious

busi ness of ranch-ing. And Stell man was already phrasing his Ph.D. thesis on
extraterrestrial mneral deposits.

They were all in a pleasant, relaxed nood. Paxton had re-covered conpletely
fromhis earlier attack of nerves. Now he wi shed an alien nonster woul d show
up—a green one, by preference—ehasing a lovely, scantily clad wonan.

"Home again," Stellman said as they approached the en-trance of the cave.
"Want beef stew tonight?" It was his turn to cook

"Wth onions," Paxton said, starting into the cave. He junped back abruptly.
"What's that?"

A few feet fromthe nmouth of the cave was a small roast beef, still steam ng
hot, four |arge dianonds, and a bottle of whiskey.

"That's odd," Stellman said. "And a trifle unnerving."

Paxt on bent down to exam ne a dianond. Herrera pulled himback

"M ght be booby-trapped.”



"There aren't any wires," Paxton said.

Herrera stared at the roast beef, the dianonds, the bottle of whiskey. He
| ooked very unhappy.

"l don't trust this," he said.
"Maybe there are natives here,’
their goodwi |l offering."
"Sure," Herrera said. "They sent to Terra for a bottle of A d Space Ranger

just for us."

"What are we going to do?" Paxton asked.

"Stand clear," Herrera said. "Mve 'way back." He broke off a long branch from
a nearby tree and poked gingerly at the di anonds.

"Not hi ng' s happeni ng, " Paxton said.

The [ ong grass Herrera was standing on whipped tightly around his ankles. The
ground beneath himsurged, broke into a neat disk fifteen feet in dianeter

and, trailing root-ends, began to lift itself into the air. Herrera tried to
junp free, but the grass held himlike a thousand green tentacles.

"Hang on!" Paxton yelled idiotically, rushed forward and grabbed a corner of
the rising disk of earth. It dipped steeply, stopped for a nmoment, and began
to rise again. By then Herrera had his knife out, and was sl ashing the grass
around his ankles. Stell man came unfrozen when he saw Paxton rising past his
head.

Stell man seized himby the ankles, arresting the flight of the di sk once nore.
Herrera w enched one foot free and threw hinself over the edge. The other
ankl e was held for a nmonent, then the tough grass parted under his weight. He
dropped head-first to the ground, at the last noment ducking his head and

| andi ng on his shoul ders. Paxton let go of the disk and fell, Ianding on

Stell man's stomach.

The disk of earth, with its cargo of roast beef, whiskey and di anonds,
continued to rise until it was out of sight.

The sun had set. Wthout speaking, the three nmen entered their cave, blasters
drawn. They built a roaring fire at the mouth and noved back into the cave's
interior.

"We'| | guard in shifts tonight,"’
Paxton and Stel |l man nodded.
Herrera said, "I think you' re right, Paxton. W've stayed here |ong enough.”
"Too |l ong," Paxton said.

Herrera shrugged his shoulders. "As soon as it's light, we return to the ship
and get out of here.”

"If," Stellman said, "we are .able to reach the ship."

Drog was quite discouraged. Wth a sinking heart he had watched the premature
springing of his trap, the struggle, and the escape of the Mrash. It had been
such a splendid Mrash, too. The biggest of the three!

He knew now what he had done wong. In his eagerness, he had overbaited his
trap. Just the mnerals would have been sufficient, for Mrash were
notoriously mneral-tropic. But no, he had to inprove on pioneer nethods, he
had to use food stimuli as well. No wonder they had reacted suspiciously, with
their senses so overburdened.

Now t hey were enraged, alert, and deci dedly dangerous.

And a thoroughly aressed Mrash was one of the nost fearsonme sights in the

Gal axy.

Drog felt very nmuch alone as Elbonai's twin nmoons rose in the western sky. He
could see the Mrash canpfire blazing in the nouth of their cave. And by
direct perception he could see the Mrash crouched within, every sense alert,
weapons ready.

Was a Mrash hide really worth all this trouble?

Drog deci ded that he would nuch rather be floating at the five-thousand-f oot

| evel , scul pturing cloud formations and dreamnming. He wanted to sop up

radi ati on instead of eating nasty old solid food. And what use was all this
hunting and trappi ng, anyhow? Worthless skills that his people had out-grown.
For a nonent he al nost had himsel f convinced. And then, in a flash of pure

Stellman said. "Very timd ones. This might be

Herrera said.



perception, he understood what it was all about.

True, the El bonai ans had outgrown their conpetition, devel-oped past al
danger of conpetition. But the Universe was w de, and capable of many
surprises. Wo could foresee what woul d come, what new dangers the race m ght
have to face? And how could they neet themif the hunting instinct was |ost?
No, the old ways had to be preserved, to serve as patterns; as rem nders that
peaceabl e, intelligent life was an unstable entity in an unfriendly Universe.
He was going to get that Mrash hide, or die trying!

The nost inmportant thing was to get them out of that cave. Now his hunting
know edge had returned to him

Quickly, skillfully, he shaped a Mrash horn

"Did you hear that?" Paxton asked.

"I thought | heard sonmething," Stellnman said, and they all listened intently.
The sound canme again. It was a voice crying, "Ch, help, help ne!"
"It's agirl!" Paxton junped to his feet.

"It sounds like a girl," Stell man said.

"Please, help nme," the girl's voice wailed. "I can't hold out rmuch longer. Is
t here anyone who can hel p ne?"

Bl ood rushed to Paxton's face. In a flash he saw her, small, exquisite,

st andi ng besi de her wrecked sports-spacer (what a foolhardy trip it had
been!) with nonsters, green and sliny, closing in on her. And then he arrived,
a foul alien beast.

Paxt on picked up a spare blaster. "I'mgoing out there,
"Sit down, you noron!" Herrera ordered.

"But you heard her, didn't you?"

"That can't be a girl," Herrera said. "Wat would a girl be doing on this

pl anet ?"

"I"'mgoing to find out," Paxton said, brandishing two blast-ers. "Maybe a
spacel i ner crashed, or she could have been out joyriding, and —=

"Siddown!" Herrera yell ed.

"He's right," Stellman tried to reason with Paxton. "Even if a girl is out
there, which | doubt, there's nothing we can do."

"Ch, help, help, it's comng after me!" the girl's voice screaned.

"CGet out of ny way," Paxton said, his voice | ow and dangerous.

"You're really going?" Herrera asked incredul ously.

"Yes! Are you going to stop nme?"

"Go ahead." Herrera gestured at the entrance of the cave.

"We can't let him" Stell man gasped.

"Way not? His funeral," Herrera said |azily.

"Don't worry about ne," Paxton said. "I'Il be back in fifteen mnutes—with
her!" He turned on his heel and started toward the entrance. Herrera | eaned
forward and, with considerable precision, clubbed Paxton behind the ear with a
stick of firewood. Stellman caught himas he fel

They stretched Paxton out in the rear of the cave and returned to thelr V|g|
The lady in distress noaned and pl eaded for the next five hours. Mich too

| ong, as Paxton had to agree, even for a movie serial

A gl oony, rain-splattered daybreak found Drag still canped a hundred yards
fromthe cave. He saw the Mrash emerge in a tight group, weapons ready, eyes
wat ching warily for any novenent.

Why had the Mrash horn failed? The Scouter Manual said it was an infallible
means of attracting the bull Mrash. But perhaps this wasn't mating season
They were nmoving in the direction of a nmetallic ovoid which Drog recogni zed as
a primtive spatial conveyance. It was crude, but once inside it the Mrash
were safe fromhim

He could sinply trevest them and that would end it. But it wouldn't be very
humane. Above all, the ancient El bonaians had been gentle and nerciful, and a
Young Scouter tried to be Iike them Besides, trevestnent wasn't a true

pi oneeri ng net hod.

That left ilitrocy. It was the oldest trick in the book, and he'd have to get
close to work it. But he had nothing to | ose.

he said coolly.



And luckily, climtic conditions were perfect for it.

It started as a thin ground-mst. But, as the watery sun clinbed the gray sky,
fog began forning.

Herrera cursed angrily as it grew nore dense. "Keep close together now. O al
the | uck!"

Soon they were wal king with their hands on each others' shoul ders, blasters
ready, peering into the inpenetrable fog.

"Herrera?"

"Yeah?"

"Are you sure we're going in the right direction?"

"Sure. | took a conpass course before the fog closed in."

"Suppose your conpass is of f?"

"Don't even think about it."

They wal ked on, picking their way carefully over the rock-strewn ground.

"I think | see the ship," Paxton said.

"No, not yet," Herrera said.

Stell man stunbl ed over a rock, dropped his blaster, picked it up again and
funbl ed around for Herrera's shoulder. He found it and wal ked on

"I think we're alnost there," Herrera said.

"I sure hope so," Paxton said. "I've had enough.”

"Think your girl friend's waiting for you at the ship?"

"Don't rub it in."

"Ckay," Herrera said. "Hey, Stellman, you better grab hold of ny shoul der
again. No sense getting separated.”

"I am hol di ng your shoul der," Stell man said.

"You're not."

"I 'am | tell you!"

"Look, | guess | know if someone's hol ding nmy shoul der or not.
"Am | hol di ng your shoul der, Paxton?"

"No, " Paxton said.

"That's bad,"” Stellman said, very slowy. "That's bad, in-deed."

" \Npy 2"

"Because |'mdefinitely hol di ng soneone's shoul der."

Herrera yell ed, "Get down, get down quick, give ne roomto shoot!" But it was
too late. A sweet-sour odor was in the air. Stellman and Paxton snelled it and
col l apsed. Herrera ran forward blindly, trying to hold his breath. He stunbled
and fell over a rock, tried to get back on his feet—

And everyt hi ng went bl ack.

The fog lifted suddenly and Drog was standing alone, sml-ing triunmphantly. He
pul | ed out a | ong-bl aded skinning knife and bent over the nearest Mrash.

The spaceship hurtled toward Terra at a velocity which threatened nonentarily
to burn out the overdrive. Herrera, hunched over the controls, finally

regai ned his self-control and cut the speed down to normal. His usually tan
face was still ashen, and his hands shook on the instruments.

Stell man canme in fromthe bunkroom and fl opped wearily in the co-pilot's seat.
"How s Paxton?" Herrera asked.

"I dosed himwith Drona-3," Stellman said. "He's going to be all right."

"He's a good kid," Herrera said.

"It's just shock, for the npbst part,"” Stellman said. "Wen he comes to, |'m
going to put himto work counting di anonds. Counting di anonds is the best of

t herapi es, | understand.”

Herrera grinned, and his face began to regain its normal color. "I feel like
doing a little di anond-counting myself, nowthat it's all turned out okay."
Then his long face became seri-ous. "But | ask you, Stellnman, who could figure
it? | still don't understand!"

The Scouter Janboree was a glorious spectacle. The Soaring Fal con Patr ol
nunber 22, gave a short pantom me showi ng the clearing of the I and on El bonai
The Brave Bi sons, nunber 31, were in full pioneer dress.

And at the head of Patrol 19, the Charging Mrash Patrol, was Drog, a



first-class Scouter now, wearing a glittering achi evement badge. He was
carrying the Patrol flag—the posi-tion of honor—and everyone cheered to see
it.

Because waving proudly fromthe flagpole was the firm fine-textured,
characteristic skin of an adult Mrash, its zippers, tubes, gauges, buttons
and hol sters flashing nmerrily in the sunshine.

A Thief In Tinme

Thomas El dridge was all alone in his roomin Butler Hall when he heard the
faint scraping noise behind him It barely registered on his consci ousness. He
was studying the Hol stead equations, which had caused such a stir a few years
ago, with their hint of a non-Relativity universe. They were a disturbing set
of symbol s, even though their conclusions had been proved quite fall acious.
Still, if one exam ned them wi thout preconceptions, they seened to prove
somet hing. There was a strange rel ationship of tenporal elenments, wth
interesting force-applications. There was—he heard the noi se again and turned
hi s head.

Standi ng in back of himwas a |large nan dressed in balloon-ing purple
trousers, a little green vest and a porous silver shirt. He was carrying a
square bl ack machine with several dials and he | ooked decidedly unfriendly.
They stared at each other. For a noment, Eldridge thought it was a fraternity
prank. He was the youngest associate pro-fessor at Carvell Tech, and sone
student was al ways handi ng hima hard-boiled egg or a live toad during Hel
Week.

But this man was no giggling student. He was at least fifty years old and

unm st akably hostile.

"How d you get in here?" Eldridge demanded. "And what do you want ?"

The man rai sed an eyebrow. "Going to brazen it out, eh?"

"Brazen what out?" Eldridge asked, startled.

"This is Viglin you're talking to," the man said. "Viglin. Renenber?"

El dredge tried to remenber if there were any insane asyluns near Carvell. This
Viglin | ooked |i ke an escaped | unatic.

"You must have the wong man," Eldridge said, wondering if he should call for
hel p.

Viglin shook his head. "You are Thomas Mnroe Eldridge," he said. "Born March
16, 1926, in Darien, Connecticut. Attended the University Heights Coll ege, New
York University, graduating cumlaude. Received a fellowship to Carvell | ast
year, in early 1953. Correct so far?"

"Al'l right, so you did a little research on ne for sone reason. It better be a
good one or | call the cops."

"You al ways were a cool custoner. But the bluff won't work. / will call the
police."

He pressed a button on the nmachine. Instantly, two nen ap-peared in the room
They wore |ight-weight orange and green uniforns, with netallic insignia on
the sl eeves. Between themthey carried a black nmachine simlar to Viglin's
except that it had white stenciling onits top

"Crine does not pay," Viglin said. "Arrest that thief 1"

For a nonent, Eldridge's pleasant college room with its Gauguin prints, its
untidy piles of books, its untidier hi-fi, and its shaggy little red rug,
seened to spin dizzily around him He blinked several times, hoping that the
whol e thing had been induced by eyestrain. O better yet, perhaps he had been
dr eam ng

But Viglin was still there, dismayingly substantial

The two policenen produced a pair of handcuffs and wal ked forward.



"Wait!" Eldridge shouted, |eaning against his desk for sup-port. "Wat's this
all about?"

"I'f you insist on formal charges,” Viglin said, "you shall have them" He
cleared his throat. "Thomas El dridge, in March, 1962, you invented the

El dri dge Travel er. Then—=

"Hold on!" Eldridge protested. "It isn't 1962 yet, in case you didn't know. "
Viglin | ooked annoyed. "Don't quibble. You will invent the Traveler in 1962,
if you prefer that phrasing. It's all a matter of tenporal viewpoint."

It took Eldridge a nonment to digest this.

"Do you mean—you are fromthe future?" he blurted

One of the policenen nudged the other. "Wat an act!" he said adnmiringly.
"Better than a groogly show," the other agreed, clicking his handcuffs.

"OfF course we're fromthe future,” Viglin said. "Were else would we be fronf?
In 1962, you did—er wll—nvent the Eldridge Tinme Travel er, thus making tinme
travel possible. Wth it, you journeyed into the first sector of the future,
where you were received with highest honors. Then you travel ed through the
three sectors of Civilized Time, lecturing. You were a hero, Eldridge, an
ideal. Little children wanted to grow up to be like you."

Wth a husky voice, Viglin continued. "W were deceived. Suddenly and
deliberately, you stole a quantity of valuable goods. It was shocking! W had
never suspected you of crim-nal tendencies. Wen we tried to arrest you, you
vani shed. "

Viglin paused and rubbed his forehead wearily. "I was your friend, Tom the
first person you net in Sector One. W drank many a bow of flox together.
arranged your lecture tour. And you robbed ne."

Hi s face hardened. 'Take him officers.”

As the policenen noved forward, Eldridge had a good | ook at the black nachine
they shared. Like Viglin's, it had several dials and a row of push buttons.
Stanped in white across the top were the words: eldridge tine

travel er—property of

THE EASKI LL PCLI CE DEPT.

The policeman stopped and turned to Viglin. "You got the extradition papers?"
Viglin searched his pockets. "Don't seemto have themon ne. But you know he's
a thief!"

"Everybody knows that," the policeman said. "But we got no jurisdiction in a
pre-contact sector without extradition papers.”

"Wait here," Viglin said. "I'll get them" He exam ned his wi stwatch
carefully, muttered something about a hal f-hour gap, and pressed a button on
the Traveler. Inmedi ately, he was gone.

The two policenen sat down on Eldridge's couch and pro-ceeded to ogle the
Gaugui ns.

Eldridge tried to think, to plan, to anticipate. |npossible. He could not
believe it. He refused to believe it. No one could make him bel i eve—
"I'magi ne a famous guy like this being a crook," one of the policenen said.
"Al'l geniuses are crazy," the other phil osophized. "Remem ber the stuggie
dancer who killed the girl? He was a genius, the readies said."

"Yeah." The first policeman lighted a cigar and tossed the burned match on

El dri dge's shaggy little red rug.

Al right, Eldridge decided, it was true. Under the circum stances, he had to
believe. Nor was it so absurd. He had al ways suspected that he might be a
geni us.

But what had happened?

In 1962, he would invent a tinme machine.

Logi cal enough, since he was a geni us.

And he would travel through the three sectors of Cvilized Tine.

Well, certainly, assuming he had a time machine. If there were three sectors,
he woul d expl ore them

He mi ght even explore the uncivilized sectors.

And then, without warning, he becane a thief.

No! He could accept everything el se, but that was completely out of



character. Eldridge was an intensely honest young man, quite above even petty
di shonesties. As a student, he had never cheated at exans. As a man, he al ways
paid his true and proper incone tax, down to the | ast penny.

And it went deeper than that. Eldridge had no power drive, no urge for
possessions. H s desire had al ways been to settle in some warm drowsy
country, content with his books and nusic, sunshine, congenial neighbors, the
| ove of a good wonman.

So he was accused of theft. Even if he were guilty, what con-ceivable notive
coul d have pronpted the action?

What had happened to himin the future? "You going to the scrug rally?" one of
t he cops asked the other.

"Way not? It cones on Mal m Sunday, doesn't it?" They didn't pare. Wen Viglin
returned, they would handcuff himand drag himto Sector One of the future. He
woul d be sentenced and thrown into a cell

Al for a crime he was going to commt

He nade a swift decision and acted on it quickly.

"I feel faint," he said, and began to topple out of his chair. "Look out-he
may have a gun!" one of the policenmen yel ped.

They rushed over to him l|eaving their tine nmachine on the

couch.

El dri dge scuttled around the other side of the desk and pounced on the

machi ne. Even in his haste, he realized that Sector One woul d be an unheal t hy
pl ace for him So, as the policenen sprinted across the room he pushed the
button marked Sector Two.

Instantly, he was plunged into darkness.

When he opened his eyes, Eldridge found that he was standing ankl e-deep in a
pool of dirty water. He was in a field, twenty feet froma road. The air was
warm and moi st. The Tinme Travel er was clasped tightly under his arm

He was in Sector Two of the future and it didn't thrill him

abit.

He wal ked to the road. On either side of it were terraced fields, filled with
the green stalks of rice plants.

Rice? In New York State? Eldridge remenbered that in his own time sector, a
climatic shift had been detected. It was predicted that soneday the tenperate
zones woul d be hot, perhaps tropical. This future seenmed to prove the theory.
He was perspiring already. The ground was danp, as though froma recent rain,
and the sky was an intense, unclouded blue. But where were the farners?
Squinting at the sun directly overhead, he had the answer. At siesta, of

cour se.

Looki ng down the road, he could see buildings half a mle away. He scraped nud
fromhis shoes and started wal ki ng. But what would he do when he reached the
bui | di ngs? How coul d he di scover what had happened to himin Sector One? He
couldn't walk up to soneone and say, "Excuse ne, sir. |I'mfrom 1954, a year
you may have heard about. It seens that in some way or—

No, that woul d never do.

He woul d think of something. Eldridge continued wal king, while the sun beat
down fiercely upon him He shifted the Traveler to his other arm then | ooked
at it closely. Since he was going to invent it—o, already had—he' d better
find out how it worked.

On its face were buttons for the first three sectors of Civilized Tinme. There
was a special dial for journeying past Sector Three, into the Uncivilized
Sectors. In one corner was a netal plate, which read: caution: Allow at | east
one hal f-hour between time junps, to avoid cancel ation

That didn't tell himnmuch. According to Viglin, it had taken El dridge eight
years—from 1954 to 1962—+to invent the Traveler. He would need nore than a few
m nutes to under-stand it.

El dri dge reached the buil dings and found that he was in a good-sized town. A
few people were on the streets, wal king slowy under the tropical sun. They
were dressed entirely in white. He was pleased to see that styles in Section
Two were so conservative that his suit could pass for a rustic version of



their dress.

He passed a | arge adobe building. The sign in front read:

PUBLI C READERY.

A library. Eldridge stopped. Wthin would undoubtedly be the records of the
past few hundred years. There would be an account of his crime—f any—and the
ci rcunst ances under which he had conmitted it.

But would he be safe? Were there any circulars out for his arrest? Was there
an extradition between Sectors One and Two?

He woul d have to chance it. Eldridge entered, wal ked quickly past the thin,
gray-faced librarian, and into the stacks.

There was a large section on time, but the nost thorough one-vol une treatnent
was a book called Origins of Time Travel by Ricardo Al fredex. The first part
told how the young genius Eldridge had, one fateful day in 1954, received the
germof the idea fromthe controversial Holstead equations. The fornula was
really absurdly sinple-Alfredex quoted the main propositions—but no one ever
had realized it before. Eld-ridge's genius lay chiefly in perceiving the

obvi ous.

El dri dge frowned at this disparagenment. Cbvious, was it? He still didn't
understand it. And he was the inventor

By 1962, the machi ne had been built. It worked on the very first trial
catapulting its young inventor into what becane known as Sector One.

El dri dge | ooked up and found that a bespectacled girl of nine or so was
standing at the end of his row of books, staring at him She ducked back out
of sight. He read on

The next chapter was entitled "Unparadox of Tine." Eldridge skinmed it

rapi dly. The author began with the classic paradox of Achilles and the
tortoise, and denolished it with integral calculus. Using this as a |l ogica
foundati on, he went on to the so-called tinme paradoxes—killing one's
great-great grandfather, nmeeting oneself, and the |ike. These held up no
better than Zeno's anci ent paradox. Al fredex went on to explain that al
tempor al paradoxes were the inventions of authors with a gift for confusion
El dridge didn't understand the intricate synbolic logic in this part, which
was enbarrassing, since he was cited as the | eading authority.

The next chapter was called "Fall of the Mghty." It told how El dridge had met
Viglin, the ower of a |arge sporting-goods store in Sector One. They becane
fast friends. The busi nessman took the shy young genius under his w ng. He
arranged lecture tours for him Then—

"I beg your pardon, sir," soneone said. Eldridge |ooked up. The gray-faced
librarian was standing in front of him Beside her was the bespectacled little
girl with a snmug grin on her face

"Yes?" Eldridge asked.

"Time Travelers are not allowed in the Readery," the librar-ian said sternly.
That was under standabl e, El dridge thought. Travelers could grab an arml oad of
val uabl e books and di sappear. They prob-ably weren't allowed in banks, either
The trouble was, he didn't dare surrender this book

El dri dge smiled, tapped his ear, and hastily went on reading.

It seened that the brilliant young El dridge had allowed Viglin to arrange al
his contracts and papers. One day he found, to his surprise, that he had
signed over all rights in {he Time Traveler to Viglin, for a small nonetary
consi deration. Eldridge brought the case to court. The court found agai nst
him The case was appeal ed. Penniless and enbittered, El dridge enbarked on his
career of crinme, stealing fromViglin—

"Sirl" the librarian said. "Deaf or not, you nust |eave at once. O herw se
will call a guard.”

El dri dge put down the book, muttered, "Tattle-tale," to the little girl, and
hurried out of the Readery.

Now he knew why Viglin was so eager to arrest him Wth the case stil

pendi ng, Eldridge would be in a very poor position behind bars.

But why had he stol en?

The theft of his invention was an understandabl e notive, but El dridge felt



certain it was not the right one. Stealing fromViglin would not make him fee
any better nor would it right the wong. His reaction would be either to fight
or to withdraw, to retire fromthe whol e nmess. Anythi ng except stealing.

Vll, he would find out. He would hide in Sector Two, per-haps find work. Bit
by bit, he woul d—

Two nmen seized his arnms fromeither side. Athird took the Travel er away from

him It was done so snobothly that Eldridge was still gaspi ng when one of the
men showed a badge.
"Police," the man said. "You'll have to cone with us, M. E dridge."

"What for?" Eldridge asked.

"Robbery in Sectors One and Two."

So he had stol en here, too.

He was taken to the police station and into the small, cluttered office of the
captain of police. The captain was a slim balding, cheerful-faced man. He
waved his subordinates out of the room notioned Eldridge to a chair and gave
hima cigarette

"So you're Eldridge," he said.

El dri dge nodded norosely.

"Been readi ng about you ever since | was a little boy,
nostal gically. "You were one of ny heroes."

El dri dge guessed the captain to be a good fifteen years his senior, but he
didn't ask about it. After all, he was supposed to be the expert on tine

par adoxes.

"Always thought you got a rotten deal," the captain said, toying with a |arge
bronze paperweight. "Still, | couldn't understand a man |ike you stealing. For
a while, we thought it m ght have been tenporary insanity."

"Was it?" Eldridge asked hopefully.

"Not a chance. Checked your records. You just haven't got the potentiality.
And that makes it rather difficult for me. For exanple, why did you stea

t hose particular itens?"

"What itens?"

"Don't you renenber?"

"I +'ve bl anked out," Eldridge said. 'Tenmporary amesia."

"Very understandable,” the captain said synpathetically. He handed El dridge a
paper. "Here's the list."

| TEMS STOLEN BY THOVAS MONRCE ELDRI DGE Taken from Viglin's Sporting Goods
Store, Sector One:

the captain said

Credits

4 Megacharge Hand Pistols.................... 10, 000

3 Lifebelts, Inflatable.......... .. ... ... ..... 100

5 Cans, dlen's Shark Repellant................. 400
Taken from Al fghan's Specialty Shop

Sector One:

2 Mcroflex Sets, Wrld Literature............... 1, 000
5 Teeny-Tom Synphonic Tape Runs............. 2,650

Taken from Loorie's Produce
Store, Sector Two:

4 Dozen Potatoes, White Turtle Brand............ 5

9 Packages, Carrot Seeds (Fancy)............... 6

Taken from Manori's Notions Store, Sector Two:

5 Dozen Mrrors, Silver-backed (hand size)....... 95

Total Value.......... ... ... ... ... ... ... 14, 256

"What does it mean?" the captain asked. "Stealing a mllion credits outright,

| coul d understand, but why all that junk?"

El dri dge shook his head. He could find nothing nmeaningful in the list. The
nmegachar ge hand pistols sounded useful. But why the mrrors, lifebelts,

pot atoes and the rest of the things that the captain had properly called junk?
It just didn't sound like hinmself. El dridge began to think of hinself as two
people. Eldridge | had invented tine travel, been victimzed, stolen sone

i nconmprehensi ble articles, and vani shed. Eldridge Il was hinself, the person



Viglin had found. He had no nenory of the first Eldridge. But he had to

di scover Eldridge I's notives and/or suffer for his crines.

"What happened after | stole these things?" Eldridge asked.

"That's what we'd like to know," the captain said. "All we know is, you fled
into Sector Three with your loot."

"And then?"

The captain shrugged. "Wien we applied for extradition, the authorities told
us you weren't there. Not that they'd have given you up. They're a proud,

i ndependent sort, you know. Anyhow, you'd vani shed."

"Vani shed? To where?"

"I don't know. You mi ght have gone into the Uncivilized Sectors that lie
beyond Sector Three."

"What are the Uncivilized Sectors?" Eldridge asked.

"W were hoping you would tell us," the captain said. "You' re the only man
who' s expl ored beyond Sector Three."

Dam it, Eldridge thought, he was supposed to be the authority on everything
he wanted to know

"This puts me in a pretty fix,

the captain remarked squinting at his

paper wei ght .
n W]y?ll
"Well, you're a thief. The law says | nust arrest you. However, | amal so

aware that you got a very shoddy deal. And | happen to know that you stole
only fromViglin and his affiliates in both Sectors. There's a certain justice
to it—unfortunately unrecogni zed by | aw. "

El dri dge nodded unhappily.

"It's my clear duty to arrest you," the captain said with a deep sigh

"There's nothing | can do about it, even if | wanted to. You'll have to stand
trial and probably serve a sentence of twenty years or so."

"\What ? For stealing rubbish |ike shark repellant and carrot seed? For stealing
j unk?"

"We're pretty rough on tinme theftt" said the captain. "Tenporal offense."

"I see," Eldridge said, slunmping in his chair.

"OfF course," said the captain thoughtfully, "if you should suddenly turn

vi ci ous, knock me over the head with this heavy paperweight, grab nmy persona
Time Travel er—hich | keep in the second shelf of that cabinet—and return to
your friends in Sector Three, there would really be nothing I could do about
it."

" Huh?"

The captain turned toward the wi ndow, |eaving his paper-weight within

El dri dge' s easy reach.

"It's really terrible," he comrented, "the things one will consider doing for
a boyhood hero. But, of course, you' re a | aw abiding man. You woul d never do
such a thing and | have psychol ogical reports to prove it."

"Thanks," Eldridge said. He lifted the paperwei ght and tapped the captain
lightly over the head. Snmiling, the captain slunped behind his desk. Eldridge
found the Traveler in the cabinet, and set it for Sector Three. He sighed
deeply and pushed the button

Agai n he was overcone by darkness.

When he opened his eyes, he was standing on a plain of parched yell ow ground.
Around himstretched a treeless waste, and a dusty wind blewin his face.
Ahead, he could see several brick buildings and a row of tents, built al ong
the side of a dried-out gully. He wal ked toward them

This future, he decided, nust have seen another climatic shift. The fierce sun
had baked the land, drying up the streams and rivers. If the trend conti nued,
he coul d understand why the next future was Uncivilized. It was probably
Unpopul at ed.

He was very tired. He had not eaten all day—er for several thousand years,
dependi ng on how you count. But that, he realized, was a fal se paradox, one
that Al fredex would certainly denolish with symbolic |ogic.

To hell with logic. To hell with science, paradox, everything. He would run no



further. There had to be roomfor himin this dusty [ and. The peopl e here—a
proud, independent sort —would not give himup. They believed in justice, not
the aw. Here he would stay, work, grow old, and forget Eldridge | and his
crazy schenmes.

When he reached the village, he saw that the people were already assenbled to
greet him They were dressed in long, flow ng robes, |ike Arabian burnooses,
the only logical attire for the climate.

A bearded patriarch stepped forward and nodded gravely at El dridge. "The

anci ent sayings are true. For every beginning there is an ending."

El dri dge agreed politely. "Anyone got a drink of water?" "It is truly
witten," the patriarch continued, "that the thief, given a universe to
wander, will ultimately return to the scene of his crine."

"Crine?" Eldridge asked, feeling an uneasy tingle in his stomach.

"Crine," the patriarch repeated.

A man in the crowd shouted, "It's a stupid bird that fouls its own nest!" The
peopl e roared with | aughter, but Eldridge didn't like the sound. It was crue
| aught er.

"Ingratitude breeds betrayal ," the patriarch said. "Evil is ommipresent. W

i ked you, Thomas El dridge. You cane to us with your strange nachi ne, bearing
booty, and we recogni zed your proud spirit. It made you one of us. W
protected you fromyour enenmies in the Wt Wrlds. Wat did it matter to .us
if you had wonged then? Had they not wonged you? An eye for an eye!"

The crowd grow ed approvingly. "But what did | do?" Eldridge wanted to know
The crowd converged on him waving clubs and knives. A row of nen in dark bl ue
cl oaks held them off, and El dridge realized that there were policenen even

her e.

"Tell me what | did," he persisted as the policenen took the Travel er from
hi m

"You axe guilty of sabotage and murder," the patriarch told him

El dri dge stared around wildly. He had fled a petty larceny charge in Sector
One, only to find hinself accused of it in Sector Two. He had retreated to
Sector Three, where he was wanted for rurder and sabot age.

He smiled am ably. "You know, all | ever really wanted was a warm dr owsy
country, books, congenial neighbors, and the |ove of a good—

When he recovered, he found hinself |ying on packed earth in a small brick
jail. Through a slitted wi ndow, he could see an insignificant strip of sunset.
Qut si de the wooden door, someone was wailing a song.

He found a bow of food beside himand wol fed down the unfam liar stuff. After
drinki ng some water from another bow, he propped hinmself against the wall.
Thr ough his narrow wi ndow, the sunset was fading. In the courtyard, a gang of
men were erecting a gallows. "Jailor!" Eldridge shouted.

In a few monents, he heard the clunp of footsteps. "I need a | awer," he said.
"W have no | awyers here," the nman replied proudly. "Here we have justice." He
mar ched of f.

El dri dge began to revise his ideas about justice without law. It was very good
as an idea—but a horror as reality.

He lay on the floor and tried to think. No thoughts cane. He could hear the
wor krmren | aughi ng and joking as they built the gallows. They worked late into
the twlight.

In the early evening, Eldridge heard the key turn in his lock. Two nen
entered. One was mddle-aged, with a small, well-trimed beard. The ot her was
about El dridge's age, broad-shoul dered and deeply tanned.

"Do you renenber me?" the m ddl e-aged man asked. "Should |?"

"You should. | was her father."

"And | was her fiance," the young man said. He took a threatening step

f orwar d.

The bearded man restrained him "I know how you feel, Mrgel, but he will pay
for his crimes on the gallows."

"Hanging is too good for him M. Becker," Mrgel argued. "He should be drawn,
quartered, burned and scattered to the wind."



"Yes, but we are a just and nerciful people," Becker said virtuously.

"Whose father?" Eldridge asked. "Whose fiance?" The two nmen | ooked at each

ot her.

"What did | do?" Eldridge asked. Becker told him

He had come to them from Sector Two, |oaded with | oot, Becker explained. The
peopl e of Sector Three accepted him They were a sinple folk, direct and

qui ck-tenpered, the inheritors of a wasted, war-torn Earth. In Sector Three,
the mnerals were gone, the soil had lost its fertility. Huge tracts of |and
were radioactive. And the sun continued to beat down, the glaciers nelted, and
the oceans continued to rise.

The nmen of Sector Three were struggling back to civilization. They had the
rudi ments of a manufacturing systemand a few power installations. Eldridge
had i ncreased the output of these stations, given thema lighting system and
taught themthe rudi nents of sanitary processing. He continued his

expl orations into the Unexplored Sectors beyond Sector Three. He becane a
popul ar hero and the people of Sector Three | oved and protected him

El dri dge had repaid this kindness by abducting Becker's daughter

This attractive young | ady had been engaged to Morgel. Preparations were made
for her marriage. Eldridge ignored all this and showed his true nature by

ki dnapi ng her one dark night and placing her in an infernal machine of his own
maki ng. When he turned the invention on, the girl vani shed. The overl oaded
power lines blew out every installation for mles around.

Mur der and sabot age!

But the irate nob had not been able to reach Eldridge in tine. He had stuffed
some of his loot into a knapsack, grabbed his Travel er and vani shed.

"I did all that?" Eldridge gasped.

"Before w tnesses," Becker said. "Your remaining loot is in the warehouse. W
coul d deduce nothing fromit."

Wth both men staring himfull in the face, Eldridge | ooked at the ground.
Now he knew what he had done in Sector Three.

The nmurder charge was probably fal se, though. Apparently he had built a
heavy-duty Traveler and sent the girl sonewhere, w thout the internedi ate
stops required by the portable nodel s. Not that anyone woul d believe him These
peopl e had never heard of such a civilized concept as habeas corpus.

"Way did you do it?" Becker asked.

El dri dge shrugged his shoul ders and shook his head hel p-1essly.

"Didn'"t | treat you like my own son? Didn't | turn back the police of Sector
Two? Didn't | feed you, clothe you? Why—why—did you do it?"

Al Eldridge could do was shrug his shoul ders and go on hel pl essly shaking his
head.

"Very well," Becker said. 'Tell your secret to the hangman in the norning."
He took Morgel by the armand |eft.

If Eldridge had had a gun, he night have shot hinself on the spot. Al the
evi dence pointed to potentialities for evil in himthat he had never
suspected. He was running out of time. In the nmorning, he would hang.

And it was unfair, all of it. He was an innocent bystander, continually
running into the consequences of his forner—er |ater—actions. But only

El dri dge | possessed the notives and knew the answers.

Even if his thefts were justified, why had he stolen potatoes, lifebelts,
mrrors and such?

What had he done with the girl?

What was he trying to acconplish?

Wearily, Eldridge closed his eyes and drifted into a troubled hal f-sleep

He heard a faint scraping noise and | ooked up

Viglin was stand there, a Traveler in his hands.

El dri dge was too tired to be very surprised. He | ooked for a nmonment, then
said, "Cone for one |ast gloat?"

"I didn't plan it this way," Viglin protested, nopping his perspiring face.
"You must believe that. | never wanted you killed, Tom"

El dri dge sat up and | ooked closely at Viglin. "You did steal ny invention



didn't you?"

"Yes," Viglin confessed. "But | was going to do the right thing by you. |
woul d have split the profits.™

' Then why did you steal it?"

Viglin | ooked unconfortable. "You weren't interested in noney at all."

"So you tricked me into signing over ny rights?" "If | hadn't, soneone el se
woul d have, Tom | was just saving you fromyour own unworldliness. | intended
to cut you in -+ swear it!" He wi ped his forehead again. "But | never dreaned
it would turn out like this."

"And then you framed nme for those thefts," Eldridge said. "Wat?" Viglin
appeared to be genuinely surprised. "No, Tom You did steal those things. It
wor ked out perfectly for ne—ntil now "

"You're lying!"

"Wwuld | come here to lie? |'ve adnitted stealing your invention. Wy would I
lie about anything el se?"

"Then why did | steal ?"

"I think you had sonme sort of wild schene in the Unin-habited Sectors, but I
don't really know. It-doesn't matter. Listen to me now. There's no way | can
call off the lawsuit—it's a tenporal matter nowbut | can get you out of
here.”

"Where will | go?" Eldridge asked hopel essly. "The cops are | ooking for nme al
through tine."
"I"ll hide you on ny estate. | nean it. You can lie low until the statute of

[imtations has expired. They'd never think of searching ny place for you."
"And the rights on ny invention?"

"I"mkeeping them" Viglin said, with a touch of his former confidence. "I
can't turn themover to you w thout naking nyself liable for tenporal action
But I will share them And you do need a business partner."

"Al'l right, let's get out of here," Eldridge said.

Viglin had brought along a nunber of tools, which he handl ed with suspicious
proficiency. Wthin mnutes, they were out of the cell and hiding in the dark
courtyard.

"This Traveler's pretty weak," Viglin whispered, checking the batteries in his
machi ne. "Coul d we possibly get yours?"

"It should be in the storehouse," Eldridge said.

The storehouse was unguarded and Viglin nmade short work of the lock. Inside,

they found Eldridge Il1's nachine beside Eldridge |I's preposterous, bew | dering
| oot .

"Let's go," Viglin said.

El dri dge shook his head. "What's wong?" asked Viglin, annoyed. "I'm not

goi ng. "

"Listen, Tom | know there's no reason why you should trust ne. But | really
will give you sanctuary. |I'mnot lying to you."

"I believe you," Eldridge said. "Just the same, |'m not going back."

"What are you planning to do?"

El dri dge had been wonderi ng about that ever since they had broken out of the
cell. He was at the crossroads now. He could return with Viglin or he could go
on al one.

There was no choice, really. He had to assune that he had known what he was
doing the first tinme. Right or wong, he was going to keep faith and neet

what ever appoi ntnents he had made with the future.

"I"mgoing into the Uninhabited Sectors,"” Eldridge said. He found a sack and
began loading it with potatoes and carrot seeds.

"You can't!" Viglin objected. "The first time, you ended up in 1954. You mi ght
not be so lucky this time. You m ght be cancel ed out conpletely.”

El dri dge had | oaded all the potatoes and the packages of carrot seeds. Next he
slipped in the Wrld Literature Sets, the lifebelts, the cans of shark
repellant and the mrrors. On top of this he put the negacharge hand pistols.
"Have you any idea what you're going to do with that stuff?" "Not the
slightest,” Eldridge said, buttoning the Synphonic Tape Runs inside his shirt.



"But they nust fit sonewhere.”
Viglin sighed heavily. "Don't forget, you have to allow half an hour between

junps or you'll get cancel ed. Have you got a watch?"

"No, | left it in nmy room"

"Take this one. Sportsman's Special." Viglin attached it to Eldridge's wist.
"Cood luck, Tom | mean that." "Thanks."

El dri dge set the button for the farthest junp into the future

he coul d make. He grinned at Viglin and pushed the button

There was the usual nonent of blackness, then a sudden icy shock. Wen

El dri dge opened his eyes, he found that he was under water

He found his way to the surface, struggling against the weight of the sack
Once his head was above water, he | ooked around for the nearest |and.

There was no | and. Long, smnooth-backed waves slid toward himfromthe
l[imtless horizon, lifted himand ran on, toward a hi dden shore.

El dridge funbled in his sack, found the lifebelts and inflated them Soon he
was bobbing on the surface, trying to figure out what had happened to New
York1l State.

Each junp into the future had brought himto a hotter cli-mate. Here,

countl ess thousands of years past 1954, the gl aciers must have nelted. A good
part of the Earth was probably submrerged.

He had planned well in taking the lifebelts. It gave himconfidence for the
rest of the journey. Now he would just have to float for half an hour, to
avoi d cancel ati on.

He | eaned back, supported by his lifebelts, and adnmired the cloud formations
in the sky. Something brushed agai nst him

El dri dge | ooked down and saw a | ong bl ack shape glide under his feet. Another
joined it and they began to nove hungrily toward him Sharks!

He funbled wildly with the sack, spilling out the mirrors in his hurry, and
found a can of shark repellant. He opened it, spilled it overboard, and an
orange bl otch began to spread on the bl ue-black water

There were three sharks now. They swam warily around

the spreading circle of repellant. A fourth joined them | unged

into the orange snear, and retreated quickly to clean water

El dri dge was glad the future had produced a shark repell ant

that really worked

In five mnutes, sone of the orange had dissipated. He opened anot her can. The
sharks didn't give up hope, but they wouldn't swminto the tainted water. He
enptied the cans every five mnutes. The stal emate held through El dridge's
hal f - hour wait.

He checked his settings and tightened his grip on the sack. He didn't know
what the mrrors or potatoes were for, or why carrot seeds were critical. He
woul d just have to take his chances.

He pressed the button and went into the famliar darkness.

He found hinself ankle-deep in a thick, evil-snelling bog. The heat was
stifling and a cloud of huge gnats buzzed around his head.

Pul ing hinmsel f out of the gluey mud, acconpanied by the hiss and click of
unseen life, Eldridge found firmer footing under a small tree. Around hi mwas
green jungle, shot through with riotous purples and reds.

El dri dge settled against the tree to wait out his half hour. In this future,
apparently, the ocean waters had receded and the primeval jungle had sprung
up. Were there any hunmans here? Were there any left on Earth? He wasn't at al
sure. It | ooked as though the world was starting over

El dri dge heard a bl eating noi se and saw a dull green shape nove agai nst the
brighter green of the foliage. Sonething was com ng toward him

He watched. It was about twelve feet tall, with a lizard' s winkled hide and
wi de splay feet. It |ooked amazingly like a small dinosaur.

El dri dge watched the big reptile warily. Mst di nosaurs were herbivorous, he
rem nded hinself, especially the ones that lived in swanps. This one probably
just wanted to sniff him Then it would return to cropping grass.

The di nosaur yawned, revealing a nmagnificent set of pointed teeth, and began



to approach Eldridge with an air of determ -nation

El dri dge di pped into the sack, pushed irrelevant itenms out of the way, and
grabbed a negacharge hand pi stol

This had better be it, he prayed, and fired.

The di nosaur vanished in a spray of snoke. There were only a few shreds of
flesh and a snell of ozone to show where it had been. Eldridge |ooked at the
nmegacharge hand pistol with new respect. Now he understood why it was so
expensi ve.

During the next half hour, a number of jungle inhabitants took a lively
interest in him Each pistol was good for only a few firings—o surprise,
considering their destructiveness. Hi s |ast one began to lose its charge; he
had to club off a pterodac-tyl with the butt.

When the hal f hour was over, he set the dial again, w shing he knew what | ay
ahead. He wondered how he was supposed to face new dangers with sone books,
pot at oes, carrot seeds and mrrors.

Per haps there were no dangers ahead.

There was only one way to find out. He pressed the button

He was on a grassy hillside. The dense jungle had dis-appeared. Now there was
a breeze-swept pine forest stretching before him solid ground underfoot, and
a tenperate sun in the sky.

El dri dge's pul se qui ckened at the thought that this mght be his goal. He had
al ways had an atavistic streak, a desire to find a place untouched by
civilization. The enbittered El dridge |, robbed and betrayed, nust have felt
it even nore strongly.

It was a little disappointing. Still, it wasn't too bad, he de-cided. Except
for the loneliness. If only there were people—
A man stepped out of the forest. He was |less than five feet tall, thick-set,

nmuscled like a westler and wearing a fur kilt. H's skin was colored a medi um
gray. He carried a ragged tree linb, roughly shaped into a club

Two dozen others cane through the forest behind him They marched directly up
to El dridge.

"Hello, fellows," Eldridge said pleasantly.

The | eader replied in a guttural |anguage and nade a gesture with his open
pal m

"I bring your crops blessings," Eldridge said pronptly. "I've got just what
you need." He reached into his sack and held up a package of carrot seeds.
"Seeds! You'll advance a thousand years in civilization—=

The | eader grunted angrily and his followers began to circle Eldridge. They
hel d out their hands, palnms up, grunting excitedly.

They didn't want the sack and they refused the di scharged hand pistol. They
had hi m al nost conpletely circled now Cubs were being hefted and he stil
had no i dea what they wanted.

"Pot at 0?" he asked in desperation

They didn't want potatoes, either

His time nachine had two minutes nore to wait. He turned and ran

The savages were after himat once. Eldridge sprinted into the forest like a
grayhound, dodgi ng through the cl osely packed trees. Several clubs whizzed
past him

One minute to go

He tripped over a root, scranbled to his feet and kept on running. The savages
were close on his heels.

Ten seconds. Five seconds. A club glanced off his shoul der

Ti me! He reached for the button—and a club thudded agai nst his head, knocking
himto the ground. When he coul d focus again, the | eader of the savages was
standi ng over his Tine Traveler, club raised.

"Don't!" Eldridge yelled in panic.

But the | eader grinned wildly and brought down the club. In a few seconds, he
had reduced the nmachine to scrap netal.

El dri dge was dragged into a cave, cursing hopelessly. Two savages guarded the
entrance. Qutside, he could see a gang of nen gathering wood. Wnen and



children were scanpering back and forth, |laden down with clay containers. To
judge by their laughter, they were planning a feast.

El dridge realized, with a sinking sensation, that he would be the main dish.
Not that it mattered. They had destroyed his Traveler. No Viglin would rescue
himthis time. He was at the end of his road.

El dridge didn't want to die. But what nade it worse was the thought of dying
wi t hout ever finding out what Eldridge | had pl anned.

It seemed unfair, sonmehow

For several minutes, he sat in abject self-pity. Then he crawl ed farther back
into the cave, hoping to find another way out.

The cave ended abruptly against a wall of granite. But he found sonethi ng

el se.

An ol d shoe.

He picked it up and stared at it. For sone reason, it bothered him although
it was a perfectly ordinary brown | eather shoe, just |ike the ones he had on
Then the anachroni sm struck him

What was a manufactured article like a shoe doing back in this dawn age?

He | ooked at the size and quickly tried it on. It fitted himexactly, which
made t he answer obvi ous—he must have passed through here on his first trip.
But why had he left a shoe?

There was sonething inside, too soft to be a pebble, too stiff to be a piece
of torn lining. He took off the shoe and found a piece of paper wadded in the
toe. He unfolded it and read in his own handwiting:

Silliest damed busi ness—how do you address yoursel f? "Dear Eldridge"? Al
right, let's forget the salutation; you'll read this because |I already have,
and so, naturally, I"'mwit-ing it, otherwise you wouldn't be able to read it,
nor would | have been

Look, you're in a rough spot. Don't worry about it, though. You'll come out of
it in one piece. |'mleaving you a Tine Traveler to take you.where you have to
go next.

The question is: where do | go? I'mdeliberately setting the Travel er before
the hal f-hour lag it needs, knowing there will be a cancelation effect. That
means the Traveler will stay here for you to use. But what happens to ne?

I think I know. Still, it scares me—this is the first cancela-tion I'll have
experi enced. But worrying about it is nonsensical; | knowit has to turn out
ri ght because there are no tine paradoxes.

Well, here goes. I'll push the button and cancel. Then the machine is yours.

Wsh me | uck

Wsh himluck! Eldridge savagely tore up the note and threw it away.

But Eldridge | had purposely cancel ed and been swept back to the future, which
meant that the Travel er hadn't gone back with him It nust still be herel

El dri dge began a frantic search of the cave. If he could just find it and push
the button, he could go on ahead. It had to be here!

Several hours later, when the guards dragged himout, he still hadn't found
it.

The entire village had gathered and they were in a festive nmood. The cl ay
contai ners were being passed freely and two or three nen had al ready passed
out. But the guards who | ed Eldridge forward were sober enough

They carried himto a wide, shallow pit. In the center of it was what | ooked
like a sacrificial altar. It was decorated with wild col ors and heaped around
it was an enormous pile of dried branches.

El dri dge was pushed in and the danci ng began

He tried several tines to scranble out, but was prodded back each tinme. The
danci ng continued for hours, until the |ast dancer had col |l apsed, exhaust ed.
An ol d man approached the rimof the pit, holding a lighted torch. He gestured
with it and threwit into the pit.

El dri dge stanped it out. But nore torches rained down, lighting the outernpst
branches. They flared brightly and he was forced to retreat inward, toward the
altar.

The nami ng circle closed, driving himback. At last, panting, eyes burning,



| egs buckling, he fell across the altar as the flames |licked at him

H s eyes were closed and he gripped the knobs tightly—

Knobs?

He | ooked. Under its gaudy decoration, the altar was a Tine Travel er—+the sane
Travel er, past a doubt, that Eldridge | had brought here and left for him
When El dridge | vani shed, they must have venerated it as a sacred object.

And it did have magical qualities.

The fire was singeing his feet when he adjusted the regula-tor. Wth his
finger against the button, he hesitated.

What woul d the future hold for hin? All he had in the way of equi pnment was a
sack of carrot seeds, potatoes, the sym phonic runs, the mcrofilmvolunmes of
world literature and small mrrors.

But he had cone this far. He woul d see the end.

He pressed the button

Opening his eyes, Eldridge found that he was standing on a beach. Water was

| appi ng at his toes and he could hear the boom of breakers.

The beach was | ong and narrow and dazzlingly white. In front of him a blue
ocean stretched to infinity. Behind him at the edge of the beach, was a row
of palms. G owi ng anong themwas the brilliant vegetation of a tropica

i sl and.

He heard a shout.

El dri dge | ooked around for something to defend hinself with. He had nothing,
nothing at all. He was defensel ess.

Men cane running fromthe jungle toward him They were shouting sonething
strange. He |istened carefully.

"Wl come! Wl cone back!" they called out.

A gigantic brown man enclosed himin a bearlike hug. "You have returned!" he
excl ai med.

"Why—yes," Eldridge said.

More peopl e were running down to the beach. They were a conely race. The nen
were tall and tanned, and the wonen, for the nost part, were slimand pretty.
They | ooked lIike the sort of people one would |like to have for neighbors.
"Did you bring then?" a thin old man asked, panting fromhis run to the beach
"Bring what?"

"The carrot seeds. You pronmised to bring them And the potatoes."

El dri dge dug them out of his pockets. "Here they are," he said.

"Thank you. Do you really think they'Il growin this climate? | suppose we
could construct a—

"Later, later," the big man interrupted. "You rnmust be tired."

El dri dge thought back to what had happened since he had | ast awakened, back in
1954. Subjectively, it was only a day or so, but it had covered thousands of
years back and forth and was cramed with arrests, escapes, dangers and
be-wi | deri ng puzzl es.

"Tired," he said. "Very."

"Perhaps you'd like to return to your own honme?"

"My own?"

"Certainly. The house you built facing the lagoon. Don't you renenmber?"

El dri dge smiled feebly and shook his head.

"He doesn't renenber!" the man cri ed.

"You don't remenber our chess games?" anot her man asked.

"And the fishing parties?" a boy put in.

"Or the picnics and cel ebrations?"

' The dances?"

"And the sailing?"

El dri dge shook his head at each eager, worried question

"Al'l this was before you went back to your own time," the big man told him
"Went back?" asked El dridge. Here was everything he had al ways wanted. Peace,
contentnent, warmclimate, good neighbors. He felt inside the sack and his
shirt. And books and rnusic, he nentally added to the list. Good Lord, no one
in his right mind wuld | eave a place like this! And that brought up an



i mportant question. "Way did | |eave here?"

"Surely you renmenber that!" the big man said.

"I"'mafraid not."

Aslim light-haired girl stepped forward. "You really don't remenber com ng
back for me?"

El dri dge stared at her. "You must be Becker's daughter. The girl who was
engaged to Morgel. The one | ki dnaped. "

"Morgel only thought he was engaged to ne," she said. "And you didn't kidnap
me. | cane of ny own free will."

"Ch, | see," Eldridge answered, feeling like an idiot. "I nean | think |I see.
That is—pl eased to nmeet you," he finished inanely.

"You needn't be so formal," she said. "After all, we are married. And you did
bring me a mirror, didn't you?"

It was compl ete now. Eldridge grinned, took out a mrror, gave it to her, and
handed the sack to the big man. Delighted, she did the things with her
eyebrows and hair that wormen always do whenever they see their reflections.
"Let's go home, dear," she said.

He didn't know her name, but he liked her |ooks. He |iked her very nuch. But
that was only natural.

"I"'mafraid | can't right now," he replied, |ooking at his watch. The half

hour was al nmost up. "I have something to do first. But | should be back in a
very little while."

She smled sunnily. "I won't worry. You said you would return and you did. And
you brought back the mirrors and seed and potatoes that you told us you'd
bring."

She ki ssed him He shook hands all around. In a way, that synbolized the ful
cycle Alfredex had used to demplish the foolish concept of tenporal paradoxes.
The fam liar darkness swall owed El dri dge as he pushed the button on the

Travel er.

He had ceased being Eldridge Il

Fromthis point on, he was El dridge | and he knew precisely where he was

goi ng, what he would do and the things he needed to do them They all led to
this goal and this girl, for there was no question that he woul d conme back
here and live out his life with her, their good nei ghbors, books and nusic, in
peace and content nent.

It was wonderful, knowi ng that everything would turn out just as he had al ways
dr eaned.

He even had a feeling of affection and gratitude for Viglin and Al fredex.

The Luckiest Man in the Wrld

I"'mreally amazingly well off down here. But you've got to remenber that |I'ma
fortunate person. It was sheer good luck that sent ne to Patagonia. Not pull,
under st and—-no, nor ability. I'ma pretty good mneteorol ogist, but they could
have sent a better one. |'ve just been extrenely lucky to be in the right

pl aces at the right tines.

It takes on an aspect of the fabul ous when you consider that the arny equipped
nmy weat her station with just about every gadget known to man. Not entirely for
me, of course. The arny had planned on setting up a base here. They got al

t he equi pnent in, and then had to abandon the project.

| kept sending in ny weather reports, though, as long as they wanted them

But the gadgets! Science has al ways amazed ne. |'m some-thing of a scientist
nmysel f, | suppose, but not a creative sci-entist, and that nakes all the



difference. You tell a creative scientist to do sonething inpossible, and he
goes right ahead and does it every tine. It's awe-inspiring.

The way | see it, sone general must have said to the sci-entists, "Boys, we've
got a great shortage of specialists, and no chance of replacing them Their
duties nust be performed by nen who may often be conpletely unskilled. Sounds
i mpossi ble, but what can you do about it?" And the scientists started to work
in earnest, on all these incredi ble books and gadgets.

For exanple, last week | had a toothache. At first |I thought it was just the

cold, for it's still pretty cold dowmn here, even with the vol canoes acting up
But sure enough, it was a tooth-ache. So | took out the dental apparatus, set
it up, and read what | was supposed to read. | exam ned nyself and classified
the tooth, the ache, the cavity. Then | injected nyself, cleaned the tooth

out, and filled it. And dentists spent years in school learning to do what |
acconpl i shed under pressure in five hours.

Take food now. 1'd been getting disgustingly fat, because | had nothing to do
but send in the weather reports. But when | stopped doing that | started
turning out neals that the finest chefs in the world mght well have envied.
Cooking used to be an art, but once the scientists tackled it, they made an
exact science out of it.

I could go on for pages. A lot of the stuff they gave ne | have no further use
for, because |I'mall alone now. But anyone could be a conpetent, practicing

| awyer with the guides they give you. They're so arranged that anyone with
average intelligence can find the sections you have to naster to successfully
defend a case, and |learn what they nmean in plain English.

No one has ever tried to sue nme, because |'ve always been |lucky. But | w sh

someone would. 1'd just like to try out those | aw books.

Building is another matter. When | first arrived here, | had to live in a
guonset hut. But | unpacked some of the marvellous buildi ng machi nes, and
found materials that anyone could work. | built nmyself a bonmbproof house of

five roonms, with an inlaid tile bathroom It isn't real inlaid tile, of
course, but it |ooks real enough, and is amazingly sinple to put down. The

wal | -to-wal | carpeting goes down easily too, once you ve read up on it.

The thing that surprised ne the nost was the plunbing for nmy house. Pl unbing
al ways seened the nost conplicated thing in the world to me—nore conplicated
even than nedicine or dentistry. But | had no trouble at all with it. Perhaps
it wouldn't seemtoo perfect by professional standards, but it satisfies ne.
And the series of filters, sterilizers, purifiers, fortifiers, and so on,
gives me water free of even the toughest gerns. And | installed them al
nysel f.

At tinmes | get lonely down here, and there's not much the scientists can do
about that. There's no substitute for com pani onship. But perhaps if the
creative scientists had tried real hard they could have worked up sonet hing
for isolated guys like me just a little better than conplete |oneliness.

There aren't even any Patagoni ans around for nme to talk to. They wen: North
after the tidal waves—+the few who were left. And nusic isn't much good. But
then, I'ma person who doesn't too rmuch mind being al one. Perhaps that's why
they sent ne down here.

| wish there were sone trees, though

Painting! | forgot to nention painting! Everyone knows how conplicated that
subject is. You have to know about perspective and line, color and mass, and
don't know what el se. You have to practically be a genius before you can get
anyt hing out of it.

Now, | just select ny brushes, set up ny canvas, and | can paint anything that
appeals to me. Everything you have to do is in the book. The oils | have of
sunsets here are spectacul ar. They're good enough for a gallery. You never saw
such sunsets! Flanming colors, inpossible shapes! It's all the dust in the air.
My ears are better, too. Didn't | say | was |ucky? The ear-druns were
conpletely shattered by the first concussion. But the hearing aid | wear is so
small you can hardly see it, and | can hear better than ever.

This brings ne to the subject of nedicine, and nowhere has science done a



better job. The book tells ne what to do about everything. | perforned an
appendect ony on mnysel f that woul d have been consi dered inpossible a few years
ago. | just had to |l ook up the synptonms, follow the directions, and it was
done. |'ve doctored nyself for all sorts of ailnents, but of course there's
nothing I can do about the radiation poisoning. That's not the fault of the
books, however. It's just that there's nothing anyone can do about radiation
poi soning. If | had the finest specialists in the world here, they couldn't do
anyt hi ng about it.

If there were any specialists left. There aren't, of course.

It isn't so bad. | know what to do so that it doesn't hurt. And ny luck didn't
run out or anything. It's just that everyone's luck ran out.

Wl |, looking over this, it doesn't seemnuch of a credo, which is what it was
meant to be. | guess I'd better study one of those witing books. I'Il know
how to say it all then, as well

as it can be said. Exactly how | feel about science, | mean,

and how grateful I am I'mthirty-nine. |1've lived | onger than just about

everyone, even if | die tonorrow. But that's because | was |lucky, and in the
right places at the right tines

| guess | won't bother with the witing book, since there's no one around to
read a word of manuscript. Wat good is a witer wthout an audi ence?

Phot ography is nmore interesting.

Besi des, | have to unpack some grave-digging tools, and build a mausol eum and
carve a tonbstone for myself.

Hands O f

The ship's mass detector flared pink, then red. Agee had been dozing at the
controls, waiting for Victor to finish naking dinner. Now he | ooked up

qui ckly. "Planet coming," he called, over the hiss of escaping air.

Captain Barnett nodded. He finished shaping a hot patch, and slapped it on
Endeavor's worn hull. The whistle of escaping air dropped to a | ow noan, but
was not entirely stopped. It never was.

When Barnett came over, the planet was just visible beyond the rimof a little
red sun. It glowed green agai nst the black night of space and gave both nen an
i denti cal thought.

Barnett put the thought into words. "Winder if there's anything on it worth
taki ng," he said, frowning.

Agee lifted a white eyebrow hopefully. They watched as the dials began to
register.

They woul d never have spotted the planet if they had taken Endeavor al ong the
South Gal actic Trades. But the Confederacy police were becom ng increasingly
nunerous along that route and Barnett preferred to give thema w de berth.

The Endeavor was |listed as a trader—but the only cargo she carried consisted
of several bottles of an extrenely powerful acid used in opening safes, and

t hree nedi um sized atom ¢ bonbs. The authorities | ooked with disfavor upon
such goods and they were always trying to haul in the crew on sonme old
charge—a nurder on Luna, |arceny on Orega, breaking and entering on Samia ||
ad, alnost forgotten crimes that the police drearily insisted on raking up

To make matters worse, Endeavor was outgunned by the newer police cruisers. So
they had taken an outside route to New At hens, where a big uraniumstrike had
opened.

"Don't | ook like nmuch," Agee conmmented, inspecting the dials critically.

"Mght as well pass it by," Barnett said.

The readi ngs were uninteresting. They showed a planet smaller than Earth,
uncharted, and with no comerci al val ue other than oxygen atnosphere.

As they swung past, their heavy-netals detector canme to life.



"There's stuff down there!" Agee said, quickly interpreting the multiple
readi ngs. "Pure. Very pure—and on the surface!"

He | ooked at Barnett, who nodded. The ship swung toward the planet.

Victor cane fromthe rear, wearing a tiny wool cap cramed on his big shaven
head. He stared over Barnett's shoul der as Agee brought the ship down in a
tight spiral. Wthin half a nile of the surface, they saw their deposit of
heavy netal .

It was a spaceship, resting on its tail in a natural clearing.

"Now this is interesting," Barnett said. He notioned Agee to nake a cl oser
appr oach.

Agee brought the ship down with deft skill. He was well past the conpul sory

retirement limt for naster pilots, but it didn't affect his coordination
Barnett, who found hi mstranded and penniless, had signed himon. The captain
was al ways glad to hel p another human, if it was convenient and likely to be
profitable. The two nmen shared the sane attitude toward private property, but
somet i nes di sagreed on ways of acquiring it. Agee preferred a sure thing.
Barnett, on the other hand, had nore courage than was good for a menber of a
relatively frail species |ike Honp sapiens.

Near the surface of the planet, they saw that the strange ship was |arger than
Endeavor and bright, shining new. The hull shape was unfaniliar, as were the
mar ki ngs.

"Ever see anything like it?" Barnett asked.

Agee searched his capaci ous nmenory. "Looks a bit Iike a Cephean job, only they
don't build 'emso squat. We're pretty far out, you know. That ship m ght not
even be fromthe Confederacy."

Victor stared at the ship, his big lips parted in wonder. He sighed noisily.
"We could sure use a ship like that, huh, Cap-tain?"

Barnett's sudden smile was |ike a crack appearing in granite. "Victor," he
said, "in your sinplicity, you have gone to the heart of the matter. W could
use a ship like that. Let's go down and talk with its skipper."

Before strapping in, Victor made sure the freeze-blasters were on full charge
On the ground, they sent up an orange and green parley flare, but there was no
answer fromthe alien ship. The planet's atnosphere tested breathable, with a
tenmperature of 72 degrees Fahrenheit. After waiting a few mnutes, they

mar ched out, freeze-blasters ready under their junpers.

Al three men wore studiously pleasant smles as they wal ked the fifty yards
bet ween shi ps.

Up close, the ship was magnificent. Its glistening silver-gray hide had hardly
been touched by neteor strikes. The airlock was open and a | ow humtold them
that the generators were recharging.

"Anyone honme?" Victor shouted into the airlock. H's voice echoed hollowy

t hrough the ship. There was no answer—only the soft hum of the generators and
the rustle of grass on the plain.

"Where do you suppose they went?" Agee asked.

"For a breath of air, probably," Barnett said. "I don't sup-pose they'd expect
any visitors."

Victor placidly sat down on the ground. Barnett and Agee prowl ed around the
base of the ship, admiring its great drive ports.

"Thi nk you can handle it?" Barnett asked.

"I don't see why not," Agee said. "For one thing, it's con-ventional drive.
The servos don't nmatter—exygen-breathers use sinilar drive-control systens.
It's just a matter of time until | figure it out.”

"Someone coming," Victor called.

They hurried back to the airlock. Three hundred yards fromthe ship was a
ragged forest. A figure had just energed from anong the trees, and was wal ki ng
toward them

Agee and Victor drew their blasters sinmultaneously.

Barnett's binoculars resolved the tiny figure into a rectangu-Ilar shape, about
two feet high by a foot wide. The alien was I ess than two i nches thick and had
no head.



Barnett frowned. He had never seen a rectangle floating above tall grass.

Adj usting the binoculars, he saw that the alien was roughly humanoid. That is,
it had four linbs. Two, alnopst hidden by the grass, were being used for
wal ki ng, and the other two jutted stiffly into the air. In its mddle, Barnett
could just make out two tiny eyes and a nmouth. The creature was not wearing
any sort of suit or hel net.

"Queer -1l ooking," Agee nuttered, adjusting the aperture of his blaster

"Suppose he's all there is?" . "Hope so," Barnett said, drawing his own

bl aster.

"Range about two hundred yards." Agee |eveled his weapon, then | ooked up. "D d
you want to talk to himfirst, Captain?"

"What's there to say?" Barnett asked, smiling lazily. "Let himget alittle

cl oser, though. W don't want to miss."

Agee nodded and kept the alien steadily in his sights.

Kal en had stopped at this deserted little world hoping to blast out a few tons
of erol, a mineral highly prized by the Mabogi an people. He had had no | uck

The unused thetnite bonb was still |odged in his body pouch, next to a stray
Icerla nut. He would have to return to Mabog with ballast instead of cargo.
VWl |, he thought, emerging fromthe forest, better |uck next—

He was shocked to see a thin, strangely tapered spaceship near his own. He had
never expected to find anyone else on this deadly little world.

And the inhabitants were waiting in front of his own airlock! Kalen saw at
once they were roughly Mabogian in form There was a race nuch like themin

t he Mabogi an Uni on, but their spaceships were conpletely different. Intuition
suggested that these aliens nmight well be representative of that great
civilization runored to be on the periphery of the Gal axy.

He advanced eagerly to neet them

Strange, the aliens were not moving. Wiy didn't they cone forward to neet hinfP
He knew that they saw him because all three were pointing at him

He wal ked faster, realizing that he knew nothing of their custons. He only
hoped that they didn't run to | ong-drawn-out cerenonies. Even an hour on this
inimcal world had tired him He was hungry, badly in need of a shower.

Sonet hing intensely cold jarred hi mbackward. He | ooked around apprehensively.
Was this some unknown property of the planet?

He noved forward again. Another bolt lanced into him frosting the outer |ayer
of hi s hide.

This was serious. Mabogi ans were anong the toughest life-fornms in the Gal axy,
but they had their linits. Kalen | ooked around for the source of the trouble.
The aliens were shooting at him

For a nonent, his thinking centers refused to accept the evidence of his
senses. Kal en knew what murder was. He had observed this perversity with
stunned horror anong certain debased aninmal fornms. And, of course, there were
t he abnornmal psychol ogy books, which docunented every case of preneditated

nmur der that had occurred in the history of Mbog.

But to have such a thing actually happen to hinl Kalen was unable to believe
it.

Anot her bolt lanced into him Kalen stood still, trying to convince hinself
that this was really happening. He couldn't understand how creatures with
sufficient sense of cooperation to run a spaceship could be capabl e of nurder
Besides', they didn't even know himn

Al nmost too late, Kalen whirled and ran toward the forest. Al three aliens
were firing now and the grass around himwas crackling white with frost. Hs
skin surface was conpletely frosted over. Cold was something the Mbogi an

constitution was not designed for and the chill was creeping into his internal
or gans.
But he could still hardly believe it.

Kal en reached the forest and a doubl e bl ast caught himas he slid behind a
tree. He could feel his internal systemlaboring desperately to restore warnth
to his body and, with profound regret, he allowed the darkness to take him
"Stupid kind of alien," Agee observed, holstering his blaster.



"Stupid and strong," Barnett said. "But no oxygen-breather can take nuch of
that." He grinned proudly and sl apped the silver-gray side of the ship. "W'l
christen her Endeavor 11]."

"Three cheers for the captain!" Victor cried enthusiastically.

"Save your breath," Barnett said. "You'll need it." He gl anced overhead.
"We've got about four hours of light left. Victor, transfer the food, oxygen
and tools from Endeavor | and disarmher piles. W'll cone back and sal vage

the old girl some day. But | want to blast off by sundown.™

Victor hurried off. Barnett and Agee entered the ship.

The rear half of Endeavor Il was filled with generators, en-gines, converters,
servos, fuel and air tanks. Past that was an enornous cargo hol d, occupying
al nost another half of the ship. It was filled with nuts of all shapes and
colors, ranging in size fromtwo inches in dianmeter to some tw ce the size of
a man's head. That left only two conpartnments in the bow of the shinp.

The first should have been a crew room since it was the only available living
space. But it was conpletely bare. There were no deceleration cots, no tables
or chairs—nothing but polished netal floor. In the walls and ceiling were
several snmall openings, but their purpose was not readily apparent.

Connected to this roomwas the pilot's conpartrment. It was very small, barely
| arge enough for one nman, and the panel under the observation blister was
packed solidly with instru-nents.

"It's all yours," Barnett said. "Let's see what you can do."

Agee nodded, |ooked for a chair, then squatted in front of the panel. He began
to study the I ayout.

In several hours, Victor had transferred all their stores to Endeavor I1. Agee
still had not touched anything. He was trying to figure out what controlled
what, fromthe size, color, shape and |l ocation of the instrunents. It wasn't
easy, even accepting sinilar nervous systens and patterns of thought. Did the
auxiliary step-up systemrun fromleft to right? If not, he would have to

unl earn his previous flight coordination. Did red signify danger to the
designers of this ship? If it did, that big switch could be for dunping fuel
But red could al so nean hot fuel, in which case the switch m ght control
coarse energy flow

For all he knew, its purpose was to overload the piles in case of eneny
attack.

Agee kept all this in nmnd as he studied the controls. He wasn't too worri ed.
For one thing, spaceships were tough beasts, practically indestructible from
the inside. For another, he believed he had caught onto the pattern

Barnett stuck his head in the doorway, with Victor close behind him "You
ready?"

Agee | ooked over the panel. "CGuess so." He touched a dial lightly. "This
shoul d control the airlocks."

He turned it. Victor and Barnett waited, perspiring, in the chilly room

They heard the smooth flow of lubricated netal. The air-1ocks had cl osed.
Agee grinned and blew on his fingertips for luck. "Here's the air-contro
system" He closed a switch

Qut of the ceiling, a yell ow snoke began to trickle.

"Inmpurities in the system" Agee nuttered, adjusting a dial. Victor began to

cough.

"Turn it off," Barnett said.

The snoke poured out in thick streans, filling the two roonms al nost instantly.
"Turn it off!"

"I can't see it!" Agee thrust at the switch, mssed and struck a button under
it. Inrediately the generators began to whine angrily. Blue sparks danced

al ong the panel and junped to the wall

Agee staggered back fromthe panel and collapsed. Victor was already at the
door to the cargo hold, trying to hamer it down with his fists. Barnett
covered his nouth with one hand and rushed to the panel. He funbled blindly
for the switch, feeling the ship revolve giddily around him

Victor fell to the deck, still beating feebly at the door



Barnett jabbed blindly at the panel

Instantly the generators stopped. Then Barnett felt a cold breeze on his face.
He wi ped his stream ng eyes and | ooked up

A lucky stab had closed the ceiling vents, cutting off the yell ow gas. He had
accidentally opened the | ocks, and the gas in the ship was being replaced by
the cold night air of the planet. Soon the atnosphere was breathabl e.

Victor clinmbed shakily to his feet, but Agee didn't nobve. Barnett gave the old
pilot artificial respiration, cursing softly as he did. Agee's eyelids finally
fluttered and his chest began to rise and fall. A few mnutes |later, he sat up
and shook his head.

"What was that stuff?" Victor asked.

"I'mafraid," Barnett said, "that our alien friend considered it a breathable
at nosphere. "

Agee shook his head. "Can't be, Captain. He was here on an oxygen worl d,
wal ki ng around wi th no hel net =

"Air requirenents vary trenendously," Barnett pointed out. "Let's face it—eur
friend s physical makeup was quite different fromours."

"That's not so good," Agee said.

The three men | ooked at each other. In the silence that followed, they heard a
faint, om nous sound.

"What was that?" Victor yel ped, yanking out his blaster

"Shut up!" Barnett shout ed.

They listened. Barnett could feel the hairs Iift on the back of his neck as he
tried to identify the sound.

It canme froma distance. It sounded |ike nmetal striking a hard non-netallic
obj ect .

The three men | ooked out the port. In the Iast gl ow of sunset, they could see
the main port of Endeavor | was open. The sound was com ng fromthe ship.
"It's inpossible," Agee said. "The freeze-bl asters—

"Didn't kill him" Barnett finished.

"That's bad," Agee grunted. "That's very bad."

Victor was still holding his blaster. "Captain, suppose | wander over that
way—

Barnett shook his head. "He wouldn't let you within ten feet of the I ock. No,
et me think. Was there anything on board he could use? The piles?"

"I"ve got the links, Captain," Victor said.

"Good. Then there's nothing that—=

"The acid," Agee interrupted. "It's powerful stuff. But | don't suppose he can
do nuch with that stuff."

"Not a thing," Barnett said. "W're in this ship and we're staying here. But
get it off the ground now "

Agee | ooked at the instrunment panel. Half an hour ago, he had al nost
understood it. Now it was a cunningly rigged death trap—a booby trap, wth
invisible wires | eading to destruction.

The trap was unintentional. But a spaceship was necessarily a machine for
living as well as traveling. The controls would try to reproduce the alien's
living conditions, supply his needs.

That m ght be fatal to them

"I wish | knew what kind of planet he came from" Agee said unhappily. If they
knew the alien's environnent, they could anticipate what his ship would do.

Al they knew was that he breathed a poi sonous yel |l ow gas.

"We're doing all right," Barnett said, w thout nuch con-fidence. "Just dope
out the drive nmechanismand we'll |eave everything el se al one.™

Agee turned back to the controls.

Barnett wi shed he knew what the alien was up to. He stared at the bulk of his
old shipin the twilight and listened to the inconprehensi ble sound of netal
stri ki ng non-netal

Kal en was surprised to find that he was still alive. But there was a sayi ng
anong his people—Either a Mabogian is killed fast or he isn't killed at all."
It was not at all-so far.



Groggily, he sat up and | eaned against a tree. The single red sun of the

pl anet was | ow on the horizon and breezes of poi sonous oxygen swirled around
him He tested at once and found that his lungs were still securely seal ed.
Hs life-giving yellow air, although vitiated fromlong use, was stil

sustai ning him

But he couldn't seemto get oriented. A few hundred yards away, his ship was
resting peacefully. The fading red light glistened fromits hull and, for a
nmonent, Kal en was convinced that there were no aliens. He had inmagi ned the
whol e thing and now he would return to his ship ..

He saw one of the aliens | oaded down with goods, enter his vessel. In alittle
while, the airlocks closed.

It was true, all of it. He wenched his mnd back to grimrealities.

He needed food and air badly. H's outer skin was dry and cracked, and in need
of nutritional cleaning. But food, air and cl eansers were on his |ost ship.
Al'l he had was a single red kerla nut and the thetnite bonb in his body pouch
If he could open and eat the nut, he could regain a little strength. But how
could he open it?

It was shocking, how conplete his dependence on ma-chi nery had been! Now he
woul d have to find some way of doing the nost sinple, ordinary, everyday

t hi ngs—the sort of things his ship had done automatically, wthout the
operator even thinking about them

Kal en noticed that the aliens had apparently abandoned their own ship. Wy? It
didn't matter. Qut on the plain, he would die before nmorning. Hi s only chance
for survival lay inside their ship.

He slid slowy through the grass, stopping only when a wave of dizziness swept
over him He tried to keep watch on his ship. If the aliens came after him
now, all would be |ost. But nothing happened. After an eternity of crawing,
he reached the ship and slipped inside.

It was twilight. In the dimess, he could see that the vessel was old. The
wall's, too thin in the first place, had been patched and repatched. Everything
spoke of long, hard use. He coul d understand why they wanted his ship. Another
wave of dizziness swept over him It was his body's way of demandi ng i mredi ate
attention.

Food seened to be the first problem He slipped the kerla nut out of his
pouch. It was round, alnmost four inches in dianeter, and its hide was two

i nches thick. Nuts of this sort were the main ingredient of a Mabogi an
spaceman's diet. They were energy-packed and woul d | ast al nost forever,

seal ed.

He propped the nut against a wall, found a steel bar and smashed down on it.
The bar, striking the nut, enmitted a hollow, drumlike sound. The nut was
undamaged.

Kal en wondered if the sound could be heard by the aliens. He would have to
chance it. Setting hinmself firmy, he flailed away. In fifteen m nutes, he was
exhausted and the bar was bent alnost in half.

The nut was undanmaged.

He was unable to open the nut without a Cracker, a standard device on every
Mabogi an ship. No one ever thought of opening a nut in any other way.

It was terrifying evidence of his hel pl essness. He lifted the bar for another
whack and found that his |inbs were stiffening. He dropped the bar and took

st ock.

H's chilled outer hide was hanpering his notions. The skin was hardeni ng
slowy into inpervious horn. Once the hardeni ng was conpl eted, he woul d be

i mobilized. Frozen in position, he would sit or stand until he died of

suf f ocati on.

Kal en fought back a wave of despair and tried to think. He had to treat his
skin without delay. That was nore inportant than food. On board his own ship,
he woul d wash and bathe it, soften it and eventually cure it. But it was

doubt ful whether the aliens carried the proper cleansers.

The only other course was to rip off his outer hide. The second | ayer woul d be
tender for a few days, but at |east he would be nobile.



He searched on stiffening linbs for a Changer. Then he realized that the
aliens woul dn't have even this piece of basic apparatus. He was still on his
own.

He took the steel bar, bent it into a hook and inserted the point under a fold
of skin. He yanked upward with all his strength.

H s skin refused to yield.

Next, he wedged hi nsel f between a generator and the wall and inserted the hook
inadifferent way. But his arms weren't |ong enough to gain | everage, and the
tough hi de held stub-bornly.

He tried a dozen different positions, unsuccessfully. Wth-out mechanica

assi stance, he couldn't hold hinself rigidly

enough.

Wearily, he dropped the bar. He could do nothing, nothing at all. Then he
renmenbered the thetnite bonmb in his pouch

Aprimtive part of his mnd which he had not previously known existed said
that there was an easy way out of all this. He could slip the bonb under the
hull of his ship, while the aliens weren't |ooking. The Iight charge would do
no more than throw the ship twenty or thirty feet into the air, but would not
really damage it

The aliens, however, would undoubtedly be kill ed.

Kal en was horrified. How could he think such a thing? The Mabogi an et hic,
ingrained in the fiber of his being, forbade the taking of intelligent life
for any reason what soever. Any reason.

"But wouldn't this be justified?" that primtive portion of his nind

whi spered. "These aliens are diseased. You would be doing the Universe a favor
by getting rid of themand only incidentally hel ping yourself. Don't think of
it as nurder. Consider it extermination."

He took the bonmb out of his pouch and | ooked at it, then hastily put it away.
"No!" he told hinself, with | ess conviction

He refused to think any nore. On tired, alnost rigid |linbs, he began to search
the alien ship, |ooking for sonmething that would save his life.

Agee was crouched in the pilot's conpartnent, wearily marking switches with an
i ndelible pencil. H s lungs ached and he had been working all night. Now there
was a bl eak gray dawn outside and a chill w nd was whi ppi ng around Endeavor

I1. The spaceship was lighted but cold, for Agee didn't want to touch the
temrperature controls.

Victor cane into the crew room staggering under the weight of a heavy packing
case.

"Barnett?" Agee called out.

"He's coming," Victor said.

The captain wanted all their equi prment up front, where they could get at it

qui ckly. But the crew roomwas small and he had used npbst of the available
space.

Looki ng around for a spot to put the case, Victor noticed a door in one wall.
He pressed its stud and the door slid smartly into the ceiling, revealing a
roomthe size of a closet. Victor decided it would nake an ideal storage
space.

I gnoring the crushed red shells on the floor, he slid the case inside.

I mredi ately, the ceiling of the little roombegan to descend.

Victor let out a yell that could be heard throughout the ship. He | eaped
up—and sl amred his head against the ceiling. He fell on his face, stunned.
Agee rushed out of the pilot's conmpartnent and Barnett sprinted into the room
Barnett grabbed Victor's legs and tried to drag hi mout, but Victor was heavy
and the captain was unable to get a purchase on the smooth netal fl oor

Wth rare presence of m nd, Agee up-ended the packing case. The ceiling was
nmonentarily stopped by it.

Toget her, Barnett and Agee tugged at Victor's |legs. They managed to drag him
out )ust in time. The heavy case splin-tered and, in another nonment, was
crushed |li ke a piece of bal sa wood.

The ceiling of the little room descending on a greased shaft, conpressed the



packi ng case to a six-inch thickness. Then its gears clicked and it slid back
into place w thout a sound.

Victor sat up and rubbed his head. "Captain," he said plaintively, "can't we
get our own ship back?"

Agee was doubtful of the venture, too. He | ooked at the deadly little room
whi ch again resenbled a closet with crushed red shells on the floor

"Sure seens like a jinx ship," he said worriedly. "Maybe Victor's right."

"You want to give her up?" Barnett asked.

Agee squirmed unconfortably and nodded. "Trouble is," he said, not |ooking at
Barrett, "we don't know what she'll do next. It's just too risky, Captain."
"Do you realize what you'd be giving up?" Barnett chal -l enged. "Her hull al one
is wrth a fortune. Have you | ooked at her engines? There's nothing this side
of Earth that could stop her. She could drill her way through a planet and
cone out the other side with all her paint on. And you want to give her up!"
"She won't be worth nuch if she kills us," Agee objected.

Vi ctor niodded enphatically. Barnett stared at them

"Now listen to ne carefully,” Barnett said. "W are not go-ing to give up this
ship. She is not jinxed. She's alien and filled with alien apparatus. Al we
have to do is keep our hands off things until we reach drydock. Understand?
Agee wanted to say sonething about closets that turned into hydraulic presses.
It didn't seemto hima promsing sign for the future. But, |ooking at
Barnett's face, he decided against it.

"Have you marked all the operating controls?" Barnett asked.

"Just a few nmore to go," Agee said.
"Right. Finish up and those are the only ones we'll touch. If we |eave the
rest of the ship alone, she'll |eave us alone. There's no danger if we just

keep hands off."

Barnett wi ped perspiration fromhis face, |eaned against a wall and unbuttoned
hi s coat.

I mredi ately, two nmetal bands slid out of openings on either side of himand
circled his waist and stonach.

Barnett stared at themfor a noment, then threw hinself forward with all his
strength. The bands didn't give. There was a peculiar clicking sound in the
walls and a slender wire filament slid out. It touched Barnett's coat
appraisingly, then retreated into the wall.

Agee and Victor stared hel pl essly.

"Turn it off," Barnett said tensely.

Agee rushed into the control room Victor continued staring. Qut of the wall
slid a metal linb, tipped with a glittering three-inch bl ade.

"Stop it!" Barnett screaned. _

Victor unfroze. He ran up and tried to wench the netal linmb out of the wall.
It twisted once and sent himreeling across the room

Wth the precision of a surgeon, the knife slit Barnett's coat down the

m ddl e, not touching the shirt underneath. Then the linb slid out of sight.
Agee was punching controls now and the generators whined, the | ocks opened and
cl osed, stabilizers twitched, lights flickered. The nechanismthat held
Barnett was unaffected.

The slender filament returned. It touched Barnett's shirt and paused an
instant. The internal mechanismchittered alarnm ngly. The filanent touched
Barnett's shirt again, as if unsure of its function in this case.

Agee shouted fromthe control room "I can't turn it offl It must be fully
automatic!"”

The filament slid into the wall. It disappeared and the knife-tipped linb slid
out .

By this time, Victor had | ocated a heavy wrench. He rushed over, swing it
above his head and snashed it against the linb, narromy mssing Barnett's
head.

The Iinb was not even dented. Serenely, it cut Barnett's shirt from his back
| eaving hi m naked to the waist.

Barnett was not hurt, but his eyes rolled wildly as the filament cane out.



Victor put his fist in his mouth and backed away. Agee shut his eyes.

The filament touched Barnett's warmliving flesh, clucked approvingly and slid
back into the wall. The bands opened. Barnett tunbled to his knees.

For a while, no one spoke. There was nothing to say. Bar-nett stared noodily
into space. Victor started to crack his knuckles over and over again, unti
Agee nudged hi m

The old pilot was trying to figure out why the nmechanismhad slit Barnett's
clothing and then stopped when it reached living flesh. Was this the way the
alien undressed hinself? It didn't make sense. But then, the press-closet
didn't nake sense, either

In a way, he was glad it had happened. It nust have taught Barnett sonething.
Now t hey woul d | eave this jinxed nonstrosity and figure out a way of regaining
their own ship.

"CGet me a shirt," Barnett said. Victor hurriedly found one for him Barnett
slipped it on, staying clear of the walls. "How soon can you get this ship
nmovi ng?" he asked Agee, a bit un-steadily.

"What ?"

"You heard ne."

"Haven't you had enough?" Agee gasped.

"No. How soon can we bl ast out?"

"About anot her hour," Agee grunbl ed. What el se could he say? The captain was
just too rmuch. Wearily, Agee returned to the control room

Barnett put a sweater over the shirt and a coat over that. It was chilly in
the room and he had begun to shiver violently.

Kal en | ay notionl ess on the deck of the alien ship. Foolishly, he had wasted
nmost of his remamining strength in trying to rip off his stiff outer hide. But
the hide grew progressively tougher as he grew weaker. Now it seened hardly
worthwhile to nove. Better to rest and feel his internal fires burn | ower

Soon he was dreaming of the ridged hills of Mabog and the great port of

Cant hanope, where the interstellar traders swng down with their strange
cargoes. He was there in twilight, |ooking over the flat roofs at the two
great setting suns. But why were they setting together in the south, the blue
sun and the yell ow? How coul d they set together in the south? A physica

i mpossibility. . . . Perhaps his father could explain it, for it was rapidly
grow ng dark.

He shook hinself out of the fantasy and stared at the grimlight of norning.
This was not the way for a Mabogi an space-man to die. He would try again.
After half an hour of slow, painful searching, he found a sealed netal box in
the rear of the ship. The aliens had evi-dently overlooked it. He wenched 0S
the top. Inside were several bottles, carefully fastened and padded agai nst
shock. Kalen lifted one and examined it.

It was marked with a | arge white synbol. There was no reason why he shoul d
know t he symbol, but it seened faintly famliar. He searched his nenory,
trying to recall where he had seen it.

Then, hazily, he renenbered. It was a representation of a humanoid skull.
There was one humanoi d race in the Mabogi an Uni on and he had seen replicas of
their skulls in a nuseum

But why woul d anyone put such a thing on a bottle?

To Kalen, a skull conveyed an enotion of reverence. This nust be what the
manuf acturers had i ntended. He opened the bottle and sniffed.

The odor was interesting. It rem nded him of —

Ski n-cl eansi ng sol uti on!

Wthout further delay, he poured the entire bottle over hinmself. Hardly daring
to hope, he waited. If he could put his skin back into working order

Yes, the liquid in the skull-marked bottle was a mld cleanser! It was

pl easantly scented, too.

He poured another bottle over bis arnmored hide and felt the nutritious fluid
seep in. H's body, starved for nourishnent, called eagerly for nore. He

dr ai ned anot her bottle.



For a long tine, Kalen just lay back and let the life-giving fluid soak in.

H s skin | oosened and becane pliable. He could feel a new surge of energy
within him a newwll to live

He would |ive!

After the bath, Kalen exam ned the spaceship's controls, hoping to pilot the
old crate back to Mabog. There were imnediate difficulties. For some reason
the piloting controls weren't sealed into a separate room He wondered why
not ? Those strange creatures couldn't have turned their whole ship into a
decel erati on chanmber. They couldn't! There wasn't enough tank space to hold
the fluid.

It was perpl exing, but everything about the aliens was perplexing. He could
overcome that difficulty. But when Kal en inspected the engines, he saw that a
vital link had been re-nmoved fromthe piles. They were usel ess.

That left only one alternative. He had to win back his own ship.

But how?

He paced the deck restlessly. The Mabogi an ethic forbade killing intelligent
life, and there were no ifs or buts about it. Under no circunstances—not even
to save your own |life—were you allowed to kill. It was a wise rule and had
served Mabog well. By strict adherence to it, the Mabogi ans had avoi ded war
for three thousand years and had trained their people to a high degree of
civilization. Which wiuld have been inpossible had they all owed exceptions to
creep in. Ifs and buts could erode the soundest of principles.

He coul d not be a backsli der

But was he going to die here passively?

Looki ng down, Kal en was surprised to see that a puddl e of cleaning solution
had eaten a hole in the deck. How flinsily these ships were made—even a nild
cl eani ng solution coul d danage one! The aliens thensel ves nust be very weak.
One thetnite bonmb could do it.

He wal ked to the port. No one seened to be on guard. He supposed they were too
busy preparing for takeoff. It would be easy to slide through the grass, up to
his ship .

And no one on Mabog woul d ever have to know about it.

Kal en found, to his surprise, that he had covered al nost half the distance
bet ween ships without realizing it. Strange, how his body could do things

wi t hout his mnd being aware of it.

He took out the bonmb and craw ed another twenty feet.

Because after all—+taking the |ong viewwhat difference would this killing
make?

"Aren't you ready yet?" Barnett asked, at noon

"I guess so," Agee said. He | ooked over the narked panel. "As ready as |'|
ever be."

Barnett nodded. "Victor and | will strap down in the crew room Take off under

m ni num accel eration."

Barnett returned to the crew room Agee fastened the straps he had rigged and
rubbed his hands together nervously. As far as he knew, all the essenti al
controls were marked. Everything should go all right. He hoped.

For there were that closet and the knife. It was anyone's guess what this

i nsane ship would do next.

"Ready out here," Barnett called fromthe crew room

"Al'l right. About ten seconds." He closed and sealed the air-locks. H s door
cl osed automatically, cutting himoff fromthe crew room Feeling a slight
touch of claustrophobia, Agee activated the piles. Everything was fine so far
There was a thin slick of oil on the deck. Agee decided it was froma | oose
joint and ignored it. The control surfaces worked beautifully. He punched a
course into the ship's tape and activated the flight controls.

Then he felt something | appi ng agai nst his foot. Looki ng down, he was anazed
to see that thick, evil-snelling oil was al nost three i nches deep on the deck
It was quite a |leak. He couldn't understand how a ship as well built as this
could have such a flaw. Unstrapping hinmsel f, he groped for the source.

He found it. There were four small vents in the deck and each of them was



feeding a smooth, even flow of oil.

Agee punched the stud that opened his door and found that it remmined seal ed.
Ref usi ng to grow pani cky, he exam ned the door with care.

It shoul d open.

It didn't. The oil was alnpbst up to his knees.

He grinned foolishly. Stupid of him The pilot roomwas sealed fromthe
control board. He pressed the rel ease and went back to the door

It still refused to open

Agee tugged at it with all his strength, but it wouldn't budge. He waded back
to the control panel. There had been no oil when they found the ship. That
nmeant there had to be a drain sonmewhere.

The oil was wai st-deep before he found it. Quickly the oil disappeared. Once
it was gone, the door opened easily.

"What's the matter?" Barnett asked.

Agee told him

"So that's how he does it," Barnett said quietly. "Gad | found out."

"Does what?" Agee asked, feeling that Barnett was taking the whole thing too
[ightly.

"How he stands the acceleration of takeoff. It bothered me. He hadn't anything
on board that resenbled a bed or cot. No chairs, nothing to strap into. So he
floats in the oil bath, which turns on automatically when the ship is prepared
for flight."

"But why woul dn't the door open?" Agee asked.

"Isn't it obvious?" Barnett said, smiling patiently. "He wouldn't want oil al
over the ship. And he wouldn't want it to drain out accidentally."

"W can't take off," Agee insisted.

"Why not ?"

"Because | can't breathe very well under oil. It turns on automatically wth
the power and there's no way of turning it off."

"Use your head," Barnett told him "Just tie down the drain switch. The oi
will be carried away as fast as it comes in."

"Yeah, | hadn't thought of that," Agee admitted unhappily.

"Co ahead, then."

"I want to change ny clothes first."

"No. Get this dammed ship off the ground."

"But, Captain—=

"CGet her noving," Barnett ordered. "For all we know, that alien is planning
somet hi ng. "

He grinned foolishly. Stupid of him The pilot roomwas sealed fromthe
control board. He pressed the rel ease and went back to the door

It still refused to open

Agee tugged at it with all his strength, but it wouldn't budge. He waded back
to the control panel. There had been no oil when they found the ship. That
nmeant there had to be a drain sonmewhere.

The oil was wai st-deep before he found it. Quickly the oil disappeared. Once
it was gone, the door opened easily.

"What's the matter?" Barnett asked.

Agee told him

"So that's how he does it," Barnett said quietly. "Gad | found out."

"Does what?" Agee asked, feeling that Barnett was taking the whole thing too
[ightly.

"How he stands the acceleration of takeoff. It bothered me. He hadn't anything
on board that resenbled a bed or cot. No chairs, nothing to strap into. So he
floats in the oil bath, which turns on automatically when the ship is prepared
for flight."

"But why woul dn't the door open?" Agee asked.

"Isn't it obvious?" Barnett said, smiling patiently. "He wouldn't want oil al
over the ship. And he wouldn't want it to drain out accidentally."

"W can't take off," Agee insisted.



"Why not ?"

"Because | can't breathe very well under oil. It turns on automatically with
the power and there's no way of turning it off."

"Use your head," Barnett told him "Just tie down the drain switch. The oi
will be carried away as fast as it comes in."

"Yeah, | hadn't thought of that," Agee admitted unhappily.

"Co ahead, then."

"I want to change ny clothes first."

"No. Get this dammed ship off the ground."

"But, Captain—=

"CGet her noving," Barnett ordered. "For all we know, that alien is planning
somet hi ng. " Agee shrugged his shoulders, returned to the pilot room and
strapped in.

" Ready?"

"Yes, get her noving."

He tied down the drain tircuit and the oil flowed safely in and out, not

ri sing higher than the tops of his shoes. He activated all the controls

wi t hout further incident.

"Here goes." He set m nimum accel eration and blew on his fingertips for |uck
Then he punched the bl ast-sw tch.

Wth profound regret, Kalen watched his ship depart. He was still holding the
thetnite bonb in his hand.

He had reached his ship, had even stood under her for a few seconds. Then he
had crept back to the alien vessel. He had been unable to set the bonb.
Centuries of conditioning were too much to overconme in a few hours.
Condi ti oni ng—and sonet hi ng nore.

Few i ndi vidual s of any race murder for pleasure. There are perfectly adequate

reasons to kill, though, reasons which mght satisfy any phil osopher
But, once accepted, there are nore reasons, and nore and nore. And nurder,
once accepted, is hard to stop. It leads | irresistibly to war and, from

there, to annihilation.

Kalen felt that this murder sonehow involved the destiny of his race. H's
absti nence had been alnost a matter of race-survival

But it didn't nake himfeel any better

He watched his ship dwindle to a dot in the sky. The aliens were leaving at a
ridicul ously slow speed. He could think of no reason for this, unless they
were doing it for his benefit.

Undoubt edly they were sadistic enough for that.

Kalen returned to the ship. Hs will to live was as strong as ever. He had no
intention of giving up. He would hang onto life as | ong as he coul d, hoping
for the one chance in a mllion that would bring another ship to this planet.

Looki ng around, he thought that he m ght concoct an air substitute out of the
skul I -marked cl eanser. It would sustain himfor a day or two. Then, if he
coul d open the kerla nut .

He t hought he heard a noi se outside and rushed to | ook. The sky was enpty. H s
ship had vani shed, and he was al one.

He returned to the alien ship and set about the serious busi-ness of staying
alive.

As Agee recovered consci ousness, he found that he had nanaged to cut the
acceleration in half, just before passing out. This was the only thing that
had saved his life.

And the accel eration, hovering just above zero on the dial, was stil

unbear ably heavy! Agee unseal ed the door and craw ed out.

Barnett and Victor had burst their straps on the takeoff. Victor was just
returning to consciousness. Barnett picked hinself out of a pile of snmashed
cases.

"Do you think you're flying in a circus?" he conplained. "I told you m ni mum
accel eration.”

"I started under m nimum accel eration,"” Agee said. "Go read the tape for
yoursel f."



Barnett marched to the control room He came out quickly.

"That's bad. Qur alien friend operates this ship at three tinmes our

accel eration.”

"That's the way it |ooks."

"I hadn't thought of that," Barnett said thoughtfully. "He must cone froma
heavy pl anet—a place where you have to blast out at high speed, if you expect
to get out at all."

"What hit ne?" Victor groaned, rubbing his head.

There was a clicking in the walls. The ship was fully awake now, and its
servos turned on automatically.

"Cetting warm isn't it?" Victor asked.

"Yeah, and thick," Agee said. "Pressure buildup." He went back to the contro
room Barnett and Victor stood anxiously in the doorway, waiting.

"I can't turn it off," Agee said, w ping perspiration fromhis stream ng face.
"The tenperature and pressure are automatic. They nust go to 'normal' as soon
as the shipisin flight."

"You damm wel | better turn themoff," Barnett told him "W'Ill fry in here if
you don't."

"There's no way."

"He nust have some kind of heat regulation.”

"Sure—there!" Agee said, pointing. "The control is already set at its |owest
poi nt."

"What do you suppose his normal tenperature is?" Barnett asked.

"I"'d hate to find out," Agee said. "This ship is built of ex-trenmely high
nmelting-point alloys. It's constructed to withstand ten tines the pressure of
an Earth ship. Put those to-gether "

"You must be able to turn it off somewhere!" Barnett said. He peeled off his
jacket and sweater. The heat was nounting rapidly and the deck was becom ng
too hot to stand on. 'Turn it off!" Victor how ed.

"Wait a minute," Agee said. "/ didn't build this ship, you know. How shoul d
know-

"OFfl" Victor screaned, shaking Agee up and down like a rag doll. "OFf!"

"Let go!" Agee half-drew his blaster. Then, in a burst of inspiration, he
turned of f the ship's engines.

The clicking in the walls stopped. The room began to cool. "Wat happened?"
Vi ctor asked.

"The tenperature and pressure fall when the power is off,"

Agee said. "We're safe—as long as we don't run the engines."

"How long will it take us to coast to a port?" Barnett asked. -

Agee figured it out. "About three years," he said. "W're

pretty far out."

"Isn't there any way we can rip out those servos? D scon-nect then"

"They're built into the guts of the ship," Agee said. "W'd need a ful
machi ne shop and skilled help. Even then, it wouldn't be easy."

Barnett was silent for a long tinme. Finally he said, "All right."

"Al'l right what?"

"We're |licked. W've got to go back to that planet and take our own ship."
Agee heaved a sigh of relief and punched a new course on the ship's tape.
"You think the alien'Il give it back?" Victor asked. "Sure he will," Barnett
said, "if he's not dead. He'll be pretty anxious to get his own ship back. And
he has to | eave our ship to get in his."
"Sure. But once he gets back in this ship .

"We' |l gimmck the controls,” Barnett said. "That'll slow himdown."

"For alittle while," Agee pointed out. "But he'll get into the air sooner or
later, with blood in his eye. W'll never outrun him"

"W won't have to," Barnett said. "All we have to do is get into the air
first. He's got a strong hull, but I don't think it'll take three atomic
bonbs. "

"I hadn't thought of that," Agee said, smling faintly.
"Only logical nove," Barnett said conplacently. "The alloys in the hull wll



still be worth sonething. Now, get us back without frying us, if you can.”
Agee turned the engines on. He swung the ship around in a tight curve, piling
on all the Gs they could stand. The servos clicked on, and the tenperature
shot rapidly up. Once the curve was rounded, Agee pointed Endeavor Il in the
right direction and shut off the engines.

They coasted nost of the way. But when they reached the planet, Agee had to

| eave the engines on, to bring them around the decel eration spiral and into

t he | andi ng.

They were barely able to get out of the ship. Their skins were blistered and
their shoes burned through. There was no tinme to ginmm ck the controls.

They retreated to the woods and wait ed.

"Perhaps he's dead," Agee said hopefully.

They saw a small figure energe from Endeavor |. The alien was nmoving slowy,
but he was novi ng.

They wat ched. "Suppose," Victor said, "he's nade a weapon of sone kind.
Suppose he cones after us."

"Suppose you shut up," Barnett said.

The alien wal ked directly to his own ship. He went inside and shut the | ocks.
"Al'l right," Barnett said, standing up. "W'd better blast off in a hurry.
Agee, you take the controls. I'Il connect the piles. Victor, you secure the

| ocks. Let's go!"

They sprinted across the plain and, in a matter of seconds, had reached the
open airlock of Endeavor 1.

Even if he had wanted to hurry, Kalen didn't have the necessary strength to
pilot his ship. But he knew that he was safe, once inside. No alien was goi ng
to wal k through those seal ed ports.

He found a spare air tank in the rear and opened it. His ship filled with
rich, life-giving yellow air. For long mnutes, Kalen just breathed it.

Then he lugged three of the biggest kerla nuts he could find to the galley and
| et the Cracker open them

After eating, he felt nuch better. He |l et the Changer take off his outer hide.
The second | ayer was dead, too, and the Changer cut that off him but stopped
at the third, living |ayer

He was al nost as good as new when he slipped into the pilot's room

It was apparent to himnow that the aliens had been tenporarily insane. There
was no other way to explain why they had cone back and returned his ship.
Therefore, he would find their authorities and report the | ocation of the

pl anet. They could be found and cured, once and for all.

Kalen felt very happy. He had not deviated fromthe Mabogi an ethic, and that
was the inmportant thing. He could so easily have left the thetnite bonmb in
their ship, all set and timed. He could have wecked their engines. And there
had been a tenptation

But he had not. He had done nothing at all

Al'l he had done was construct a few m ninum essentials for the preservation of
life.

Kal en activated his controls and found that everything was in perfect working
order. The acceleration fluid poured in as he turned on the piles.

Victor reached the airlock first and dashed in. Instantly, he was hurled back
"What happened?" Barnett asked.

"Somet hing hit ne," Victor said.

Cautiously, they | ooked inside.

It was a very neat death trap. Wres fromthe storage batteries had been
hooked in series and rigged across the port.

If Victor had been touching the side of the ship, he would have been

el ectrocuted instantly.

They shorted out the system and entered the ship.

It was a mess. Everything novabl e had been ripped up and strewn around. There
was a bent steel bar in a corner. Their high-potency acid had been spilled
over the deck and had eaten through in several places. The Endeavor's old hul
was hol ed.



"I never thought he'd ginmck us!" Agee said.

They explored further. Toward the rear was anot her booby trap. The cargo hold
door had been cunningly rigged to the small starter notor. |If anyone touched
it, the door would be sl amed against the wall. A man caught between woul d be
crushed.

There were ot her hookups that gave no hint of their purpose.

"Can we fix it?" Barnett asked.

Agee shrugged his shoulders. "Mst of our tools are still on board Endeavor
Il1. | suppose we can get her patched up inside of a year. But even then,

don't know if the hull wll hold."

They wal ked outside. The alien ship blasted off.

"What a nmonster!" Barnett said, |ooking at the acid-eaten hull of his ship.
"You can never tell what an alien will do," Agee answered.

"The only good alien is a dead alien," Victor said.

Endeavor | was now as inconprehensi bl e and dangerous as Endeavor 11.

And Endeavor |l was gone.

SOVETHI NG FOR NOTHI NG

But had he heard a voice? He couldn’t be sure. Reconstructing it a noment
later, Joe Collins knew he had been lying on his bed, too tired even to take
hi s wat erl ogged shoes of f the bl anket. He had been staring at the network of
cracks in the rmuddy yellow ceiling, watching water drip slowy and nournfully
t hr ough.

It nust have happened then. Collins caught a glinpse of nmetal beside his bed.
He sat up. There was a machine on the floor, where no nachi ne had been

In that first nonent of surprise, Collins thought he heard a very distant

voi ce say, “There! That does it!”

He couldn’t be sure of the voice. But the machine was undeniably there.
Collins knelt to exam ne it. The machi ne was about three feet square and it
was hunmi ng softly. The crackl e-grey surface was featurel ess, except for a red
button in one corner and a brass plate in the centre. The plate said, CLASS-A
UTI LI ZER, SERI ES AA-1256432. And underneath, WARNING THI S MACHI NE SHOULD BE
USED ONLY BY CLASS- A RATI NGS

That was all.

There were no knobs, dials, switches or any of the other attachments Collins
associ ated with machines. Just the brass plate, the red button and the hum
“Where did you conme fron?” Collins asked. The O ass-A Uilizer continued to
hum He hadn’'t really expected an answer. Sitting on the edge of his bed, he
stared thoughtfully at the Utilizer. The question now was — what to do with
it?

He touched the red button warily, aware of his |ack of experience with

machi nes that fell from nowhere. Wen he turned it on, would the floor open
up? Wuld little green men drop fromthe ceiling?

But he had slightly less than nothing to | ose. He pressed the button lightly.
Not hi ng happened.

“All right — do sonething,” Collins said, feeling definitely | et down. The
Utilizer only continued to hum softly.

Wl l, he could always pawn it. Honest Charlie would give himat |east a dollar
for the netal. He tried to Iift the Utilizer. It wouldn’t lift. He tried
again, exerting all his strength, and succeeded in raising one corner an inch
fromthe floor. He released it and sat down on the bed, breathing heavily.
“You shoul d have sent a couple of nen to help nme,” Collins told the Utilizer

| mredi ately, the hum grew | ouder and the machine started to vibrate.

Col l'ins watched, but still nothing happened. On a hunch, he reached out and
stabbed the red button



| mredi ately, two bul ky men appeared, dressed in rough work-clothes. They

| ooked at the Uilizer appraisingly. One of themsaid, “Thank God, it’'s the
smal |l nodel. The big ones is brutes to get a grip on.”

The other man said, “lIt beats the marble quarry, don't it?”

They | ooked at Collins, who stared back. Finally the first man said, “Ckay,
Mac, we ain't got all day. \Were you want it?”

“Who are you?” Collins managed to croak

“The moving nen. Do we | ook |ike the Vanizaggi Sisters?”

“But where do you cone fron?” Collins asked. “And why?”

“We come fromthe Powha Mnnile Mvers, Incorporated,” the man said. “And we
cane because you wanted movers, that’s why. Now, where you want it?”

“Go away,” Collins said. “I'"Il call for you later.”

The novi ng nmen shrugged their shoul ders and vani shed. For several m nutes,
Collins stared at the spot where they had been. Then he stared at the d ass-A
Utilizer, which was humm ng softly again.

Uilizer? He could give it a better nane.

A W shing Machi ne.

Collins was not particularly shocked. Wen the miracul ous occurs, only dull
wor kaday mentalities are unable to accept it. Collins was certainly not one of
those. He had an excell ent background for acceptance.

Most of his life had been spent wi shing, hoping, praying that somnething
mar vel | ous woul d happen to him 1In high school, he had dreamed of waking up
some norning with an ability to know his homework w thout the tedious
necessity of studying it. In the arny, he had wi shed for sonme witch or jinn to
change his orders, putting himin charge of the day room instead of forcing
himto do close-order drill like everyone el se.

Qut of the army, Collins had avoi ded work, for which he was psychol ogically
unsuited. He had drifted around, hoping that sone fabul ously wealthy person
woul d be induced to change his will, |eaving him Everything.

He had never really expected anything to happen. But he was prepared when it
di d.

“I"d like a thousand dollars in small unnmarked bills,” Collins said
cautiously. When the hum grew | ouder, he pressed the button. In front of him
appeared a |l arge nound of soiled singles, five and ten dollar bills. They were
not crisp, but they certainly were noney.

Collins threw a handful in the air and watched it settle beautifully to the
floor. He lay on his bed and began maki ng pl ans.

First, he would get the nachi ne out of New York — upstate, perhaps — sone

pl ace where he woul dn’t be bothered by nosy nei ghbours. The incone tax woul d
be tricky on this sort of thing. Perhaps, after he got organi sed, he should go
to Central Anerica, or

There was a suspicious noise in the room

Collins leaped to his feet. A hole was opening in the wall, and soneone was
forcing his way through.

“Hey, | didn’t ask you anything!” Collins told the machine.

The hole grew | arger, and a large, red-faced man was hal f-way through, pushing
angrily at the hole.

At that noment, Collins remenbered that machi nes usually have owners. Anyone
who owned a w shing machi ne woul dn’t take kindly to having it gone. He woul d
go to any lengths to recover it. Probably, he wouldn’t stop short of —
“Protect nme!” Collins shouted at the Utilizer, and stabbed the red button

A small, bald man in | oud pyjamas appeared, yawning sleepily. “Sanisa Leek,
Tenmporal Wall Protection Service,” he said, rubbing his eyes. “1’m Leek. \Wat
can | do for you?”

“Cet himout of herel” Collins screaned. The red-faced nman, waving his arms
wi I dl'y, was al nost through the hole.

Leek found a bit of bright netal in his pyjamas pocket. The red-faced nan
shouted, “Wait! You don’t understand! That man -"

Leek pointed his piece of metal. The red-faced man screaned and vani shed. In
anot her nonment the hol e had vani shed too.



“Did you kill hinP” Collins asked.

“OfF course not,” Leek said, putting away the bit of netal. “I just veered him
back through his glomatch. He won’t try that way again.”
“You mean he’ll try some other way?” Collins asked.

“It’s possible,” Leek said. “He could attenpt a micro-transfer, or even an
animation.” He | ooked sharply at Collins. “This is your Uilizer, isnt it?”
“OfF course,” Collins said, starting to perspire.

“And you're an A-rating?”

“Naturally,” Collins told him “If | wasn’t, what would | be doing with a
Utilizer?”

“No offence,” Leek said drowsily, “just being friendly.” He shook his head
slowy. “How you A's get around! | suppose you’ ve cone back here to do a

hi story book?”

Collins just smled enignmatically.

“I"l'l be on ny way,” Leek said, yawning copiously. “On the go, night and day.
I"d be better off in a quarry.”

And he vanished in the mddl e of a yawn.

Rain was still beating against the ceiling. Across the airshaft, the snoring
continued, undisturbed. Collins was al one again, with the nachine.

And with a thousand dollars in small bills scattered around the fl oor.

He patted the Uilizer affectionately. Those A-ratings had it pretty good.
Want somet hi ng? Just ask for it and press a button. Undoubtedly, the rea
owner missed it.

Leek had said that the man mght try to get in sone other way. What way?
What did it matter? Collins gathered up the bills, whistling softly. As |ong
as he had the w shing machine, he could take care of hinself.

The next few days marked a great change in Collins's fortunes. Wth the aid of
the Powha M nnile Movers he took the Uilizer to upstate New York. There, he
bought a medi um si zed nmountain in a neglected corner of the Adirondacks. Once
t he papers were in his hands, he wal ked to the centre of his property, severa
mles fromthe highway. The two novers, sweating profusely, lugged the
Utilizer behind him cursing nonotonously as they broke through the dense
under br ush.

“Set it down here and scram” Collins said. The |ast few days had done a | ot
for his confidence.

The novi ng men sighed wearily and vani shed. Collins | ooked around. On all
sides, as far as he could see, was closely spaced forest of birch and pine.
The air was sweet and danp. Birds were chirping nmerrily in the treetops, and
an occasional squirrel darted by.

Nat ure! He had al ways | oved nature. This would be the perfect spot to build a
| arge, inpressive house with a swimrng pool, tennis courts and, possibly, a
smal | airport.

“I want a house,” Collins stated firmy, and pushed the red button

A man in a neat grey business suit and pince-nez appeared. “Yes, sir,” he
said, squinting at the trees, “but you really must be nore specific. Do you

want somnething classic, |like a bungal ow, ranch, split-level, mansion, castle
or palace? Or primtive, like an igloo or hut? Since you are an A, you could
have sonething up-to-the-mnute, like a sem face, an Extended New or a Sunken
Mniature.”

“Huh?” Collins said. “lI don't know. What woul d you suggest?”

“Smal | mansi on
“They do?”

“Ch, yes. Later, they nove to a warmclimate and build a pal ace.”

Collins wanted to ask nore questions, but he decided against it. Everything
was goi ng snoot hly. These peopl e thought he was an A, and the true owner of
the Uilizer. There was no sense in disenchanting them

“You take care of it all,” he told the man.

“Yes, sir,” the man said. “l usually do.”

The rest of the day, Collins reclined on a couch and drank iced beverages

the man said pronptly. “They usually start with that.”



whil e the Maxi ma A ph Construction Conpany naterialised equi pment and put up
hi s house.

It was a lowslung affair of some twenty rooms, which Collins considered quite
nodest under the circunmstances. It was built only of the best materials, from
a design of Mg of Degma, interior by Towi ge, a Miula sw mm ng pool and fornal
gardens by Vierien

By evening, it was conpleted, and the small arny of worknen packed up their
equi pnrent and vani shed.

Collins allowed his chef to prepare a light supper for him Afterward, he sat

in his large, cool living-roomto think the whole thing over. In front of him
hunmm ng gently, sat the Uilizer
Collins lighted a cheroot and sniffed the aroma. First of all, he rejected any

supernatural explanations. There were no denons or devils involved in this.

H s house had been built by ordi nary human bei ngs, who swore and | aughed and
cursed |ike human beings. The Utilizer was sinply a scientific gadget, which
wor ked on principles he didn't understand or care to understand.

Could it have come from another planet? Not |ikely. They woul dn’t have | earned
English just for him

The Utilizer nust have conme fromthe Earth’s future. But how?

Col lins | eaned back and puffed his cheroot. Accidents will happen, he reni nded
hinsel f. Wiy couldn’t the Utilizer have just slipped into the past? After all,
it could create sonething fromnothing, and that was nuch nore conplicated.
What a wonderful future it must be, he thought. Wshing machi nes! How
marvel l ously civilised! All a person had to do was think of something. Prestol
There it was. In time, perhaps, they'd elimnate the red button. Then there'd
be no manual | abour invol ved.

O course, he’'d have to watch his step. There was still the owner — and the
rest of the A's. They would try to take the machine fromhim Probably, they
were a hereditary clique ...

A movenent caught the edge of his eye and he | ooked up. The Uilizer was
quivering like a leaf in a gale.

Collins wal ked up to it, frowning blackly. A faint m st of steam surrounded
the trembling Utilizer. It seened to be overheating.

Coul d he have overworked it? Perhaps a bucket of water

Then he noticed that the Utilizer was perceptibly smaller. It was no nore than
two feet square and shrinking before his eyes.

The owner! O perhaps the A's! This nust be the micro-transfer that Leek had
tal ked about. If he didn't do something quickly, Collins knew, his w shing
machi ne woul d dwi ndl e to not hi ngness and di sappear

“Leek Protection Services,” Collins snapped. He punched the button and

wi t hdrew his hand qui ckly. The machi ne was very hot.

Leek appeared in a corner of the room wearing slacks and a sports shirt, and
carrying a golf club. “Mist | be disturbed every time | -7

“Do something!” Collins shouted, pointing to the Utilizer, which was now only
a foot square and glowing a dull red.

“Nothing | can do,” Leek said. “Tenporal wall is all I'"'mlicensed for. You
want the mcrocontrol people.” He hefted his golf club and was gone.
“Mcrocontrol,” Collins said, and reached for the button. He wi thdrew his hand

hastily. The Utilizer was only about four inches on a side now and glowi ng a
hot cherry red. He could barely see the button, which was the size of a pin.
Collins whirled around, grabbed a cushi on and punched down.

A girl with horn-rinmed gl asses appeared, note-book in hand, pencil poised.
“Wth whom did you wi sh to make an appoi nt nent?” she asked sedately.

“Cet me help fast!” Collins roared, watching his precious Utilizer grow
smal l er and smal | er.

“M. Vergon is out to lunch,” the girl said, biting her pencil thoughtfully.
“He’s de-zoned hinmself. |I can’'t reach him”

“Who can you reach?”

She consulted her note-book. “M. Vis is in the Dieg Conti nuumand M. Elgis



is doing field work in Paleolithic Europe. If you' re really in a rush, maybe
you' d better call Transferpoint Control. They're a smaller outfit, but -
“Transferpoint Control. Okay — scram” He turned his full attention to the
Uilizer and stabbed down on it with the scorched pillow Nothing happened.
The Utilizer was barely half an inch square, and Collins realised that the
cushion hadn’t been able to depress the al nbst invisible button

For a nonent Collins considered letting the UWilizer go. Maybe this was the
time. He could sell the house, the furnishings, and still be pretty well off
No! He hadn’t wished for anything inportant yet! No one was going to take it
from himw thout a struggle.

He forced hinself to keep his eyes open as he stabbed the white-hot button
with a rigid forefinger.

A thin, shabbily dressed old man appeared, hol di ng something that |ooked Iike
a gaily coloured Easter egg. He threw it down. The egg burst and an orange
snoke bill owed out and was sucked into the infinitesimal Utilizer. A great
bill ow of snmoke went up, al nbst choking Collins. Then the Utilizer’s shape
started to formagain. Soon, it was normal size and apparently undamaged. The
ol d man nodded curtly.

“W’re not fancy,” he said, “but we're reliable.” He nodded again and

di sappear ed.

Col l'ins thought he could hear a distant shout of anger

Shakily, he sat down on the floor in front of the nmachine. H s hand was

t hr obbi ng pai nful ly.

“Fix me up,” he nmuttered through dry Iips, and punched the button with his
good hand.

The Utilizer humred | ouder for a nonent, then was silent. The pain left his
scorched finger and, |ooking down, Collins saw that there was no sign of a
burn — not even scar tissue to mark where it had been.

Col lins poured hinself a |long shot of brandy and went directly to bed. That
ni ght, he dreamed he was being chased by a gigantic letter A but he didn't
renmenber it in the norning.

Wthin a week, Collins found that building his mansion in the wods had been
precisely the wong thing to do. He had to hire a platoon of guards to keep
away sightseers, and hunters insisted on canping in his formal gardens.

Al so, the Bureau of Internal Revenue began to take a lively interest in his
affairs.

But, above all, Collins discovered that he wasn’'t so fond of nature after all
Birds and squirrels were all very well, but they hardly ranked as
conversationalists. Trees, though quite ornanental, nade poor drinking
conpani ons.

Col lins decided he was a city boy at heart.

Therefore, with the aid of the Powha M nnile Mvers, the Maxi ma A ph
Construction Corporation, the Jagton |Instantaneous Travel Bureau and a great
deal of mnoney placed in the proper hands, Collins noved to a small Centra
American republic. There, since the climte was warner and incone tax
non-exi stent, he built a large, airy, ostentatious pal ace.

It came equipped with the usual accessories — horses, dogs, peacocks,
servants, maintenance nen, guards, nusicians, bevies of dancing girls and
everything el se a pal ace shoul d have. Collins spent two weeks just exploring
t he pl ace.

Everything went along nicely for a while.

One norning Collins approached the Uilizer, with the vague intention of
asking for a sports car, or possibly a small herd of pedigreed cattle. He bent
over the grey machine, reached for the red button ...

And the Utilizer backed away from him

For a nonent, Collins thought he was seeing things, and he al nost decided to
stop drinki ng chanpagne before breakfast. He took a step forward and reached
for the red button.

The Utilizer sidestepped himneatly and trotted out of the room



Collins sprinted after it, cursing the owner and the A's. This was probably
the animati on that Leek had spoken about - sonmehow, the owner had managed to
i mbue the nmachine with mobility. It didn't matter. Al he had to do was catch
up, punch the button and ask for the Animation Control people.

The Utilizer raced down a hall, Collins close behind. An under-butler
polishing a solid gold doorknob, stared open-nout hed.

“Stop it!” Collins shouted.

The under-butler noved clunsily into the Utilizer’s path. The machi ne dodged
himgracefully and sprinted towards the nain door

Col lins pushed a switch and the door slamred shut.

The Utilizer gathered nomentum and went right through it. Once in the open, it
tri pped over a garden hose, regained its bal ance and headed towards the open
count rysi de.

Collins raced after it. If he could just get a little closer

The Utilizer suddenly | eaped into the air. It hung there for a | ong nonent,
then fell to the ground. Collins sprang at the button

The Utilizer rolled out of his way, took a short run and | eaped again. For a
nmonent, it hung twenty feet above his head — drifted a few feet straight up
stopped twisted wildly and fell.

Collins was afraid that, on a third junp, it would keep going up. Wen it
drifted unwillingly back to the ground, he was ready. He feinted, then stabbed
at the button. The Wilizer couldn’t duck fast enough

“Animation Control!” Collins roared triunphantly.

There was a small explosion, and the Uilizer settled down docilely. There was
no hint of animation left init.

Collins wi ped his forehead and sat on the nachine. C oser and closer. He'd
better do some big w shing now, while he still had the chance.

In rapid succession, he asked for five mllion dollars, three functioning oi
well's, a motion-picture studio, perfect health, twenty-five nore dancing
girls, imortality, a sports car and a herd of pedigreed cattle.

He t hought he heard soneone snicker. He | ooked around. No one was there.

Wien he turned back, the Utilizer had vani shed.

He just stared. And, in another noment, he vani shed.

When he opened his eyes, Collins found hinself standing in front of a desk. On
the other side was the large, red-faced man who had originally tried to break
into his room The man didn’'t appear angry. Rather, he appeared resigned, even
nmel anchol y.

Collins stood for a nonment in silence, sorry that the whole thing was over.
The owner and the A's had finally caught him But it had been glorious while
it |asted.

“Well,” Collins said directly, “you ve got your machine back. Now, what el se
do you want ?”
“My machi ne?” the red-faced nan said, |ooking up incredulously. “It’s not ny

machine, sir. Not at all.”

Collins stared at him “Don’'t try to kid me, mister. You A-ratings want to
protect your nonopoly, don't you?”

The red-faced nman put down his paper. “M. Collins,” he said stiffly, “my nane
is Flign. I aman agent for the Citizens Protective Union, a non-profit

organi sation, whose aimis to protect individuals such as yourself fromerrors
of judgenent.”

“You mean you’'re not one of the A s?”

“You are | abouring under a m sapprehension, sir,” Flign said with quiet
dignity. “The A-rating does not represent a social group, as you seemto
believe. It is merely a credit rating.”

“A what?” Collins asked slowy.

“Acredit rating.” Flign glanced at his watch. “W haven't much tine, so ||
make this as brief as possible. Qurs is a decentralised age, M. Collins. CQur
busi nesses, industries and services are scattered through an appreciabl e
portion of space and tinme. The utilization corporation is an essential |ink



It provides for the transfer of goods and services frompoint to point. Do you
under st and?”

Col I'i ns nodded.

“Credit is, of course, an automatic privilege. But, eventually, everything
must be paid for.”

Collins didn't like the sound of that. Pay? This place wasn't as civilised as
he had thought. No one had nentioned paying. Wiy did they bring it up now?
“Why didn’t sonmeone stop me?” he asked desperately. “They nust have known |
didn’t have a proper rating.”

Fl ign shook his head. “The credit ratings are suggestions, not laws. In a

civilised world, an individual has the right to his own decisions. |I'mvery
sorry, sir.” He glanced at his watch again and handed Collins the paper he had
been reading. “Wuld you just glance at this bill and tell nme whether it’s in
order?”

Collins took the paper and read:

One Pal ace, with Accessories ... .coeenes Cr. 45,000, 000
Services of Maxima O ph Movers........occeeev e 111, 000

122 Dancing G rl S . 122,000, 000

Perfect Heal th.....occoiiiiiiiiiin, 888, 234, 031

He scanned the rest of the list quickly. The total came to slightly better
than eighteen billion Credits.

“Wait a minute!” Collins shouted. “I can't be held to this! The Uilizer just
dropped into ny room by accident!”

“That’s the very fact 1'"'mgoing to bring to their attention,” Flign said. “Wo
knows? Perhaps they will be reasonable. It does no harmto try.”

Collins felt the roomsway. Flign's face began to nelt before him

“Time’s up,” Flign said. “Good |uck.”

Collins closed his eyes.

When he opened them agai n, he was standing on a bleak plain, facing a range of
st ubby mountains. A cold wind | ashed his face and the sky was the col our of
steel .

A raggedly dressed nan was standi ng beside him “Here,” the man said and
handed Collins a pick

“What' s this?”

“This is a pick,” the man said patiently. “And over there is a quarry, where

you and | and a nunber of others will cut marble.”

“Mar bl e?”

“Sure. There's always sone idiot who wants a palace,” the man said with a wy
grin. “You can call ne Jang. We'll be together for some tine.”

Collins blinked stupidly. “How |l ong?”

“You work it out,” Jang said. “The rate is fifty credits a month until your
debt is paid off.”

The pick dropped from Collins’s hand. They couldn’t do this to him The
Utilization Corporation nust realise its mistake by now They had been at
fault, letting the machine slip into the past. Didn't they realise that?
“It’s all a mistake!” Collins said.

“No m stake,” Jang said. “They' re very short of |abour. Have to go recruiting
all over for it. Come on. After the first thousand years you won't mind it.”
Collins started to follow Jang towards the quarry. He stopped.

“The first thousand years? | won't live that |ong!”

“Sure you will,” Jang assured him “You got imortality, didn't you?”

Yes, he had. He had wished for it, just before they took back the machine. O
had they taken back the nachine after he wi shed for it?

Col l'ins renenbered sonething. Strange, but he didn’t renenber seeing
imortality on the bill Flign had shown him

“How much did they charge ne for inmortality?” he asked.

Jang | ooked at him and | aughed. “Don’t be naive, pal. You should have it
figured out by now.”



He led Collins towards the quarry. “Naturally, they give that away for
not hi ng.”

A Ticket to
Tr ana

One fine day in June, a tall, thin, intent, soberly dressed young nman wal ked
into the offices of the Transstellar Travel Agency. Wthout a glance, he

mar ched past the gaudy travel poster depicting the Harvest Feast on Mars. The
enor nous photorural of dancing forests on Triganiumdidn't catch his eye. He
i gnored the somewhat suggestive painting of dawn-rites on Opiuchus Il, and
arrived at the desk of the booking agent.

"I would like to book passage to Tranai," the young man said.

The agent closed his copy of Necessary Inventions and frowned. "Tranai ?
Tranai ? |s that one of the noons of Kent |V?"

"It is not," the young nman said. 'Tranai is a planet, revolving around a sun
of the same nane. | want to book passage there."

"Never heard of it." The agent pulled down a star catalogue, a sinplified star
chart, and a copy of Lesser Space Routes.

"Well, now," he said finally. "You |l earn something new every day. You want to
book passage to Tranai, M ster—

"CGoodman. Marvin Goodnan."

"Goodman. Well, it seenms that Tranai is about as far from Earth as one can get
and still be in the MIky Way. Nobody goes there."

"I know. Can you arrange passage for me?" Goodman asked, with a hint of
suppressed excitenent in his voice

The agent shook his head. "Not a chance. Even the non-skeds don't go that
far."

"How cl ose can you get ne?"

The agent gave hima winning smle. "Wiy bother? I can send you to a world
that' Il have everything this Tranai place has, with the additional advantages
of proximty, bargain rates, decent hotels, tours—

"I"'mgoing to Tranai," Goodman said grimy.

"But there's no way of getting there," the agent explained patiently. "What is
it you expected to find? Perhaps | could help."

"You can hel p by booking nme as far as—

"I's it adventure?" the agent asked, quickly sizing up Goodnman's unathletic
build and scholarly stoop. "Let ne suggest Africanus Il, a dawn-age world
filled with savage tribes, saber-tooths, nan-eating ferns, quicksand, active
vol canoes, pterodactyls and all the rest. Expeditions | eave New York every
five days and they conbine the utnost in danger with absolute safety. A

di nosaur head guaranteed or your noney refunded."”

"Tranai," CGoodman said.

"Hrm " The cl erk | ooked appraisingly at Goodman's set |ips and unconproni sing
eyes. "Perhaps you are tired of the puritanical restrictions of Earth? Then
let me suggest a trip to Almagordo 111, the Pearl of the Southern Ri dge Belt.
Qur ten day all-expense plan includes a trip through the nysterious

Al magor di an Casbah, visits to eight nightclubs (first drink on us), a trip to
a zintal factory, where you can buy genuine zintal belts, shoes and

pocket books at phenonenal savings, and a tour through two distilleries. The
girls of Almagordo are beautiful, vivacious and refreshingly naive. They
consi der the Tourist the highest and nost desirable type of human bei ng.

Al so—=
"Tranai

Goodman said. "How cl ose can you get ne?"



Sullenly the clerk extracted a strip of tickets. "You can take the

Constell ation Queen as far as Legis Il and transfer to the Gal actic Spl endor
which will take you to Qunme. Then you'll have to board a local, which, after
stoppi ng at Machang, |nch-ang, Pankang, Lekung and Oyster, will |eave you at

Tung-Bradar 1V, if it doesn't break down en route. Then a non-sked will
transport you past the Galactic Whirl (if it gets past) to Al oomsridgia, from

which the mail ship will take you to Bellisnoranti. | believe the mail ship is
still functioning. That brings you about hal fway. After that, you' re on your
own. "

"Fi ne," CGoodman said. "Can you have ny forns nmade out by this afternoon?"

The clerk nodded. "M . Goodman," he asked in despair, "just what sort of place
is this Tranai supposed to be?"

Goodnman smiled a beatific smle. "A Uopia," he said.

Marvi n Goodnman had lived nost of his life in Seakirk, New Jersey, a town
controll ed by one political boss or another for close to fifty years. Mst of
Seakirk's inhabitants were indifferent to the spectacle of corruption in high
pl aces and | ow, the ganbling, the gang wars, the teen-age drinking. They were
used to the sight of their roads crunbling, their ancient water nains
bursting, their power plants breaking down, their decrepit old buildings
falling apart, while the bosses built bigger hones, |onger sw mi ng pools and
war ner stables. People were used to it. But not Goodnan.

A natural -born crusader, he wote expose articles that were never published,
sent letters to Congress that were never read, stunped for honest candi dates
who were never el ected, and or-ganized the League for Civic |nprovenent, the
Peopl e Agai nst Gangsterism the G tizen's Union for an Honest Police Force,

t he Associ ation Against Ganbling, the Cormmittee for Equal Job Opportunities
for Wonen, and a dozen others.

Not hi ng came of his efforts. The people were too apathetic to care. The
politicoes sinply |aughed at him and Goodman coul dn't stand being | aughed at.
Then, to add to his troubles, his fiancee jilted himfor a noisy young nan in
a loud sports jacket who had no redeening feature other than a controlling
interest in the Seakirk Construction Corporation

It was a shattering blow The girl seenmed unaffected by the fact that the SCC
used di sproportionate amounts of sand in their concrete and shaved whol e
inches fromthe width of their steel girders. As she put it, "Gee whiz,
Marvi e, so what? That's how things are. You gotta be realistic."

Goodnman had no intention of being realistic. He imediately repaired to
Eddi e' s Moonlight Bar, where, between drinks, he began to contenplate the
attractions of a grass shack in the green hell of Venus.

An erect, hawk-faced old man entered the bar. Goodman could tell he was a
spacer by his gravity-bound gait, his pallor, his radiation scars and his
far-piercing gray eyes.

"A Tranai Special, Sam" the old spacer told the bartender

"Coming right up, Captain Savage, sir," the bartender said.

" Tranai ?" Goodman nurnured involuntarily.

"Tranai ," the captain said. "Never heard of it, did you, sonny?"

"No, sir," Coodman confessed.

"Well, sonny," Captain Savage said, "lI'mfeeling a. mte wordy tonight, so
"Il tell you a tale of Tranai the Bl essed, out past the Galactic Wirl."

The captain's eyes grew msty and a smile softened the grimline of his lips.
"W were iron nmen in steel ships in those days. Me and Johnny Cavanaugh and
Frog Larsen woul d have blasted to hell itself for half a | oad of terganium
Aye, and shanghai ed Beel zebub for a wiper if we were short of nen. Those were
t he days when space scurvey took every third man, and the ghost of Big Dan
McCl i ntock haunted the spaceways. M| Gann still operated the Red Rooster Inn
out on Asteroid 342-AA, asking five hundred Earth dollars for a glass of beer
and getting it too, there being no other place within ten billion mles. In

t hose days, the Scarbies were still cutting up along Star Ri dge and shi ps
bound for Prodengum had to run the Swayback Gantlet. So you can imagi ne how I
felt, sonny, when one fine day | came upon Tranai."



Goodnan listened as the old captain limed a picture of the great days, of
frail ships against an iron sky, ships outward bound, forever outward, to the
far limts of the Gal axy.

And there, at the edge of the Great Nothing, was Tranai

Tranai, where The Way had been found and nen were no | onger bound to The
Wheel ! Tranai the Bountiful, a peaceful, creative, happy society, not saints
or ascetics, not intellectuals, but ordinary people who had achi eved U opi a.
For an hour, Captain Savage spoke of the multiformmarvels of Tranai. After
finishing his story, he conplained of a dry throat. Space throat, he called
it, and Goodman ordered hi m anot her Tranai Special and one for hinself.

Si pping the exotic, green-gray m xture, Goodman too was |ost in the dream
Finally, very gently, he asked, "Wy don't you go back

Capt ai n?"

The old man shook his head. "Space gout. |'m grounded for good. W didn't know
much about mnodern nedicine in those days. All 1'mgood for nowis a |landsman's
job."

"What job do you have?"

"I"'ma foreman for the Seakirk Construction Corporation,” the old man sighed.
"Me, that once commanded a fifty-tube clipper. The way those peopl e make
concrete. ... Shall we have another short one in honor of beautiful Tranai?"
They had several short ones. Wien Goodnman | eft the bar, his mnd was made up
Sonmewhere in the Universe, the nodus vivendi had been found, the working
solution to Man's old dream of perfection

He could settle for nothing I|ess.

The next day, he quit his job as designer at the East Coast Robot Wrks and
drew his life savings out of the bank

He was going to Tranai

He boarded the Constellation Queen for Legis Il and took the Gal actic Spl endor
to Qume. After stopping at Machang, |nchang, Pankang, Lekung and Oyster—dreary
little places —he reached Tung-Bradar 1V. Wthout incident, he passed the

Gal actic Whirl and finally reached Bellisnmoranti, where the influence of Terra
ended.

For an exorbitant fee, a |l ocal spaceline took himto Dvasta Il. Fromthere, a
freighter transported himpast Seves, A go and M, to the doubl e pl anet
Mranti. There he was bogged down for three nonths and used the tinme to take a
hypno- pedi ¢ course in the Tranai an | anguage. At last he hired a bush pilot to
take himto Ding.

On Ding, he was arrested as a Higastomeritreian spy, but managed to escape in
the cargo of an ore rocket bound for g Moree. At g Moree, he was treated for
frostbite, heat poison-ing and superficial radiation burns, and at | ast
arranged pas-sage to Tranai.

He could hardly believe it when the ship slipped past the noons Doe and Ri, to
[ and at Port Tranai.

After the airlocks opened, Goodman found hinself in a state of profound
depression. Part of it was plain |l etdown, inevitable after a journey such as
his. But nore than that, he was suddenly terrified that Tranai m ght turn out
to be a fraud

He had crossed the Gal axy on the basis of an old space-man's yarn. But now it
all seened less likely. Eldorado was a nore probable place than the Tranai he
expected to find.

He di senbarked. Port Tranai seenmed a pl easant enough town. The streets were
filled with people and the shops were piled high with goods. The nen he passed
| ooked much i ke humans anywhere. The wonen were quite attractive.

But there was sonething strange here, sonething subtly yet definitely wong,
sonmething alien. It took a nmonment before he could puzzle it out.

Then he realized that there were at least ten nen for every woman in sight.
And stranger still, practically all the wonmen he saw apparently were under

ei ghteen or over thirty-five.

What had happened to the nineteen-to-thirty-five age group? Was there a taboo
on their appearing in public? Had a plague struck then?



He woul d just have to wait and find out.

He went to the Idrig Building, where all Tranai's govern-nental functions were
carried out, and presented hinmself at the office of the Extraterrestrials
Mnister. He was adnmitted at once.

The office was small and cluttered, with strange bl ue blotches on the
wal | paper. Wat struck Goodnan at once was a high-powered rifle conplete with
silencer and tel escopic sight, hanging om nously fromone wall. He had no tine
to speculate on this, for the m nister bounded out of his chair and vigorously
shook Goodman's hand.

The minister was a stout, jolly man of about fifty. Around his neck he wore a
smal | nedallion stanped with the Trani an seal —a bolt of lightning splitting an
ear of corn. Goodman assumed, correctly, that this was an official seal of

of fice.

"Wl come to Tranai," the mnister said heartily. He pushed a pile of papers
froma chair and notioned Goodman to sit down.

"M ster Mnister— CGoodnan began, in formal Tranian.

"And therefore no police force or courts, no judges, sheriffs, marshals,
executioners, truant officers or governnent investi-gators. No prisons,
reformatories or other places of detention.”

"W have no need of them" Melith explained, "since we have no crine."

"I have heard," said Goodman, "that there is no poverty on

Tranai . "

"None that | ever heard of ," Melith said cheerfully. "Are you sure you won't
have a cigar?"

"No, thank you," Goodman was | eaning forward eagerly now. "I understand that
you have achi eved a stable econony wi thout resorting to socialistic,

conmuni stic, fascistic or bureaucratic practices.”

"Certainly,"” Melith said.

"That yours is, in fact, a free enterprise society, where in-dividua
initiative flourishes and governnental functions are kept to an absolute

m ni mum "

Melith nodded. "By and |l arge, the government concerns it-self with mnor

regul atory matters, care of the aged and beautifying the | andscape."”

"I's it true that you have di scovered a nethod of wealth dis-tribution wthout
resorting to governnmental intervention, w thout even taxation, based entirely
upon i ndi vi dual choi ce?" Goodman chal | enged.

"Ch, yes, absolutely."

"Is it true that there is no corruption in any phase of the Tranaian

gover nment ?"

"None,'' Melith said. "I suppose that's why we have a hard time finding nmen to
hol d public office."

"Then Captain Savage was right!" Goodman cried, unable to control hinself any
longer. "This is Uopial"

"W like it," Melith said.

Goodnman took a deep breath and asked, "May | stay here?"

"Way not?" Melith pulled out a form "W have no restric-tions on inmgration
Tell me, what is your occupation?"

"On Earth, | was a robot designer."

"Plenty of openings in that." Melith started to fill in the form H's pen
emtted a blob of ink. Casually, the mnister threw the pen against the wall,
where it shattered, adding another blue blotch to the wall paper

"We' |l nake out the paper sone other tine," he said. "I"'mnot in the nood
now." He |eaned back in his chair. "Let ne give you a word of advice. Here on
Tranai, we feel that we have come pretty close to Uopia, as you call it. But

ours is not a highly organized state. W have no conplicated set of |laws. W
live by observance of a nunber of unwitten |laws, or cus-tons, as you m ght
call them You will discover what they are. You would be advi sed-al t hough
certainly not ordered—to follow them™

"OfF course | will," Goodman exclained. "I can assure you, sir, | have no



i ntenti on of endangering any phase of your para-dise."

"Ch, | wasn't worried about us,” Melith said with an anmused snmile. "It was
your own safety | was considering. Perhaps ny wife has sone further advice for
you. "

He pushed a large red button on his desk. Imrediately there was a bl ui sh haze.
The haze solidified, and in a noment Good-man saw a handsome young woman
standi ng before him

"Good norning, ny dear," she said to Melith.

"It's afternoon,” Melith informed her. "My dear, this young man cane all the

way from Earth to live on Tranai. | gave
hi mthe usual advice. Is there anything el se we can do for
hi nP"

Ms. Melith thought for a noment, then asked Goodnan,
"Are you married?"
"No, ma'am" Goodman answer ed.

"I'n that case, he should nmeet a nice girl," Ms. Mlith told her husband.
"Bachel ordomis not encouraged on Tranai, although certainly not prohibited.
Let me see ... How about that cute Driganti girl?"

"She's engaged,” Melith said.

"Real | y? Have | been in stasis that |ong? My dear, it's not too thoughtful of
you. "

"I was busy," Melith said apol ogetically.

"How about M hna Vensi s?"

"Not his type."

"Janna VI ey?"

"Perfect!" Melith wi nked at Goodman. "A nost attractive little lady." He found
a new pen in his desk, scribbled an address and handed it to Goodman. "My wife

will tel ephone her to be expecting you tonorrow evening."
"And do cone around for dinner sone night," said Ms.
Melith.

"Delighted," Goodman replied, in a conplete daze.

"It's been nice nmeeting you," Ms. Mlith said. Her husband pushed the red
button. The bl ue haze forned and Ms.

Melith vani shed.

"Have to close up now, " said Melith, glancing at his watch. "Can't work

overti me—people mght start talking.. Drop in sone day and we'll rmake out
those forns. You really should call on Suprene President Borg, too, at the
Nati onal Mansion. O possibly he'll call on you. Don't let the old fox put
anyt hi ng over on you. And don't forget about Janna." He w nked rogui shly and
escorted Goodman to the door.

In a few nonents, Goodman found hinself alone on the sidewal k. He had reached
U opia, he told hinself, a real, genuine, sure-enough U opia.

But there were sone very puzzling things about it

Goodnan ate dinner at a small restaurant and checked in at a nearby hotel. A
cheerful bellhop showed himto his room where Goodman stretched out

i mediately on the bed. Wearily he rubbed his eyes, trying to sort out his

i mpressi ons.

So much had happened to him all in one day! And so much was bot hering him
The ratio of men to wonen, for exanple. He had nmeant to ask Melith about that.
But Melith might not be the man to ask, for there were sone curious things
about him Like throwing his pen against the wall. Was that the act of a
mature, responsible official? And Melith's wife .

Goodman knew that Ms. Melith had cone out of a derrsin stasis field; he had
recogni zed the characteristic blue haze. The derrsin was used on Terra, too.
Sonetimes there were good nedi cal reasons for suspending all activity, all
growm h, all decay. Suppose a patient had a desperate need for a certain serum
procurable only on Mars. Sinply project the person into stasis until the serum
could arrive.

But on Terra, only a licensed doctor could operate the field. There were
strict penalties for its msuse.



He had never heard of keeping one's wife in one.

Still, if all the wives on Tranai were kept in stasis, that would explain the
absence of the nineteen-to-thirty-five age group and woul d account for the
ten-to-one ratio of nen to wonen.

But what was the reason for this technol ogi cal purdah?

And sonet hing el se was on Goodnan's mind, sonmething quite insignificant, but
bot hersone all the sane.

That rifle on Melith's wall.

Did he hunt game with it? Pretty big game, then. Target practice? Not with a
tel escopic sight. Wiy the silencer? Wy did he keep it in his office?

But these were minor matters, Goodman decided, little |ocal idiosyncrasies
whi ch woul d becone cl ear when he had lived a while on Tranai. He couldn't
expect i medi ate and conpl ete conprehensi on of what was, after all, an alien
pl anet .

He was just beginning to doze off when he heard a knock at his door

"Cone in," he called.

A small, furtive, gray-faced man hurried in and cl osed the door behind him
"You're the man from Terra, aren't you?"

"That's right."

"I figured you'd conme here," the little man said, with a pleased snile. "Hit
it right the first tine. Going to stay on Tranai ?"

"I'"'mhere for good."

"Fine," the man said. "How would you |ike to become Su-prene President?"

" Huh?"

"Good pay, easy hours, only a one-year term You |look like a public-spirited
type," the man said sunnily. "How about it?"

Goodnman hardly knew what to answer. "Do you nean," he asked incredul ously,
"that you offer the highest office in the | and so casual | y?"

"What do you nean, casually?" the little man spluttered. "Do you think we

of fer the Suprene Presidency to just any-body? It's a great honor to be
asked. "

"I didn't nmean—

"And you, as a Terran, are uniquely suited."

n W]y?ll

"Well, it's common know edge that Terrans derive pleasure fromruling. W
Tranians don't, that's all. Too nuch trouble."

As sinple as that. The reformer blood in Goodman began to boil. Ideal as

Tranai was, there was undoubtedly roomfor inprovenment. He had a sudden vision
of himself as ruler of Utopia, doing the great task of naking perfection even
better. But caution stopped himfrom agreeing at once. Perhaps the nan was a
crackpot .

' Thank you for asking me," Goodnan said. "I'll have to think it over. Perhaps
| should talk with the present incunbent and find out sonething about the
nature of the work."

"Well, why do you think I'mhere?" the little man demanded. "1'm Suprene
Presi dent Borg."

Only then did Goodman notice the official nedallion around the little man's
neck.

"Let me know your decision. I'lIl be at the National Mn-sion." He shook
Goodman's hand, and left.

Goodnman waited five mnutes, then rang for the bell hop. "Wo was that man?"
The next norning, Goodnan |isted the various robot fac-tories of Port Trana

i n al phabetical order and went out in search of a job. To his amazenent, he
found one with no trouble at all, at the very first place he | ooked. The great
Abbag Hone Robot Works signed himon after only a cursory glance at his
credenti al s.

H s new enmpl oyer, M. Abbag, was short and fierce-looking, with a great mane
of white hair and an air of trenendous per-sonal energy.

"dad to have a Terran on board," Abbag said. "I under-stand you're an

i ngeni ous people and we certainly need some ingenuity around here. I'lIl be



honest with you, Goodnman—I'm hoping to profit by your alien viewpoint. W've
reached an i npasse."

"I's it a production problen?" Goodnman asked.

"I'"l1l show you." Abbag | ed Goodnan through the factory, around the Stanping
Room Heat-Treat, X-ray Analysis, Final Assenbly and to the Testing Room This
roomwas laid out |like a conbination kitchen-living room A dozen robots' were
i ned up agai nst one wall

"Try one out," Abbag said.

Goodnman wal ked up to the nearest robot and | ooked at its controls. They were
si mpl e enough; self-explanatory, in fact. He put the machine through a
standard repertoire: picking up objects, washing pots and pans, setting a
table. The robot's responses were correct enough, but maddeningly slow. On
Earth, such sl uggi shness had been ironed out a hundred years ago. Apparently
they were behind the tines here on Tranai

"Seens pretty slow, " Goodman conmented cauti ously.

"You're right," Abbag said. "Dammed slow. Personally, | think it's about
right. But Consuner Research indicates that our custoners want it slower
still."

" Huh?"

"Ridiculous, isn't it?" Abbag asked noodily. "W'Ill |lose nmoney if we slowit
down any nore. Take a look at its guts."

Goodnman opened t he back panel and blinked at the maze of wiring within. After
a nonent, he was able to figure it out. The robot was built |ike a nodern
Earth machine, with the usual inexpensive high-speed circuits. But speci al
signal -del ay rel ays, inpulse-rejection units and step-down gears had

been install ed.

"Just tell me," Abbag demanded angrily, "how can we slow it down any nore

wi thout building the thing a third bigger and tw ce as expensive? | don't know
what kind of a disinprove-nment they' Il be asking for next."

Goodnman was trying to adjust bis thinking to the concept of disinproving a
machi ne.

On Earth, the plants were always trying to build robots with faster, snoother
nore accurate responses. He had never found any reason to question the w sdom
of this. He still didn't.

"And as if that weren't enough," Abbag conpl ained, "the new plastic we

devel oped for this particular nodel has cata-lyzed or some dammed t hi ng.

VWat ch. "

He drew back his foot and kicked the robot in the middle. The plastic bent
like a sheet of tin. He kicked again. The plastic bent still further and the
robot began to click and flash pathet-ically. A third kick shattered the case.
The robot's innards expl oded in spectacul ar fashion, scattering over the
floor. "Pretty flimsy," Goodnan said.

"Not flimsy enough. It's supposed to fly apart on the first kick. CQur
customers won't get any satisfaction out of stubbing their toes on its stonach

all day. But tell me, how am | supposed to produce a plastic that'll take
normal wear and tear—wae don't want these things falling apart accidental |l y—
and still go to pieces when a customer wants it to?"

"Wait a minute," Goodman protested. "Let ne get this straight. You purposely
sl ow these robots down so they will irritate people enough to destroy thenP"
Abbag rai sed both eyebrows. "Of coursel™”

"\Why 2"
"You are new here," Abbag said. "Any child knows that.

It's fundanental ."

"I'd appreciate it if you'd explain."

Abbag sighed. "Well, first of all, you are undoubtedly aware that any
nmechani cal contrivance is a source of irritation. Human-kind has a deep and
abi di ng di strust of nmachines. Psychologists call it the instinctive reaction
of life to pseudo-life. WIIl you go along with ne on that?"

Marvi n Goodman renenbered all the anxious literature he had read about

machi nes revolting, cybernetic brains taking over the world, androids on the



march, and the like. He thought of hunorous little newspaper itens about a nman
shooting his television set, smashing his toaster against the wall, "getting
even" with his car. He renenbered all the robot jokes, with their undertone of
deep hostility.

"I guess | can go along on that," said Goodnan.

"Then allow ne to restate the proposition," Abbag said pe-dantically. "Any
machine is a source of irritation. The better a nmachi ne operates, the stronger
the irritation. So, by extension, a perfectly operating machine is a foca
point for frustration, |loss of self-esteem undirected resentnment—

"Hold on there!" Goodman objected. "I won't go that far!"

"—and schi zophreni c fantasies," Abbag continued inex-orably. "But nmachines are
necessary to an advanced economy. Therefore the best human solution is to have
mal f uncti oni ng ones."

"I don't see that at all."

"I't's obvious. On Terra, your gadgets work close to the opti-num producing
inferiority feelings in their operators: But unfortunately you have a

masochi stic tribal tabu against de-stroying them Result? Ceneralized anxiety
in the presence of the sacrosanct and unhumanly efficient Machine, and a
search for an aggression-object, usually a wife or friend. A very poor state
of affairs. Ch, it's efficient, | suppose, in terns of robot-hour production
but very inefficient in terns of |ong-range health and well-being."

“I''"'mnot sure—*

"The human is an anxi ous beast. Here on Tranai, we direct anxiety toward this
particular point and let it serve as an outlet for a ot of other frustrations
as well. A man's had enough—bl anl He kicks hell out of his robot. There's an

i medi ate and therapeutic discharge of feeling, a valuable—and valid-sense of
superiority over nere nmachinery, a |lessening of general tension, a healthy
flow of adrenin into the bl oodstream and a boost to the industrial econony of
Tranai, since he'll go right out and buy another robot. And what, after all
has he done? He hasn't beaten his wife, suicided, declared a war, invented a
new weapon, or indulged in any of the other nore conmon nodes of
aggression-resolution. He has sinmply smashed an i nexpensive robot which he can
replace i mre-diately."

"I guess it'll take ne a little tinme to understand,"” Goodman admitted.

"OfF course it will. I"msure you're going to be a valuable man here, Goodnman
Thi nk over what |'ve said and try to figure out some inexpensive way of

di sinproving this robot."

Goodnman pondered the problem for the rest of the day, but he coul dn't

i medi ately adjust his thinking to the idea of pro-ducing an inferior machine.
It seened vaguely bl asphempbus. He knocked off work at five-thirty,

di ssatisfied with hinself, but determ ned to do better—er worse, depending on
vi ew poi nt and condi ti oni ng.

After a quick and lonely supper, Goodman decided to call on Janna Vley. He
didn't want to spend the evening alone with his thoughts and he was in
desperate need of finding sonething pleasant, sinple and unconplicated in this
conpl ex U opia. Perhaps this Janna woul d be the answer.

The Vl ey honme was only a dozen bl ocks away and he de-cided to wal k.

The basic trouble was that he had had his own i dea of what Utopia would be
like and it was difficult adjusting his thinking to the real thing. He had

i magi ned a pastoral setting, a planet-ful of people in small, quaint villages,
wal ki ng around in flowing robes and being very wi se and gentle and
under st andi ng. Children who played in the golden sunlight, young fol k danced
in the village square .

Ri di cul ous! He had pictured a tableau rather than a scene, a series of
stylized postures instead of the ceasel ess movenent of |ife. Humans coul d
never |live that way, even assumng they wanted to. If they could, they would
no | onger be humans.

He reached the Ml ey house and paused irresolutely outside. Wat was he getting
hi nsel f into now? \What alien—al though indubitably Ut opi an—<ustonms would he run
i nto?



He al nost turned away. But the prospect of a long night alone in his hotel
roomwas singularly unappealing. Gitting his teeth, he rang the bell.

A red- haired, niddle-aged man of medi um hei ght opened the door. "Ch, you mnust
be that Terran fellow Janna's getting ready. Cone in and neet the wife."

He escorted Goodnman into a pleasantly furnished |iving roomand pushed a red
button on the wall. Goodman wasn't startled this time by the bluish derrsin
haze. After all, the manner in which Tranaians treated their wonmen was their
own busi ness.

A handsone woman of about twenty-eight appeared fromthe haze.

"My dear,"” Mley said, "this is the Terran, M. Goodman." "So pl eased to neet
you," Ms. Vliey said. "Can | get you a drink?"

Goodnman nodded. Ml ey pointed out a confortable chair. In a nmoment, Ms. Vley
brought in a tray of frosted drinks and sat down.

"So you're fromTerra," said M. Vley. "Nervous, hustling sort of place, isn't
it? People always on the go?"

"Yes, | suppose it is," Goodman replied.

"Well, you'll like it here. W know howto live. It's all a matter of =

There was a rustle of skirts on the stairs. Goodman got to his feet.

"M . Goodman, this is our daughter Janna," Ms. Vley said.

Goodnman noted at once that Janna's hair was the exact col or of the supernova
in Circe, her eyes were that deep, unbeliev-able blue of the autum sky over
Algo Il, her lips were the tender pink of a Scarsclott-Turner jet stream her
nose—

But he had run out of astronom cal conparisons, which weren't suitable anyhow
Janna was a slender and anmazingly pretty blond girl and Goodnan was suddenly
very glad he had crossed the Gal axy and come to Tranai.

"Have a good tine, children," Ms. Vley said.

"Don't come in too late,” M. Mey told Janna.

Exactly as parents said on Earth to their children.

There was not hi ng exotic about the date. They went to an i nexpensive night
club, danced, drank a little, talked a lot.

Goodnan was amazed at their imredi ate rapport. Janna agreed with everything he
said. It was refreshing to find intelligence in so pretty a girl.

She was i npressed, al nost overwhel ned, by the dangers he had faced in crossing
t he Gal axy. She had al ways known that Terrans were adventurous (though
nervous) types, but the risks Goodman had taken passed all understandi ng.

She shuddered when he spoke of the deadly Galactic Wirl and |istened

wi de-eyed to his tales of running the notorious Swayback Gantlet, past the

bl oodt hirsty Scarbies who were still cutting up along Star Ridge and infesting
the hell holes of Prodengum As Goodman put it, Terrans were iron men in steel
shi ps, exploring the edges of the G eat Nothing.

Janna didn't even speak until Goodman told of paying five hundred Terran
dollars for a glass of beer at Moll Gann's Red Rooster Inn on Asteroid 342-AA
"You must have been very thirsty,"” she said thoughtfully. "Not particularly,"”
Goodnman said. "Mney just didn't mean

much out there.”

"Ch. But wouldn't it have been better to have saved it? | nean soneday you

m ght have a wife and chil dren—= She

bl ushed.

Goodnan said coolly, "Well, that part of ny life is over. 1'mgoing to marry
and settle down right here on Tranai."

"How ni ce!" she cried.

It was a nobst successful evening.

Goodnan returned Janna to her home at a respectable hour and arranged a date
for the follow ng evening. Made bold by his own tales, he kissed her on the
cheek. She didn't really seemto mnd, but Goodnan didn't try to press his
advant age.

"Till tomorrow then," she said, smiled at him and cl osed the door.

He wal ked away feeling |ight-headed. Janna! Janna! Was it conceivable that he
was in |love already? Wiy not? Love at first sight was a proven



psycho- physi ol ogi cal possibility and, as such, was perfectly respectable. Love
in Uopial How won-derful it was that here, upon a perfect planet, he had
found the perfect girl

A man stepped out of the shadows and bl ocked his path. Goodnman noted that he
was wearing a black silk mask which covered everything except his eyes. He was
carrying a large and powerful -1o0oking blaster, and it was pointed steadily at
Goodman' s st onach.

"Ckay, buddy," the man said, "ginmre all your nobney."

"What ?" Goodman gasped.

"You heard nme. Your noney. Hand it over."

"You can't do this," Goodman said, too startled to think coherently. "There's
no crime on Tranai!"

"Who said there was?" the nan asked quietly. "I'mnerely asking you for your
noney. Are you going to hand it over peacefully or do | have to club it out of
you?"

"You can't get away with this! Crine does not pay!"

"Don't be ridiculous,"” the man said. He hefted the heavy bl aster

"Al'l right. Don't get excited." Goodman pulled out his bill-fold, which
contained all he had in the world, and gave its con-tents to the masked man.
The man counted it, and he seened inpressed. "Better than | expected. Thanks,
buddy. Take it easy now. "

He hurried away down a dark street.

Goodnman | ooked wildly around for a policeman, until he renenbered that there
were no police on Tranai. He saw a small cocktail |ounge on the corner with a
neon sign saying Kitty Kat Bar. He hurried into it.

Inside, there was only a bartender, sonberly wi ping gl asses.

"l1've been robbed!" Goodnan shouted at him

"So?" the bartender said, not even | ooking up

"But | thought there wasn't any crine on Tranai."

"There isn't."

"But | was robbed."

"You must be new here," the bartender said, finally | ooking at him

"I just cane in fromTerra."

"Terra? Nervous, hustling sort of =

"Yes, yes," Goodman said. He was getting a little tired of that stereotype
"But how can there be no crine on Tranai if | was robbed?"

"That shoul d be obvious. On Tranai, robbery is no crine."

"But robbery is always a crine!"

"What col or mask was he wearing?"

Goodnman thought for a nmoment. "Bl ack. Black silk."

The bartender nodded. "Then he was a governnent tax col-lector.”

"That's a ridiculous way to collect taxes," Goodman snapped.

The bartender set a Tranai Special in front of Goodman. "Try to see this in
ternms of the general welfare. The government has to have sonme noney. By
collecting it this way, we can avoid the necessity of an inconme tax, with al
its complicated | egal and |egislative apparatus. And in terns of nental
health, it's far better to extract nmoney in a short, quick, painless operation
than to permt the citizen to worry all year |ong about paying at a specific
date.™

Goodnman downed his drink and the bartender set up an-other

"But," Goodman said, "I thought this was a society based upon the concepts of
free will and individual initiative."

"It is," the bartender told him "Then surely the government, what little
there is of it, has the same right to free will as any private citizen, hasn't
it?"

Goodnman couldn't quite figure that out, so he finished his second drink
"Could | have another of those? I'll pay you as soon as | can."

"Sure, sure
for hinself.
Goodnan said, "You asked me what color his mask was. Wy?"

the bartender said good-naturedly, pouring another drink and one



"Black is the governnent mask color. Private citizens wear white masks."

"You mean that private citizens conmt robbery al so?"

"Well, certainly! That's our method of wealth distribution. Mney is equalized
wi t hout governnent intervention, wthout even taxation, entirely in terms of

i ndividual initiative." The bartender nodded enphatically. "And it works
perfectly, too. Robbery is a great |eveler, you know "

"I suppose it is," Goodnman admitted, finishing his third drink. "If |
understand correctly, then, any citizen can pack a blaster, put on a nmask, and
go out and rob."

"Exactly," the bartender said. "Wthin limts, of course."

Goodnman snorted. "If that's how it works, | can play that way. Could you | oan
me a nmask? And a gun?"

The bartender reached under the bar. "Be sure to return them though. Famly
hei rl oons. "

"I'"ll return them" Goodman proni sed. "And when | cone back, 1'll pay for ny
drinks."

He slipped the blaster into his belt, donned the mask and left the bar. If
this was how things worked on Tranai, he could adjust all right. Rob him
woul d they? He'd rob themright back and then sone!

He found a suitably dark street corner and huddled in the shadows, waiting.
Presently he heard footsteps and, peering around the corner, saw a portly,

wel | -dressed Tranai an hurryi ng down the street.

Goodnman stepped in front of him snarling, "Hold it, buddy."

The Tranai an stopped and | ooked at Goodman's blaster. "Hmm Using a

wi de-aperture Drog 3, eh? Rather an ol d-fashi oned weapon. How do you like it?"

"It's fine," Goodman said. "Hand over your—

"Slow trigger action, though," the Tranai an nused. "Per-sonally, | recomend a
M1 s-Sleeven needier. As it happens, |'ma sales representative for Sleeven
Arms. | could get you a very good price on a trade-in—=

"Hand over your noney," Goodman barked.

The portly Tranaian smiled. "The basic defect of your Drog 3 is the fact that
it won't fire at all unless you rel ease the safety lock." He reached out and
sl apped the gun out of Goodman's hand. "You see? You coul dn't have done a
thing about it." He started to wal k away.

Goodnan scooped up the blaster, found the safety |lock, released it and hurried
after the Tranai an.

"Stick up your hands," Goodman ordered, beginning to feel slightly desperate.
"No, no, ny good man," the Tranai an said, not even |ooking back. "Only one try
to a customer. Mustn't break the unwitten law, you know "

Goodnman stood and watched until the man turned a corner and was gone. He
checked the Drog 3 carefully and made sure that all safeties were off. Then he
resumed his post.

After an hour's wait, he heard footsteps again. He tightened his grip on the
blaster. This tinme he was going to rob and nothing was going to stop him
"Ckay, buddy," he said, "hands up!"

The victimthis time was a short, stocky Tranaian, dressed in old worknman's

cl othes. He gaped at the gun in Goodman's hand.

"Don't shoot, mister," the Tranaian pl eaded.

That was nore like it! Goodman felt a gl ow of deep satis-faction

"Just don't nove," he warned. "I've got all safeties off."

"I can see that," the stocky man said cringing. "Be careful with that cannon

mster. | ain't noving a hair."
"You'd better not. Hand over your noney."
"Money?"

"Yes; your noney, and be quick about it."

"I don't have any noney," the man whined. "M ster, |I'ma poor man. |'m
poverty-stricken."

"There is no poverty on Tranai," Goodnan said senten-tiously.

"I know. But you can get so close to it, you wouldn't know the difference.
Gve nme a break, mster."



"Haven't you any initiative?" Goodman asked. "If you're poor, why don't you go
out and rob like everybody el se?"

"I just haven't had a chance. First the kid got the whoopi ng cough and | was
up every night with her. Then the derrsin broke down, so | had the wife
yakking at ne all day long. | say there oughta be a spare derrsin in every
house! So she de-cided to clean the place while the derrsin generator was
being fixed and she put ny bl aster sonewhere and she can't renem ber where. So
I was all set to borrow a friend s blaster when—=

"That's enough," Goodman said. "This is a robbery and I'mgoing to rob you of
somet hi ng. Hand over your wallet."

The man snuffled niserably and gave Goodman a worn billfold. Inside it,
Goodnman found one deeglo, the equivalent of a Terran dollar

"It's all | got," the man snuffled mserably, "but you're welcone to it. |
know how it is, standing on a drafty street corner all night—=

"Keep it," Goodman said, handing the billfold back to the man and wal ki ng of f.
"Cee, thanks, mster!"

Goodnan didn't answer. Disconsolately, he returned to the Kitty Kat Bar and
gave back the bartender's blaster and mask. \Wen he expl ai ned what had
happened, the bartender burst into rude |aughter

"Didn't have any noney! Man, that's the oldest trick in the books. Everybody
carries a fake wall et for robberies—sonme-tinmes two or even three. Did you
search hi n®"

"No, " CGoodrman confessed.

"Brother, are you a greenhorn!"

"I guess | am Look, | really will pay you for those drinks as soon as | can
make some noney."

"Sure, sure," the bartender said. "You better go home and get some sl eep. You
had a busy night."

Goodnman agreed. Wearily he returned to his hotel room and was asl eep as soon
as his head hit the pillow

He reported at the Abbag Hone Robot Works and manfully grappled with the
probl em of disi nproving automata. Even in unhuman work such as this, Terran

i ngenuity began to tell.

Goodnman began to develop a new plastic for the robot's case. It was a
silicone, a relative of the "silly putty" that had appeared on Earth a | ong
whil e back. It had the desired prop-erties of toughness, resiliency and | ong
wear; it would stand a | ot of abuse, too. But the case would shatter

i mediately and with spectacul ar effect upon receiving a kick delivered with
an inpact of thirty pounds or nore.

H s enpl oyer praised himfor this devel opnment, gave hima bonus (which he
sorely needed), and told himto keep working on the idea and, if possible, to
bring the needed inpact down to twenty-three pounds. This, the research
departrment told them was the average frustration kick

He was kept so busy that he had practically no tinme to explore further the
nores and fol kways of Tranai. He did nanage to see the Citizen's Booth. This
uni quely Tranai an institution was housed in a small building on a quiet back
street.

Upon entering, he was confronted by a |l arge board, upon which was listed the
nanes of the present officeholders of Tranai, and their titles. Beside each
nane was a button. The attendant told Goodman that, by pressing a button, a
citizen expressed his disapproval of that official's acts. The pressed button
was automatically registered in Hstory Hall and was a permanent mark agai nst
the of ficehol der.

No minors were allowed to press the buttons, of course. Goodman consi dered
this somewhat ineffectual; but perhaps, he told hinmself, officials on Trana
were differently notivated fromthose on Earth.

He saw Janna al nost every evening and together they ex-plored the many
cultural aspects of Tranai: the cocktail |ounges and novies, the concert
halls, the art exhibitions, the science nuseum the fairs and festivals.
Goodnan carried a blaster and, after several unsuccessful attenpts, robbed a



nmerchant of nearly five hundred deeglo.

Janna was ecstatic over the achievenment, as any sensible Tranaian girl would
be, and they celebrated at the Kitty Kat Bar. Janna's parents agreed that
Goodnman seened to be a good provider.

The followi ng night, the five hundred deegl o—pl us sone of Goodman's bonus
noney—was robbed back, by a man of approximately the size and build of the
bartender at the Kitty Kat, carrying an ancient Drog 3 bl aster

Goodnman consol ed hinself with the thought that the noney was circul ating
freely, as the system had intended.

Then he had anot her triunph. One day at the Abbag Hone Robot Wrks, he

di scovered a conpletely new process for making a robot's case. It was a
special plastic, inmpervious even to serious bunps and falls. The robot owner
had to wear special shoes, with a catalytic agent inbedded in the heels. Wen
he ki cked the robot, the catalyst came in contact with the plastic case, with
i medi ate and gratifying effect.

Abbag was a little uncertain at first; it seemed too gim j mcky. But the
thing caught on like wildfire and the Home Robot Whrks went into the shoe
busi ness as a subsidiary, | selling at |least one pair with every robot.

This horizontal industrial devel opment was very gratifying to the plant's

st ockhol ders and was really nore inmportant than the original catalyst-plastic
di scovery. Goodnman received a substantial raise in pay and a generous bonus.
On the crest of his triunmphant wave, he proposed to Janna and was instantly
accepted. Her parents favored the match; all that remained was to obtain

of ficial sanction fromthe gov-ernnent, since Goodnman was still technically an
alien.

Accordingly, he took a day off fromwork and wal ked down to the Idrig Building
to see Melith. It was a glorious spring day of the sort that Tranai has for
ten nonths out of the year, and Goodman wal ked with a |light and springy step
He was in |love, a success in business, and soon to become a citizen of U opia.
O course, Utopia could use some changes, for even Tranai wasn't quite
perfect. Possibly he should accept the Supreme Presidency, in order to make
the needed refornms. But there was no rush

"Hey, mister," a voice said, "can you spare a deegl 0?"

Goodnan | ooked down and saw, squatting on the pavenent, an unwashed ol d man,
dressed in rags, holding out a tin cup.

"What ?" Goodnan asked.

"Can you spare a deeglo, brother?" the nman repeated in a wheedling voice.
"Hel p a poor man buy a cup of oglo? Haven't eaten in two days, mster."

"This is disgraceful! Wiy don't you get a blaster and go out and rob soneone?"
"I"'mtoo old,"” the man whi npered. "My victinms just |laugh at ne."

"Are you sure you aren't just |lazy?" Goodman asked sternly.

"I"'mnot, sir!" the beggar said. "Just |ook how my hands shake!"

He held out both dirty paws; they trenbl ed.

Goodnman took out his billfold and gave the old nan a deeglo. "I thought there
was no poverty on Tranai. | under-stood that the government took care of the
aged. "

"The government does," said the old man. "Look." He held out his cup. Engraved
on its side was: governnent author-ized BEGGAR, NUMBER DR-43241- 3.

"You mean the governnent makes you do this?" "The governnent lets ne do it,"
the old man told him "Begging is a government job and is reserved for the
aged and

infirm"

"Wy, that's disgraceful!™”

"You must be a stranger here."

"I'"'ma Terran."

"Aha! Nervous, hustling sort of people, aren't you?"

"Qur government does not |et people beg," Goodman said.

"No? What do the old people do? Live off their children? O sit in some hone
for the aged and wait for death by boredon? Not here, young man. On Tranai,
every old man is assured of a governnent job, and one for which he needs no



particul ar skill, although skill helps. Sone apply for indoor work, wthin the
churches and theatres. Ohers |like the excitenent of fairs and carnivals.
Personally, | like it outdoors. My job keeps me out in the sunlight and fresh
air, gives me mld exercise, and hel ps ne neet nmany strange and interesting
peopl e, such as yoursel f."

"But beggi ng!"

"What other work would | be suited for?"

"I don't know. But—but |ook at you! Dirty, unwashed, in

filthy cl othes—=

"These are ny working clothes," the governnent beggar

said. "You should see nme on Sunday."

"You have ot her clothes?"

"I certainly do, and a pleasant little apartnent, and a season box at the
opera, and two Home Robots, and probably nore noney in the bank than you've
seen in your life. It's been pleasant talking to you, young man, and thanks
for your con-tribution. But now | must return to work and suggest you do

i kewi se.”

Goodnman wal ked away, gl ancing over his shoul der at the government beggar. He
observed that the old man seened to be doing a thriving business.

But beggi ng!

Real |y, that sort of thing should be stopped. If he ever assumed the

Presi dency—and quite obvi ously he shoul d—he would | ook into the whole matter
nore carefully.

It seenmed to himthat there had to be a nore dignified answer.

At the Idrig Building, Goodnan told Melith about his marriage plans.

The inmm grations mnister was enthusiastic.

"Wonderful , absolutely wonderful,” he said. "I've known the Viey famly for a
long tinme. They're splendid people. And Janna is a girl any man woul d be proud
of ."

"Aren't there sonme formalities | should go through?" Good-nman asked. "I mean
being an alien and all—=

"None what soever. |'ve decided to dispense with the formali-ties. You can
become a citizen of Tranai, if you wish, by nerely stating your intention
verbally. O you can retain Terran citizenship, with no hard feelings. O you
can do both —be a citizen of Terra and Tranai. |If Terra doesn't mnd, we

certainly don't."

"I think 1'd like to become a citizen of Tranai," Goodman said.

"It's entirely up to you. But if you're thinking about the Presidency, you can
retain Terran status and still hold office. W aren't at all stuffy about that
sort of thing. One of our mpbst successful Suprene Presidents was a
lizard-evol ved chap from Aquarella X ."

"What an enlightened attitude!"

"Sure, give everybody a chance, that's our notto. Now as to your marriage—any
gover nirent enpl oyee can performthe cerenoni es. Supreme President Borg woul d
be happy to do it, this afternoon if you like." Melith wi nked. "The ol d codger
likes to kiss the bride. But |I think he's genuinely fond of you."

"This afternoon?" CGoodman said. "Yes, | would like to be married this
afternoon, if it's all right with Janna."

"It probably will be," Melith assured him "Next, where are you going to live
after the honeynobon? A hotel roomis hardly suitable." He thought for a
monent. "Tell you what—+'ve got a little house on the edge of town. Wy don't
you nmove in there, until you find something better? O stay permanently, if
you like it."

"Real ly," Goodman protested, "you're too generous—

"Think nothing of it. Have you ever thought of becom ng the next inmgrations
m ni ster? You might like the work. No red tape, short hours, good pay—No? GCot
your eye on the Suprene Presidency, eh? Can't blanme you, | suppose.”

Melith dug in his pockets and found two keys. "This is for the front door and
this is for the back. The address is stanped right on them The place is fully
equi pped, including a brand-new derrsin field generator."



"A derrsin?"
"Certainly. No honme on Tranai is conplete without a derrsin stasis field

generator."

Clearing his throat, Goodman said carefully, "I've been meaning to ask
you—exactly what is the stasis field used for?"

"Why, to keep one's wife in," Melith answered. "I thought you knew. "

"I did," said Goodman. "But why?"

"Why?" Melith frowned. Apparently the question had never entered his head.
"Why does one do anything? It's the custom that's all. And very | ogical, too.
You woul dn't want a woman chattering around you all the tinme, night and day."
Goodnman bl ushed, because ever since he had met Janna, he had been thinking how
pl easant it would be to have her around himall the tinme, night and day.

"It hardly seens fair to the wonen," Goodman pointed out.

Melith laughed. "My dear friend, are you preaching the doctrine of equality of
the sexes? Really, it's a conpletely disproved theory. Men and wonen j ust
aren't the same. They're different, no matter what you' ve been told on Terra.
What's good for nmen isn't necessarily—eor even usually—good for wonen."
"Therefore you treat themas inferiors,” Goodnman said, his refornmer's bl ood
begi nning to boil.

"Not at all. We treat themin a different manner frommen, but not in an

i nferior manner. Anyhow, they don't object."

"That's because they haven't been allowed to know any better. Is there any | aw
that requires ne to keep ny wife in the derrsin field?"

"OfF course not. The custom sinply suggests that you keep her out of stasis for
a certain mnimum anount of time every week. No fair incarcerating the little
worran, you know. "

"OfF course not," Goodman said sarcastically. "Mist let her

live some of the time."

"Exactly," Melith said, seeing no sarcasmin what Goodman

said. "You'll catch on."

Goodnman stood up. "ls that all?"

"I guess that's about it. Good luck and all that."

"Thank you," Goodman said stiffly, turned sharply and left.

That afternoon, Suprene President Borg performed the sinple Tranaian marriage
rites at the National Mansion and afterward kissed the bride with zeal. It was
a beautiful cere-nmony and was marred by only one thing.

Hanging on Borg's wall was a rifle, conplete with tel escopic sight and
silencer. It was a twin to Melith's and just as inex-plicable.

Borg took Goodnman to one side and asked, "Have you given any further thought
to the Suprene Presidency?"

"I"'mstill considering it," Goodman said. "I don't really want to hold public
of fi ce—~

"No one does."

"—but there are certain refornms that Tranai needs badly. | think it may be ny

duty to bring themto the attention of the people.”

"That's the spirit," Borg said approvingly. "W haven't had a really
enterprising Suprene President for some tine. Wiy don't you take office right
now? Then you coul d have your honeynmoon in the National Mansion with conplete
privacy."

Goodnman was tenpted. But he didn't want to be bothered by affairs of state on
hi s honeynoon, which was all arranged anyhow. Since Tranai had | asted so | ong
inits present near-utopian condition, it would undoubtedly keep for a few
weeks nore.

"I'I'l consider it when | conme back," Goodnan said.

Borg shrugged. "Well, | guess | can bear the burden a while longer. Ch, here."
He handed Goodnan a seal ed envel ope.

"What's this?"

"Just the standard advice," Borg said. "Hurry, your bride's waiting for you!"
"Come on, Marvin!" Janna called. "W don't want to be late for the spaceship "
Goodnman hurried after her, into the spaceport |inousine. "Good |uck!" her



parents cried. "Good |uck!" Borg shouted.

"Good luck!" added Melith and his wife, and all the guests. On the way to the
spaceport, Goodman opened the envel ope and read the printed sheet wthin:
ADVI CE TO A NEW HUSBAND

You have just been married and you expect, quite naturally, a lifetime of
connubi al bliss. This is perfectly proper, for a happy nmarriage is the
foundati on of good governnent. But you nmust do nore than nerely wish for it.
Good marriage is not yours by divine right. A good marriage nmust be worked
forl

Remenmber that your wife is a human being. She should be allowed a certain
nmeasure of freedom as her inalienable right. W suggest you take her out of
stasis at |east once a week. Too long in stasis is bad for her orientation.
Too much stasis is bad for her conplexion and this will be your |oss as well
as hers.

At intervals, such as vacations and holidays, it's customary to let your wfe
remain out of stasis for an entire day at a tinme, or even two or three days.

It will do no harmand the novelty will do wonders for her state of nind
Keep in m nd these few comon-sense rules and you can be assured of a happy
marri age.

—By the Governnent Marriage Counci

Goodnman slowy tore the card into little bits, and let themdrop to the floor
of the linmousine. His reformng spirit was now t horoughly aroused. He had
known that Tranai was too good to be true. Soneone had to pay for perfection
In this case, it was the wonen.

He had found the first serious flaw in paradise.

"What was that, dear?" Janna asked, |ooking at the bits of paper

"That was sone very foolish advice," Goodman said. "Dear, have you ever

t hought —+eal I y t hought —about the narriage custons of this planet of yours?"
"I don't think I have. Aren't they all right?"

"They are wrong, conpletely won'g. They treat wonen |like toys, like little
doll's that one puts away when one is finished playing. Can't you see that?"'
"I never thought about it."

"Well, you can think about it now," Goodman told her, "because some changes
are going to be made and they're going to start in our hone."

"\What ever you think best, darling," Janna said dutifully. She squeezed his
arm He kissed her.

And then the |inousine reached the spaceport and they got aboard the ship.
Thei r honeynmoon on Doe was like a brief sojourn in a flawless paradi se. The
wonders of Tranai's little nmoon had been built for lovers, and for |overs
only. No businessman cane to Doe for a quick rest; no predatory bachel or
prow ed the paths. The tired, the disillusioned, the |ewdly hopeful all had to
find other hunting grounds. The single rule on Doe, strictly en-forced, was
two by two, joyous and in love, and in no other state admtted.

Thi s was one Tranai an custom that Goodman had no troubl e appreciating.

On the little nmoon, there were neadows of tall grass and deep, green forests
for wal king and cool black |akes in the forests and jagged, spectacul ar
nmount ai ns that begged to be clinbed. Lovers were continually getting lost in
the forests, to their great satisfaction; but not too |lost, for one could
circle the whole nmoon in a day. Thanks to the gentle gravity, no one could
drown in the black |akes, and a fall froma nountaintop was frightening, but
hardl y danger ous.

There were, at strategic locations, little hotels with dimy lit cocktai

| ounges run by friendly, white-haired bartenders. There were gl oony caves
whi ch ran deep (but never too deep) into phosphorescent caverns glittering
with ice, past sluggish underground rivers in which swam great |uni nous fish
with fiery eyes.

The Government Marriage Council had considered these sinple attractions
sufficient and hadn't bothered putting in a golf course, sw nmng pool, horse
track or shuffleboard court. It was felt that once a couple desired these

t hi ngs, the honey-noon was over. Goodman and his bride spent an enchanted week



on Doe and at last returned to Tranai.
After carrying his bride across the threshold of their new home, Goodman's
first act was to unplug the derrsin generator

"My dear," he said, "up to now, | have followed all the cus-toms of Tranai
even when they seened ridiculous to ne. But this is one thing | wll not
sanction. On Terra, | was the founder of the Conmittee for Equal Job

Qoportunities for Wonen. On Terra, we treat our wonen as equals, as

com pani ons, as partners in the adventure of life."

"What a strange concept,"” Janna said, a frown clouding her pretty face.

"Thi nk about it," Goodman urged. "Qur life will be far nore satisfying in this
conpani onabl e manner than if | shut you up in the purdah of the derrsin field.
Don't you agree?"

"You know far nmore than |, dear. You' ve traveled all over the Galaxy, and |'ve
never been out of Port Tranai. If you say it's the best way, then it nust be."
Past a doubt, Goodman thought, she was the nost perfect of wonen.

He returned to his work at the Abbag Home Robot Wirks and was soon deep in
anot her di sinprovenent project. This tine, he conceived the bright idea of
maki ng the robot's joints squeak and grind. The noi se woul d increase the
robot's irri-tation value, thereby making its destruction nore pleasing and
psychol ogi cal ly nore val uable. M. Abbag was overjoyed with the idea, gave him
anot her pay raise, and asked himto have the disinprovenent ready for early
producti on.

Goodnan's first plan was sinply to renove sone of the lubrication ducts. But
he found that friction would then wear out vital parts too soon. That
naturally could not be sanc-tioned.

He began to draw up plans for a built-in squeak-and-grind unit. It had to be
absolutely life-like and yet cause no real wear. It had to be inexpensive and
it had to be small, because the robot's interior was already packed wth

di si nprovenents.

But CGoodnman found that small squeak-producing units sounded artificial. Larger
units were too costly to manufacture or couldn't be fitted inside the robot's
case. He began working several evenings a week, |ost weight, and his tenper
grew edgy.

Janna became a good, dependable wife. H s neals were always ready on tine and
she invariably had a cheerful word for himin the evenings and a synpathetic
ear for his difficulties. During the day, she supervised the cleaning of the
house by the Hone Robots. This took |ess than an hour and afterward she read
books, baked pies, knitted, and destroyed robots.

Goodnman was a little alarmed at this, because Janna de-stroyed them at the
rate of three or four a week. Still, everyone had to have a hobby. He could
afford to indulge her, since he got the machi nes at cost.

Goodnman had reached a conpl ete i mpasse when anot her designer, a man nanmed Dath
Hergo, came up with a novel control. This was based upon a counter-gyroscopic
principle and allowed a robot to enter a roomat a ten-degree list. (Ten
degrees, the research departnent said, was the nost irritating angle of list a
robot could assune.) Mreover, by enploying a random sel ection principle, the
robot would lurch, drunk-enly, annoyingly, at irregular interval s—never
droppi ng anything, but always on the verge of it.

Thi s devel opnent was, quite naturally, hailed as a great advance in

di si nprovenent engi neering. And Goodman found that he could center his
built-in squeak-and-grind unit right in the lurch control. H s nanme was
mentioned in the engineering journals next to that of Dath Hergo.

The new line of Abbag Home Robots was a sensation.

At this time, Goodman decided to take a | eave of absence fromhis job and
assune the Supreme Presidency of Tranai. He felt he owed it to the people. If
Terran ingenuity and know how coul d bring out inprovenents in disinprovenents,
they woul d do even better inproving inprovenents. Tranai was a near-utopia.
Wth his hand on the reins, they could go the rest of the way to perfection
He went down to Melith's office to talk it over

"l suppose there's always room for change,” Melith said thoughtfully. The



i mm gration chief was seated by the wi ndow, idly watching people pass by. "O
course, our present system has been working for quite sone tine and worKking
very well. | don't know what you'd inprove. There's no crime, for exanple—=
"Because you' ve legalized it," Goodman declared. "You've j sinply evaded the
i ssue. "

"W don't see it that way. There's no poverty—

"Because everybody steals. And there's no trouble with ol d peopl e because the
government turns theminto beggars. Really, there's plenty of roomfor change
and i nprovenent."

"Well, perhaps,” Melith said. "But | think— he stopped suddenly, rushed over
to the wall and pulled down the rifle. "There he is!"

Goodnman | ooked out the wi ndow. A man, apparently no different from anyone

el se, was wal king past. He heard a nmuffled click and saw the man stagger, then
drop to the pavenent.

Melith had shot himw th the silenced rifle.

"What did you do that for?" Goodman gasped.

"Potential nurderer,” Melith said.

"What ?"

"OfF course. W don't have any out-and-out crine here, but, being human, we
have to deal with the potentiality."

"What did he do to make hima potential mnurderer?"

"Killed five people,” Melith stated.

"But—€damm it, man, this isn't fair! You didn't arrest him, give hima trial
the benefit of counsel =

"How could 1 ?" Melith asked, slightly annoyed. "W don't have any police to
arrest people with and we don't have any |egal system Good Lord, you didn't
expect ne to just let himgo on, did you? Qur definition of a nurderer is a
killer of ten and he was well on his way. | couldn't just sit idly by. It's ny
duty to protect the people. |I can assure you, | made careful inquiries.”

"It isn't just!" Goodnan shout ed.

"Who ever said it was?" Melith shouted back. "What has justice got to do with
Ut opi a?"

"Everything!" Goodman had cal med hinself with an effort, "Justice is the
basi s of human dignity, human desire—=

"Now you're just using words," Melith said, with his usual good-natured smle
"Try to be realistic. W have created a Uopia for human bei ngs, not for
saints who don't need one. W nust accept the deficiencies of the human
character, not pretend they don't exist. To our way of thinking, a police
apparatus and a legal -judicial systemall tend to create an atnosphere for
crime and an acceptance of crime. It's better, believe ne, not to accept the
possibility of crine at all. The vast majority of the people will go al ong
with you."

"But when crime does turn up as it inevitably does—

"Only the potentiality turns up," Melith insisted stubbornly. "And even that
is much rarer than you would think. Wen it shows up, we deal with it, quickly
and sinmply."

"Suppose you get the wong nman?"

"W can't get the wong man. Not a chance of it."

"Why not ?"

"Because," Melith said, "anyone di sposed of by a govern-ment official is, by
definition and by unwitten law, a potential crimnal."

Marvi n Goodrman was silent for a while. Then he said, "I see that the
government has nore power than | thought at first."

"It does,” Melith said. "But not as much as you now i nagi ne."

Goodnman smiled ironically. "And is the Suprene Presidency still mine for the
aski ng?"

"OfF course. And with no strings attached. Do you want it?"

Goodnman thought deeply for a monent. Did he really want it? Well, soneone had

to rule. Soneone had to protect the people. Soneone had to make a few reforms
in this Utopian madhouse.



"Yes, | want it," Goodman said.

The door burst open and Supreme President Borg rushed in. "Wnderful

Perfectly wonderful! You can nmove into the National Mansion today. |'ve been
packed for a week, waiting for you to make up your nind."

' There nust be certain formalities to go through—=

"No formalities," Borg said, his face shining with perspira-tion. "None

what soever. All we do is hand over the Presidential Seal; then I'Il go down
and take ny nane off the rolls and put yours on."

Goodnman | ooked at Melith. The inmigration nminister's round face was

expr essi onl ess.

"Al'l right," Goodman said.

Borg reached for the Presidential Seal, started to renove it fromhis neck—
It expl oded suddenly and violently.

Goodnman found hinmself staring in horror at Borg's red, ruined head. The
Supreme President tottered for a noment, then slid to the floor

Melith took off his jacket and threw it over Borg's head. Goodnman backed to a
chair and fell into it. H s nouth opened, but no words cane out.

"It"'s really a pity,” Melith said. "He was so near the end of his term |

war ned hi m agai nst |icensing that new spaceport. The citizens won't approve, |
told him But he was sure they would like to have two spaceports. Well, he was
wr ong. "

"Do you mean—+ nean—how-what =

"Al'l government officials,"” Melith explained, "wear the badge of office, which
contains a traditional amount of tessium an explosive you may have heard of.
The charge is radio-controlled fromthe Ctizens Booth. Any citizen has access
to the Booth, for the purpose of expressing his disapproval of the
government." Melith sighed. "This will go down as a pernmanent black mark

agai nst poor Borg's record.”

"You |l et the people express their disapproval by blowi ng up officials?"
Goodman croaked, appalled

"It's the only way that nmeans anything," said Melith "Check and bal ance. Just
as the people are in our hands, so we are in the people's hands."

"And that's why he wanted ne to take over his term Wy didn't anyone tel

ne?"

"You didn't ask,"” Melith said, with the suspicion of a smle, "Don't | ook so
horrified. Assassination is always possible, you know, on any pl anet, under
any governnment. We try to nmake it a constructive thing. Under this system the
peopl e never | ose touch with the government, and the governnent never tries to
assune dictatorial powers. And, since everyone knows he can turn to the
Citizens Booth, you'd be surprised how sparingly it's used. O course, there
are al ways hot heads—

Goodnan got to his feet and started to the door, not |ooking at Borg' s body.
"Don't you still want the Presidency?" asked Melith.

"Nol '

"That's so like you Terrans," Melith remarked sadly. "You want responsibility
only if it doesn't incur risk. That's the wong attitude for running a

gover nment . "

"You may be right,"’
He hurried hone.
Hs mind was in a conplete turnoil when he entered his house. Was Tranai a

Ut opia or a planetw de insane asylun? Was there nuch difference? For the first
time in his life, Goodnman was wondering if Utopia was worth having. Wasn't it
better to strive for perfection than to possess it? To have ideals rather than
to live by then? If justice was a fallacy, wasn't the fallacy better than the
truth?

O was it? Goodnman was a sadly confused young man when he shuffled into his
house and found his wife in the arns of another man.

The scene had a terrible slownotion clarity in his eyes. It seened to take
Janna forever to rise to her feet, straighten her disarranged clothing and
stare at hi m open-nouthed. The man—a tall, good-Iooking fellow whom Goodman

Goodnan said. "I'mjust glad I found out in tinme."



had never before seen—appeared too startled to speak. He made small, ainmnless
gestures, brushing the |apel of his jacket, pulling down, his cuffs.

Then, tentatively, the nman sml ed.

"Well!" CGoodnman said. It was feeble enough, under the circunstances, but it
had its effect. Janna started to cry.

"Terribly sorry,"” the man nurmured. "Didn't expect you home for hours. This
must conme as a shock to you. I"'mterribly sorry.”

The one thing Goodman hadn't expected or wanted was synpathy fromhis wife's
| over. He ignored the man and stared at the weeping Janna.

"Well, what did you expect?" Janna screamed at hi msud-denly. "I had to! You
didn't |ove nme!"

"Didn't |ove you! How can you say that?"

"Because of the way you treated ne."

"I loved you very nuch, Janna," he said softly.

"You didn't!" she shrilled, throw ng back her head. "Just | ook at the way you
treated me. You kept nme around all day, every day, doing housework, cooking,
sitting. Marvin, | could feel nyself aging. Day after day, the sane weary,
stupid routine. And nost of the time, when you cane home, you were too tired
to even notice me. Al you could tal k about was your stupid robots! | was
bei ng wasted, Marvin, wasted!"

It suddenly occurred to Goodman that his w fe was un-hinged. Very gently he
said, "But, Janna, that's how life is. A husband and wife settle into a
conpani onabl e situation. They age together side by side. It can't all be high
spot s—

"But of course it can! Try to understand, Marvin. It can, on Tranai—for a
worman! "

"I't's inpossible," Goodman said.

"On Tranai, a woman expects a life of enjoynment and pleasure. It's her right,
just as nmen have their rights. She expects to cone out of stasis and find a
little party prepared, or a walk in the noonlight, or a swm or a novie." She
began to cry again. "But you were so smart. You had to change it. | should
have known better than to trust a Terran."

The other man sighed and lighted a cigarette.

"I know you can't help being an alien, Marvin," Janna said.

"But I do want you to understand. Love isn't everything. A

worman nmust be practical, too. The way things were going, |

-woul d have been an old wonman while all ny friends were stil

young. "

"Still young?" Goodman repeated bl ankly.

"Of course," the man said. "A woman doesn't age in the derrsin field."
"But the whole thing is ghastly," said Goodman. "My wife would still be a

young wonman when | was old."

"That's just when you'd appreciate a young wonman," Janna said.

"But how about you?" Goodman asked. "Wbuld you appre-ciate an old nan?"

"He still doesn't understand," the man said.

"Marvin, try. Isn't it clear yet? Throughout your life, you would have a young
and beautiful woman whose only desire would be to pl ease you. And when you

di ed—don't | ook shocked, dear; everybody di es—when you died, | would still be
young, and by law l'd inherit all your noney."

"I"mbeginning to see," Goodnan said. "I suppose that's another accepted phase
of Tranaian |ife—the wealthy young wi dow who can pursue her own pleasures.”
"Naturally. In this way, everything is for the best for everybody. The man has
a young wi fe whom he sees only when he wi shes. He has his conplete freedom and
a nice hone as well. The worman is relieved of all the dullness of ordinary
living and, while she can still enjoy it, is well provided for."

"You shoul d have told nme," Goodman conpl ai ned.

"I thought you knew," Janna said, "since you thought you had a better way. But
| can see that you woul d never have understood, because you're so

nai ' ve—though | nust admt it's one of your charnms."” She smled wistfully.
"Besides, if | told you, I would never have met Rondo."



The man bowed slightly. "I was |eaving sanples of Greah's Confections. You can
i magi ne ny surprise when | found this | ovely young wonan out of stasis. | mean
it was like a story-book tale cone true. One never expects old |legends to
happen, so you nust adnmit that there's a certain appeal when they do."

"Do you | ove hinP" Goodman asked heavily.

"Yes," said Janna. "Rondo cares -for me. He's going to keep ne in stasis |ong
enough to make up for the tine I've lost. It's a sacrifice on his part, but
Rondo has a gene'rous nature."

"If that's howit is,"” Goodman said glumy, "I certainly won't stand in your
way. | ama civilized being, after all. You may have a divorce."

He fol ded his arns across his chest, feeling quite noble. But he was dimy
aware that his decision stermed not so nuch fromnobility as froma sudden
violent distaste for all things Tranaian

"We have no divorce on Tranai," Rondo said.

"No?" Goodman felt a cold chill run down his spine.

A bl aster appeared in Rondo's hand. "It would be too unsettling, you know, if
peopl e were al ways swappi ng around. There's only one way to change a narita
status."

"But this is revolting!" Goodman blurted, backing away. "It's agai nst al
decency!"

"Not if the wife desires it. And that, by the by, is another excellent reason
for keeping one's spouse in stasis. Have | your perm ssion, ny dear?"

"Forgive me, Marvin," Janna said. She closed her eyes. "Yes!"

Rondo | evel ed the blaster. Wthout a nmonent's hesitation, Goodman dived
head-first out the nearest wi ndow. Rondo's shot fanned right over him

"See here!" Rondo called. "Show sone spirit, man. Stand up to it!"

Goodnman had | anded heavily on his shoul der. He was up at once, sprinting, and
Rondo' s second shot scorched his arm Then he ducked behind a house and was
monentarily safe. He didn't stop to think about it. Running for all he was
worth, he headed for the spaceport.

Fortunately, a ship was preparing for blastoff and took himto g Moree. From
there he wired to Tranai for his funds and bought passage to Hi gastoneritreia,
where the authorities accused himof being a Ding spy. The charge couldn't
stick, since the D ngans were an anphi bi ous race, and Goodman al nost drowned
proving to everyone's satisfaction that he could breathe only air.

A drone transport took himto the double planet M/anti, past Seves, O go and
M. He hired a bush pilot to take himto Bellisnmoranti, where the influence of
Terra began. Fromthere, a |ocal spaceline transported himpast the Galactic
VWhirl and, after stopping at Oyster, Lekung, Pankang, |nchang and Ma-chang,
arrived at Tung-Bradar |V.

H s nmoney was now gone, but he was practically next door to Terra, as
astrononi cal di stances go. He was able to work his passage to Qunmb, and from
Qune to Legis Il. There the Interstellar Travelers Aid Society arranged a
berth for himand at last he arrived back on Earth.

Goodnan has settled down in Seakirk, New Jersey, where a man is perfectly safe
as long as he pays his taxes. He holds the post of Chief Robotic Technician
for the Seakirk Construction Corporation and has married a small, dark, quiet
girl, who obviously adores him although he rarely lets her out of the house.
He and ol d Captain Savage go frequently to Eddie's Mpon-1light Bar, drink
Tranai Specials, and talk of Tranai the Bl essed, where The Way has been found
and Man is no |longer bound to The Weel. On such occasi ons, Goodman conpl ai ns
of a touch of space nal ari a—because of it, he can never go back into space,
can never return to Tranai

There is always an admiring audi ence on these nights.

Goodnan has recently organi zed, with Captain Savage's hel p, the Seakirk League
to Take the Vote from Wrnen. They are its only nmenbers, but as Goodman puts
it, when did that ever stop a crusader?



THE BATTLE

Supreme CGeneral Fetterer barked “At ease!” as he hurried into the comand
room oediently, his three generals stood at ease.

“We haven’t nuch tinme,” Fetterer said, glancing at his watch. “W’' |l go over
the plan of battle again.”

He wal ked to the wall and unrolled a gigantic nap of the Sahara Desert.
“According to our best theological information, Satan is going to present his
forces at these co-ordinates.” He indicated the place with a blunt forefinger

“In the front rank there will be the devils, denobns, succubi, incubi, and the
rest of the ratings. Bael will command the right flank, Buer the left. His
Satanic Majesty will hold the centre.”

“Rat her nedi eval ,” CGeneral Dell rmurnured.

Ceneral Fetterer’s aide cane in, his face shining and happy with the thought

of the Com ng.

“Sir,” he said, “the priest is outside again.”

“Stand to attention, soldier,” Fetterer said sternly. “There’s still a battle
to be fought and won.”

“Yes sir,” the aide said, and stood rigidly, sone of the joy fading fromhis

face.

“The priest, eh?” Suprene General Fetterer rubbed his fingers together

t houghtfully. Ever since the Com ng, since the know edge of the inmnent Last
Battle, the religious workers of the world had nmade a conpl ete nui sance of

t hensel ves. They had stopped their bickering, which was comrendabl e. But now
they were trying to run military business.

“Send him away,” Fetterer said. “He know we’'re planni ng Arnmageddon.”

“Yes sir,” the aide said. He saluted sharply, wheel ed, and marched out.

“To go on,” Suprene Ceneral Fetterer said. “Behind Satan’s first line of
defence will be the resurrected sinners, and various elenental forces of evil.
The fallen angels will act as his bonber corps. Dell’s robot interceptors wll
neet them?”

Ceneral Dell smled grimy.

“Upon contact, MacFee's automatic tank corps will proceed towards the centre
of the line. MacFee's automatic tank corps will proceed towards the centre,”

Fetterer went on, “supported by General Ongin’s robot infantry. Dell will
conmand the H bombing of the rear, which should be tightly massed. | will
thrust with the mechani sed cavalry, here and here.”

The ai de cane back, and stood rigidly at attention. “Sir,” he said, “the
priest refuses to go. He says he nust speak with you.”

Supreme CGeneral Fetterer hesitated before saying no. He renenbered that this
was the Last Battle, and that the religious workers were connected with it. He
decided to give the man five m nutes.

“Show himin,” he said.

The priest wore a plain business suit, to show that he represented no
particular religion. Hs face was tired but determn ned.

“Ceneral,” he said, “I ama representative of all the religious workers of the
world, the priests, rabbis, mnisters, mullahs, and all the rest. W beg of
you, Ceneral, to let us fight in the Lord s battle.”

Supreme CGeneral Fetterer drummed his fingers nervously against his side. He
wanted to stay on friendly terns with these men. Even he, the Suprene
Conmander, might need a good word, when all was said and done ...

“You can understand ny position,” Fetterer said unhappily. “I’ma general.
have a battle to fight.”

“But it's the Last Battle,” the priest said. “It should be the people’'s
battle.”

“It is,” Fetterer said. “It’s being fought by their representatives, the
mlitary.”



The priest didn't ook at all convinced.

Fetterer said, “You wouldn't want to lose this battle, would you? Have Satan
wi n?”

“Of course not,” the priest murnured.

“Then we can’t take any chances,” Fetterer said. “All the governments agreed
on that, didn't they? Ch, it would be very nice to fight Armageddon with the
mass of humanity. Synbolic, you might say. But could we be certain of

vi ctory?”

The priest tried to say something, but Fetterer was tal king rapidly.

“How do we know the strength of Satan’s forces? We sinply nust put forth our
best foot, mlitarily speaking. And that means the automatic armes, the robot
i nterceptors and tanks, the H bonbs.”

The priest |ooked very unhappy. “But it isn't right,’
can find sonme place in your plan for people?”
Fetterer thought about it, but the request was inpossible. The plan of battle
was fully devel oped, beautiful, irresistible. Any introduction of a gross
human el ement would only throw it out of order. No living flesh could stand

t he noi se of that mechanical attack, the energy potentials humming in the air,
the all-enveloping fire power. A human being who came within a hundred niles
of the front would not live to see the eneny.

“I"'mafraid not,” Fetterer said.

“There are some,” the priest said sternly, “who feel that it was an error to
put this in the hands of the mlitary.”

“Sorry,” Fetterer said cheerfully. “That's defeatist talk. If you don’'t mnd
—" He gestured at the door. Wearily the priest left.

“These civilians,” Fetterer nused. “Well gentlenen, are your troops ready?”
“W’re ready to fight for Hm” General MacFee said enthusiastically. “I can
vouch for every automatic in nmy command. Their metal is shining, all relays
have been renewed, and the energy reservoirs are fully charged. Sir, they're
positively itching for battle!”

CGeneral Ongin snapped fully out of his daze. “The ground troops are ready,
sirl”

“Air armready,” CGeneral Dell said.

“Excellent,” General Fetterer said. “All other arrangements have been made.
Television facilities are available for the total population of the world. No
one, rich or poor, will mss the spectacle of the Last Battle.”

“And after the battle - Ceneral Ongin began, and stopped. He | ooked at
Fetterer.

Fetterer frowned deeply. He didn’t know what was supposed to happen after the
Battle. That part of it was, presumably, in the hands of the religious

he said. “Certainly you

agenci es.
“l suppose there' |l be a presentation or sonething,” he said vaguely.
“You nmean we will neet — Hin?” Ceneral Dell asked.

“Don’t really know,” Fetterer said. “But | should think so. After all — |
mean, you know what | nean?”

“But what should we wear?” CGeneral MacFee asked, in a sudden panic. “I nean,
what does one wear ?”

“What do the angels wear?” Fetterer asked Ongin.

“I don’t know,” Ongin said.

“Robes, do you think?” General Dell offered.

“No,” Fetterer said sternly. “We will wear dress uniform without
decorations.”

The general s nodded. It was fitting.

And then it was tine.

CGorgeous in their battle array, the |egions of Hell advanced over the desert.
Hel I i sh pi pes skirled, hollow druns pounded, and the great host noved forward.
In a blinding cloud of sand, CGeneral MacFee’'s automatic tanks hurl ed

t hensel ves against the satanic foe. Imediately, Dell’s automatic bonbers
screeched overhead, hurling their bonbs on the massed horde of the damed.



Fetterer thrust valiantly with his automatic cavalry.

Into this mél ée advanced Ongin's automatic infantry, and netal did what netal
coul d.

The hordes of the dammed overflowed the front, ripping apart tanks and robots.
Aut omat i ¢ mechani sms di ed, bravely defending a patch of sand. Dell’s bonbers
were torn fromthe skies by the fallen angels, |ed by Marchocias, his
griffin's wings beating the air into a tornado.

The thin battered line of robots held, against gigantic presences that smashed
and scattered them and struck terror into the hearts of television viewers in
hones around the world. Like nen, |like heroes the robots thought, trying to
force back the forces of evil

Astaroth shrieked a conmand, and Behenoth | unbered forward. Bael, with a wedge
of devils behind him threw a charge at General Fetterer’s crunbling |eft
flank. Metal screamed, electrons how ed in agony at the inpact.

Supreme CGeneral Fetterer sweated and trenmbl ed, a thousand m | es behind the
firing line. But steadily, nervelessly, he guided the pushing of buttons and
the throwi ng of I|evers.

H s superb corps didn’t disappoint him Mrtally danaged robots swayed to
their feet and fought. Smashed, tranpled, destroyed by the howing fiends, the
robots managed to hold their line. Then the veteran Fifth Corps threwin a
counter-attack, and the eneny front was pierced.

A thousand niles behind the firing line, the generals guided the nopping up
oper at i ons.

“The battle is won,” Suprene General Fetterer whispered, turning away fromthe
tel evision screen. “l congratul ate you, gentlenen.”

The generals smiled wearily.

They | ooked at each other, then broke into a spontaneous shout. Armageddon was
won, and the forces of Satan had been vanqui shed.

But sonet hi ng was happeni ng on their screens.

“I's that — is that =" CGeneral MacFee began, and then couldn’t speak.

For The Presence was upon the battlefield, wal king anong the piles of tw sted,
shattered netal

The generals were silent.

The Presence touched a tw sted robot.

Upon t he snoking desert, the robots began to nove. The tw sted, scored, fused
net al s strai ght ened.

The robots stood on their feet again.

“MacFee,” Suprene General Fetterer whispered. “Try your controls. Mke the
robots kneel or something.”

The general tried, but his controls were dead.

The bodi es of the robots began to rise in the air. Around them were the angels
of the Lord, and the robot tanks and sol diers and bonbers fl oated upward,

hi gher and hi gher.

“He’s saving them” Ongin cried hysterically. “He's saving the robots!”

“It’s a mstake!” Fetterer said. “Quick. Send a nessenger to — no! We will go
in person!”

And qui ckly a ship was conmanded, and quickly they sped to the field of

battle. But by then it was too late, for Armageddon was over, and the robots
gone, and the Lord and his host departed.

Skul ki ng Perm t

Tom Fi sher had no i dea he was about to begin a crimnal career. It was
nmorni ng. The big red sun was just above the horizon, trailing its small yell ow



conpani on. The village, tiny and precise, a unique white dot on the planet's
green expanse, glistened under its two m dsumer suns.

Tom was just waking up inside his cottage. He was a tall, tanned young nan,
with his father's oval eyes and his nmother's easygoing attitude toward
exertion. He was in no hurry; there could be no fishing until the fall rains,
and therefore no real work for a fisher. Until fall, he was going to | oaf and
mend bis fishing poles.

"It's supposed to have a red roof!" he heard Billy Painter shouting outside.
"Churches never have red roofs!" Ed Weaver shouted back

Tom frowned. Not being involved, he had forgotten the changes that had cone
over the village in the |last two weeks. He slipped on a pair of pants and
sauntered out to the village square.

The first thing he saw when he entered the square was a |l arge new sign

readi ng: NO ALIENS ALLONED WTHIN CITY LIMTS. There were no aliens on the
entire planet of New Del aware. There was nothing but forest, and this one
village. The sign was purely a statenent of policy.

The square itself contained a church, a jail and a post office, al
constructed in the last two frantic weeks and set in a neat row facing the
mar ket. No one knew what to do with these buildings; the village had gone

al ong nicely without them for over two hundred years. But now, of course, they
had to be built.

Ed Weaver was standing in front of the new church, squinting upward. Billy
Pai nt er was bal anced precariously on the church's steep roof, his blond

nmust ache bristling indignantly. A small crowd had gat hered.

"Dam it, man," Billy Painter was saying, "I tell you | was reading about it
just last week. Wiite roof, okay. Red roof, never."

"You're mixing it up with sonething else," Waver said. "How about it, Ton®"
Tom shrugged, having no opinion to offer. Just then, the nmayor bustled up
perspiring freely, his shirt flapping over his |arge paunch

"Come down," he called to Billy. "I just looked it up. It's the Little Red
School house, not Churchhouse."

Billy | ooked angry. He had al ways been noody; all Painters were. But since the
mayor made him chief of police |ast week, he had beconme downri ght

t erper anent al .

"We don't have no little school house," Billy argued, hal fway down the | adder
"We' |l just have to build one," the mayor said. "W'll have to hurry, too." He
gl anced at the sky. Involuntarily the crowd gl anced upward. But there was

still nothing in sight.

"Where are the Carpenter boys?" the mayor asked. "Sid, Sam WMarv-—where are
you?"

Sid Carpenter's head appeared through the crowd. He was still on crutches from

| ast nonth when he had fallen out of a tree looking for threstle's eggs; no
Carpenter was worth a damm at tree-climnbing.

"The other boys are at Ed Beer's Tavern,"” Sid said. "Were el se woul d they
be?" Mary Waterman called fromthe crowd.

"Well, you gather themup," the mayor said. "They gotta build up a little
school house, and quick. Tell themto put it up beside the jail." He turned to
Billy Painter, who was back on the ground. "Billy, you paint that school house
a good bright red, inside and out. It's very inportant."

"When do | get a police chief badge?" Billy demanded. "I read that police

chi efs al ways get badges."

"Make yoursel f one," the mayor said. He nmopped his face with his shirttail.
"Sure hot. Don't know why that inspector couldn't have come in wnter

Tom Tom Fi sher! Got an inportant job for you. Cone on, I'Il tell you al

about it."

He put an arm around Tom s shoul ders and they wal ked to the mayor's cottage
past the enpty market, along the village's single paved road. In the old days,
that road had been of packed dirt. But the old days had ended two weeks ago
and now the road was paved with crushed rock. It made barefoot wal king so
unconfortable that the villagers sinply cut across each other's |awns. The



mayor, though, wal ked on it out of principle.

"Now | ook, Mayor, I'mon ny vacati on—=

"Can't have any vacations now," the mayor said. "Not now, He's due any day."
He ushered Tominside his cottage and sat down in the big arncthair, which had
been pushed as close to the interstellar radi o as possible.

"Tom" the mayor said directly, "how would you |ike to be a crim nal?"

"l don't know," said Tom "What's a crimnal?"

Squirm ng unconfortably in his chair, the mayor rested a hand on the radio for
authority. "It's this way," he said, and began to expl ain.

Tom |listened, but the nore he heard, the less he liked, It was all the fault
of that interstellar radi o, he decided. Wiy hadn't it really been broken?

No one had believed it could work. It had gathered dust in the office of one
mayor after another, for generations, the last silent link with Mother Earth.
Two hundred years ago. Earth tal ked with New Del aware, and with Ford 1V, Al pha
Centauri, Nueva Espana, and the other colonies that nade up the United
Denmocraci es of Earth. Then all conversations stopped.

There seened to be a war on Earth. New Del aware, with its one village, was too
small and too distant to take part. They waited for news, but no news cane.
And then plague struck the village, w ping out three-quarters of the

i nhabi t ants.

Slowy the village healed. The villagers adopted their own ways of doing

t hi ngs. They forgot Earth.

Two hundred years passed.

And then, two weeks ago, the ancient radio had coughed itself into life. For
hours, it growl ed and spat static, while the inhabitants of the village

gat hered around the mayor's cottage, Finally words came out: " hear ne,
New Del aware? Do you hear ne?"
"Yes, yes, we hear you," the mayor said. "The colony is still there?" "It

certainly is," the mayor said proudly. The voice became stern and offi cial
"There has been no contact with the Quter Colonies for sone tine, due to
unsettled conditions here. But that's over, except for a little nopping up
You of New Del aware are still a colony of Inperial Earth and subject to her

| aws. Do you acknow edge the status?"

The mayor hesitated. Al the books referred to Earth as the United
Denmocracies. Wll, in two centuries, names coul d change.

"We are still loyal to Earth," the mayor said with dignity. "Excellent. That
saves us the trouble of sending an expeditionary force. A resident inspector
wi Il be dispatched to you fromthe nearest point, to ascertain whether you
conformto the custonms, institutions and traditions of Earth." "What?" the
mayor asked, worried.

The stern voice becane hi gher-pitched. "You realize, of course, that there is
roomfor only one intelligent species in the Universe—Man! All others must be
suppressed, w ped out, annihilated. W can tolerate no aliens sneaking around
us. |'msure you understand, General." "I'mnot a general. |I'ma mayor."
"You're in charge, aren't you?" "Yes, but—=-

"Then you are a general. Permit me to continue. In this

gal axy, there is no roomfor aliens. None! Nor is there room

for deviant human cultures, which, by definition, are alien.

It is inpossible to adnminister an enpire when everyone does

as he pleases. There nmust be order, no matter what the cost."

The mayor gul ped hard and stared at the radio.

"Be sure you're running an Earth col ony, CGeneral, with no

radi cal departures fromthe norm such as free will,, free |ove,

free elections, or anything el se on the proscribed list. Those

things are alien, and we're pretty rough on aliens. Get your

colony in order, Ceneral. The inspector will call in about

two weeks. That is all."

The village held an i medi ate neeting, to deternine how best to conformwth
the Earth mandate. Al they could do was hastily nodel thensel ves upon the
Earth pattern as shown in their ancient books.



"I don't see why there has to be a crimnal," Tom said.

"That's a very inmportant part of Earth society," the mayor explained. "Al the
books agree on it. The crimnal is as inportant as the postman, say, or the
police chief. Unlike them the crimnal is engaged in anti-social work. He

wor ks agai nst society, Tom If you don't have peopl e working agai nst society,
how can you have people working for it? There'd be no jobs for themto do."
Tom shook his head. "I just don't see it."

"Be reasonable, Tom W have to have earthly things. Like paved roads. Al the
books mention that. And churches, and school houses, and jails. And all the
books mention crinme."”

"I won't do it," Tom said.
"Put yourself in nmy position

the mayor begged. "This inspector comes and

nmeets Billy Painter, our police chief. He asks to see the jail. Then he says,
"No prisoners? | answer, 'Of course not. W don't have any crine here.' 'No
crime?" he says. 'But Earth col onies always have crime. You know that.' 'We
don't,' | answer. 'Didn't even know what it was until we |ooked up the word

| ast week.' 'Then why did you build a jail? he asks ne. 'Wiy did you appoi nt
a police chief?'"

The mayor paused for breath. "You see? The whole thing falls through. He sees
at once that we're not truly earthlike. We're faking it. W' re aliens!"

"Hrmm " Tom said, inpressed in spite of hinself.

"This way," the mayor went on quickly, "I can say, 'Cer-tainly we've got crine
here, just like on Earth. W' ve got a conbination thief and nurderer. Poor
fell ow had a bad up-bringing and he's mal adj usted. Qur police chief has sone

clues, though. W expect an arrest within twenty-four hours. We'll lock himin
the jail, then rehabilitate him™"
"What's rehabilitate?" Tom asked.
"I"'mnot sure. I'll worry about that when | conme to it. But now do you see how

necessary crime is?"

"l suppose so. But why ne?"

"Can't spare anyone else. And you' ve got narrow eyes. Crimnals always have
narrow eyes."

"They aren't that narrow. They're no narrower than Ed Waver's—

"Tom please," the mayor said. "We're all doing our part. You want to help,
don't you?"

"l suppose so," Tomrepeated wearily. "Fine. You're our crimnal. Here, this
makes it legal." He handed Tom a docunent. It read: SKULKING PERM T. Know al
Men by these Presents that Tom Fisher is a Duly Authorized Thief and Mirderer.
He is hereby required to Skulk in Dismal Alleys, Haunt Places of Low Repute
and Break the Law.

Tomread it through tw ce, then asked, "What law?" "I'll let you know as fast
as | make themup," the mayor said. "All Earth col onies have laws." "But what
do | do?"

"You steal. And kill. That shoul d be easy enough.” The nayor wal ked to his

bookcase and took down ancient volunes entitled The Crimnal and his
Envi ronment, Psychol ogy of the Slayer, and Studies in Thief Mdtivation.

"These' |l give you everything you need to know. Steal as much as you like. One
mur der shoul d be enough, though. No sense overdoing it."
"Right," Tom nodded. "I guess |I'll catch on." He picked up the books and

returned to his cottage. It was very hot and all the talk about crine had
puzzl ed and wearied him He lay down on his bed and began to go through the
anci ent books.

There was a knock on his door. "Come in," Tomcalled, rubbing his tired eyes.
Marv Carpenter, oldest and tallest of the red-headed Carpenter boys, came in,
followed by old Jed Farnmer. They were carrying a small sack

"You the town crimnal, Ton?" Marv asked. "Looks like it."

"Then this is for you." They put the sack on the floor and took fromit a

hat chet, two knives, a short spear, a club and a bl ackj ack.

"What's all that?" Tom asked, sitting upright. "Wapons, of course," Jed
Farnmer said testily. "You can't be a real crimnal wthout weapons."



Tom scratched his head. "lIs that a fact?"

"You'd better start figuring these things out for yourself,"” Farmer went on in
his inpatient voice. "Can't expect us to do everything for you."

Marv Carpenter wi nked at Tom "Jed's sore because the nayor nmade hi m our

post man. "

"I'"ll do ny part," Jed said. "I just don't like having to wite all those
letters."”

"Can't be too hard," Marv Carpenter said, grinning. "The postnen do it on
Earth and they got a |lot nore people there. Gook luck, Tom"

They left.

Tom bent down and examni ned t he weapons. He knew what they were; the old books
were full of them But no one had ever actually used a weapon on New Del aware.
The only native animals on the planet were small, furry, and confirmed eaters
of grass. As for turning a weapon on a fellow villager-why woul d anybody want
to do that?

He pi cked up one of the knives. It was cold. He touched the point. It was
shar p.

Tom began to pace the floor, staring at the weapons. They gave hima queer
sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. He deci ded he had been hasty in
accepting the job.

But there was no sense worrying about it yet. He still had those books to
read. After that, perhaps he could make sone sense out of the whole thing.

He read for several hours, stopping only to eat a light lunch. The books were
under st andabl e enough; the various crimnal methods were clearly explained,
sometines with diagrans. But the whol e thing was unreasonabl e. Wat was the
pur pose of crime? Wiomdid it benefit? What did people get out of it?

The books didn't explain that. He | eafed through them |ooking at the

phot ographed faces of crimnals.. They | ooked very serious and dedi cated,
extremely conscious of the significance of their work to society.

Tom wi shed he could find out what that significance was. It would probably
make things much easier.

"Ton?" he heard the mayor call from outside.

"I"'min here, Mayor," Tom said.

The door opened and the mayor peered in. Behind himwere Jane Farner, Mary

Wat erman and Alice Cook. "How about it, Ton?" the mayor asked. "How about
what ?" " How about getting to work?"

Tom grinned sel f-consciously. "I was going to,"'
books, trying to figure out—=

The three mi ddl e-aged | adies glared at him and Tom stopped i n enbarrassnent.
"You're taking your time reading,” Aice Cook said. "Everyone else is outside
wor ki ng," said Jane Farnmer. "What's so hard about stealing?" Mary Waterman
chal | enged.

"It's true," the mayor told him "That inspector mght be here any day now and
we don't have a crine to show him" "Al'l right, all right," Tom said.

He stuck a knife and a blackjack in his belt, put the sack in his pocket—for

| oot —and st al ked out.

But where was he going? It was mid-afternoon. The market, which was the nost

| ogi cal place to rob, would be enpty until evening. Besides, he didn't want to
conmit a robbery in daylight. It seened unprof essional

He opened his skulking permit and read it through. Required to Haunt Pl aces of
Low Repute .

That was it! He'd haunt a | ow repute place. He could form sone plans there,
get into the mood of the thing. But un-fortunately, the village didn't have
much to choose from There was the Tiny Restaurant, run by the w dowed Anes
sisters, there was Jeff Hern's Lounging Spot, and finally there was Ed Beer's
Tavern.

Ed's place would have to do.

The tavern was a cottage nuch |like the other cottages in the village. It had
one big roomfor guests, a kitchen, and fanmly sleeping quarters. Ed's wife
did the cooking and kept the place as clean as she could, considering her

he said. "I was reading these



ailing back. Ed served the drinks. He was a pale, sleepy-eyed man with a

tal ent for worrying.

"Hell o, Tom" Ed said. "Hear you're our crimnal." "That's right," said Tom
"I"ll take a perricola."

Ed Beer served himthe nonal coholic root extract and anxiously in front of
Tom s table. "How cone you ain't out thieving, TonP"

"I'"mplanning," Tomsaid. "My permt says | have to haunt places of |ow
repute. That's why |I'm here."

"I's that nice?" Ed Beer asked sadly. "This is no place of |ow repute, Tom"
"You serve the worst neals in town," Tom poi nted out.

"I know. My wife can't cook. But there's a friendly atnos-phere here. Fol ks
like it."

"That's all changed, Ed. |'m making this tavern nmy head-quarters."

Ed Beer's shoul ders drooped. "Try to keep a nice place," he nuttered. "A | ot
of thanks you get." He returned to the bar

Tom proceeded to think. He found it amazingly difficult The nore he tried, the
| ess canme out. But he stuck grimy to it.

An hour passed. Richie Farmer, Jed' s youngest son, stuck his head in the door
"You steal anything yet, Ton®"

"Not yet," Tomtold him hunched over his table, still thinking.
The scorching afternoon drifted slowy by. Patches of eve-ning becane visible
t hrough the tavern's small, not too clean wi ndows. A cricket began to chirp

outside, and the first whis-per of night wind stirred the surrounding forest.
Bi g George Waternman and Max Weaver came in for a glass of glava. They sat down
besi de Tom

"How s it goi ng?" George Waterman asked

"Not so good," Tomsaid. "Can't seemto get the hang of this stealing."
"You'll catch on," Waterman said in his slow, ponderous, earnest fashion. "If
anyone could learn it, you can."

"We've got confidence in you, Tom" Waver assured him

Tom t hanked them They drank and | eft. He continued thinking, staring into his
enpty perricola glass.

An hour |ater, Ed Beer cleared his throat apologetically. "It's none of ny
busi ness, Tom but when are you going to steal sonething?"

"Ri ght now," Tom sai d.

He stood up, made sure his weapons were securely in place, and strode out the
door.

Ni ghtly bartering had begun in the narket. Goods were piled carel essly on
benches, or spread over the grass on straw mats. There was no currency, nho
rate of exchange. Ten hand-w ought nails were worth a pail of milk or two
fish, or vice versa, depending on what you had to barter and needed at the
nmonent. No one ever bothered keeping accounts. That was one Earth customthe
mayor was having difficulty introducing.

As Tom Fi sher wal ked down the square, everyone greeted him

"Stealing now, huh, Ton®"

"G to it, boy!"

"You can do it!"

No one in the village had ever w tnessed an actual theft. They considered it
an exotic customof distant Earth and they wanted to see how it worked. They
left their goods and foll owed Tom through the market, watching avidly.

Tom found that his hands were trenbling. He didn't l|ike having so many people
wat ch himsteal. He decided he'd better work fast, while he still had the
nerve.

He stopped abruptly in front of Ms. Mller's fruit-Iladen bench
"Tasty-1ooking geefers,” he said casually.

"They're fresh,” Ms. MIller told him She was a snmall and bright-eyed old
worman. Tom coul d renenber |ong conversa-tions she had had with his nother
back when his parents were alive

"They | ook very tasty," he said, wi shing he had stopped sonewhere el se

i nst ead.



Ch, they are,"” said Ms. MlIler. "I picked themjust this afternoon."

"I's he going to steal now?" someone whi spered

"Sure he is. Watch him" someone whi spered back

Tom pi cked up a bright green geefer and inspected it. The crowd becane
suddenly silent.

"Certainly | ooks very tasty," Tom said, carefully replacing the geefer

The crowd rel eased a | ong-drawn sigh

Max Weaver and his wife and five children were at the next bench. Toni ght they
were displaying two blankets and a shirt. They all smled shyly when Tom cane
over, followed by the crowd.

"That shirt's about your size," Weaver infornmed him He w shed the people
woul d go away and | et Tom work.

"Hrfm " Tom sai d, picking up the shirt.

The crowd stirred expectantly. A girl began to giggle hysterically. Tom
gripped the shirt tightly and opened his | oot bag.

"Just a monent!" Billy Painter pushed his way through. He was wearing a badge
now, an old Earth coin he had polished and pinned to his belt. The expression
on his face was unm stakably official

"What were you doing with that shirt, Ton?" Billy asked.

"Way ... | was just looking at it."
"Just looking at it, huh?" Billy turned away, his hands cl asped behind his
back. Suddenly he whirled and extended a rigid forefinger. "I don't think you

were just looking at it, Tom | think you were planning on stealing it!"
Tomdidn't answer. The tell-tale sack hung linply fromone hand, the shirt
fromthe other.

"As police chief,” Billy went on, "l've got a duty to protect these people.
You' re a suspicious character. | think I'd better [ock you up for further
guesti oni ng. "

Tom hung his head. He hadn't expected this, but it was just as well.

Once he was in jail, it would be all over. And when Billy rel eased him he
coul d get back to fishing.

Suddenly the mayor bounded through the crowd, his shirt flapping wildly around
hi s wai st.

"Billy, what are you doi ng?"

"Doing ny duty, Mayor. Tom here is acting plenty sus-picious. The book says—
"I know what the book says,"” the mayor told him "I gave you the book. You
can't go arresting Tom Not yet."

"But there's no other crimnal in the village,'
"I can't help that," the mayor said.

Billy's lips tightened. "The book tal ks about preventive police work. I'm
supposed to stop crine before it happens.”

The mayor raised his hands and dropped themwearily. "Billy, don't you
understand? This village needs a crimnal record. You have to help, too."
Billy shrugged his shoulders. "All right, Mayor. | was just trying to do ny
job." He turned to go. Then he whirled again on Tom "I1'll still get you.
Remenber —€ri me Does Not Pay." He stal ked of f.

"He's overanbitious, Tom" the nmayor explained. "Forget it. Go ahead and stea
somet hing. Let's get this job over with."

Tom started to edge away toward the green forest outside the village.

"What's wrong, TonP?" the mayor asked worriedly.

"I"'mnot in the nmood any nore," Tom said. "Maybe to-nmorrow ni ght—=

"No, right now," the mayor insisted. "You can't go on putting it off. Come on

Billy com pl ai ned.

we'll all help you."
"Sure we will," Max Weaver said. "Steal the shirt, Tom It's your size
anyhow. "

"How about a nice water jug, Ton®"

"Look at these skeegee nuts over here."

Tom | ooked from bench to bench. As he reached for Wa-ver's shirt, a knife
slipped fromhis belt and dropped to the ground. The crowd cl ucked

sympat hetical | y.



Tom repl aced it, perspiring, knowi ng he |ooked like a but-terfingers. He
reached out, took the shirt and stuffed it into the |oot bag. The crowd

cheer ed.

Tomsmiled faintly, feeling a bit better. "I think I'mgetting the hang of
it."

"Sure you are."

"W knew you could do it."

"Take sonmething el se, boy."

Tom wal ked down the market and hel ped hinmself to a |l ength of rope, a handful
of skeegee nuts and a grass hat.

"I guess that's enough,"” he told the mayor

"Enough for now," the mayor agreed. "This doesn't really count, you know. This
was the same as people giving it to you. Practice, you might say."

"Ch," Tom said, disappointed.

"But you know what you're doing. The next tine it'll be just as easy."

"I suppose it will."

"And don't forget that nurder."

"Is it really necessary?" Tom asked.

"I wish it weren't," the mayor said. "But this colony has been here for over
two hundred years and we haven't had a single nurder. Not onel According to
the records, all the other colonies had lots."

"I suppose we should have one," Tomadmitted. "Ill take care of it.
for his cottage. The crowd gave a rousing cheer as he depart ed.

At honme, Tomlighted a rush Ianp and fixed hinmsel f supper. After eating, he
sat for along tine in his big arncthair. He was dissatisfied with hinself. He
had not really handled the stealing well. Al day he had worried and
hesitated. People had practically had to put things in his hands before he
coul d take them

A fine thief he was!

And there was no excuse for it. Stealing and nurdering were |ike any ot her
necessary jobs. Just because he had never done them before, just because he
could see no sense to them that was no reason to bungle them

He wal ked to the door. It was a fine night, illum nated by a dozen near by
giant stars. The market was deserted again and the village lights were w nking
out .

This was the tine to steal

A thrill ran through himat the thought. He was proud of hinself. That was how
crimnals planned and this was how stealing shoul d be—skul king, |ate at night.
Qui ckly Tom checked his weapons, enptied his | oot sack and wal ked out.

The last rash |lights were extingui shed. Tom noved noi se-1essly through the
village. He cane to Roger Waterman's house. Big Roger had left his spade
propped against a wall. Tom picked it up. Down the block, Ms. Waver's water
jug was in its usual place beside the front door. Tomtook it. On his way
hone, he found a little wooden horse that sonme child had forgotten. It went
with the rest.

He was pl easantly exhilarated, once the goods were safely home. He decided to
make anot her haul

This time he returned with a bronze plaque fromthe mayor's house, Marv
Carpenter's best saw, and Jed Farmer's sickle.

"Not bad,"” he told hinmself. He was catching on. One nore | oad woul d constitute
a good night's work.

This time he found a hanmer and chisel in Ron Stone's shed, and a reed basket
at Alice Cook's house. He was about to take Jeff Hern's rake when he heard a
faint noise. He flattened hinself against a wall

Billy Painter cane prowing quietly along, his badge gleaming in the
starlight. In one hand, he carried a short, heavy club; in the other, a pair
of homenmade handcuffs. In the dimlight, his face was om nous. It was the face
of a man who had pl edged hi nsel f against crine, even though he wasn't really
sure what it was.

Tom held his breath as Billy Painter passed within ten feet of him Slowy Tom

" He headed



backed away.

The | oot sack jingled.

"Who's there?" Billy yelled. Wien no one answered, he turned a slow circle,
peering into the shadows. Tomwas flat-tened against a wall again. He was
fairly sure Billy wouldn't see him Billy had weak eyes because of the funes
of the paint he mixed. Al painters had weak eyes. It was one of the reasons
t hey were noody.

"I's that you, Ton?" Billy asked, in a friendly tone. Tomwas about to answer,
when he noticed that Billy's club was raised in a striking position. He kept
qui et .

"I"l1l get you yet!" Billy shouted.

"Well, get himin the nmorning!" Jeff Hern shouted from his bedroom w ndow.
"Some of us are trying to sleep.”

Billy noved away. \When he was gone, Tom hurried home and dunped his pile of
oot on the floor with the rest. He surveyed his haul proudly. It gave himthe
sense of a job well done.

After a cool drink of glava, Tomwent to bed, falling at once into a peaceful
dream ess sl eep

Next norning, Tom sauntered out to see howthe little red school house was
progressing. The Carpenter boys were hard at work on it, hel ped by severa

vi | | agers.

"How s it com ng?" Tom called out cheerfully.

"Fair," Mary Carpenter said. "lIt'd come along better if | had ny saw. "

"Your saw?" Tom repeated bl ankly.

After a noment, he renenbered that he had stolen it last night. It hadn't
seened to belong to anyone then. The saw and all the rest had been objects to
be stolen. He had never given a thought to the fact that they m ght be used or
needed.

Marv Carpenter asked, "Do you suppose | could use the saw for a while? Just
for an hour or so?"

"I"'mnot sure," Tomsaid, frowning. "It's legally stolen, you know. "

"OfF course it is. But if I could just borrowit—=

"You'd have to give it back."

"Well, naturally I'd give it back," Marv said indignantly. "I wouldn't keep
anything that was legally stolen.™

"lIt's in the house with the rest of the |oot."

Marv thanked himand hurried after it.

Tom began to stroll through the village. He reached the mayor's house. The
mayor was standi ng outside, staring at the sky.

"Tom did you take my bronze plaque?" he asked.

"I certainly did," Tomsaid belligerently.

"Ch. Just wondering." The mayor pointed upward. "See it?"

Tom | ooked. "What ?"

"Bl ack dot near the rimof the small sun."

"Yes. What is it?"

"I"lIl bet it's the inspector's ship. How s your work com ng?"

"Fine," Tomsaid, a trifle unconfortably.

"CGot your nurder planned?"

"I"ve been having a little trouble with that,"” Tom confessed. "To tell the
truth, I haven't nade any progress on it at all."

"Come on in, Tom | want to talk to you."

Inside the cool, shuttered living room the mayor poured two gl asses of glava
and nmotioned Tomto a chair.

"Qur tine is running short," the mayor said gloomly. "The inspector may |and
any hour now. And ny hands are full." He notioned at the interstellar radio.
"That has been tal ki ng agai n. Somet hi ng about a revolt on Deng IV and al

| oyal Earth colonies are to prepare for conscription, whatever that is. |
never even heard of Deng IV, but | have to start worrying about it, in
addition to everything el se.™

He fixed Tomwith a stern stare. "Criminals on Earth conmt dozens of nurders



a day and never even think about it. Al your village wants of you is one
little killing. Is that too much to ask?"

Tom spread his hands nervously. "Do you really think it's necessary?"

"You know it is," the mayor said. "If we're going earthly, we have to go al
the way. This is the only thing hol ding us back. Al the other projects are
right on schedule."

Billy Painter entered, wearing a new official-blue shirt with bright metal
buttons. He sank into a chair.

"Kill anyone yet, Ton®"

The mayor said, "He wants to know if it's necessary."

"OfF course it is," the police chief said. "Read any of the books. You're not
much of a crimnal if you don't comit a murder."

"Who' Il it be, TonP" the mayor asked.

Tom squi rnmed unconfortably in his chair. He rubbed his fingers together
nervously.

"Vl | 2"

"Ch, I'Il kill Jeff Hern," Tom bl urted.

Billy Painter |eaned forward quickly. "Wy?" he asked.

"Why? Way not ?"

"What's your notive?"

"I thought you just wanted a murder,"” Tomretorted. "Wo said anythi ng about
notive?"

"We can't have a fake murder," the police chief explained. "It has to be done
right. And that neans you have to have a proper notive."

Tom t hought for a nmonment. "Well, | don't know Jeff well. Is that a good enough
notive?"

The mayor shook his head. "No, Tom that won't do. Better pick soneone else.”

"Let's see," Tomsaid. "How about George Waterman?" "Wat's the motive?" Billy
asked i medi ately.
"Ch . . . um. . . Wll, I don't like the way Ceorge wal ks. Never did. And

he's noi sy sonetines."

The mayor nodded approvingly. "Sounds good to ne. Wat do you say, Billy?"
"How am | supposed to deduce a notive like that?" Billy asked angrily. "No,

t hat m ght be good enough for a crinme of passion. But you' re a legal crimnal
Tom By definition, you're cold-blooded, ruthless and cunning. You can't kil
someone just because you don't like the way he wal ks. That's silly."

"I'd better think this whole thing over," Tom said, standing up

"Don't take too long," the mayor told him "The sooner it's done, the better."
Tom nodded and started out the door

"Ch, Tom" Billy called. "Don't forget to | eave clues. They're very

i mportant."

"Al'l right," Tomsaid, and left.

Qut side, nost of the villagers were watching the sky. The black dot had grown
i mensely larger. It covered nost of the smaller sun

Tom went to his place of low repute to think things out. Ed Beer had
apparently changed his nmind about the desirability of crimnal elenents. The
tavern was redecorated. There was a large sign, reading: CRRMNAL'S LAIR

I nside, there were new, carefully soiled curtains on the w ndows, bl ocking the
dayl i ght and making the tavern truly a Dismal Retreat. Wapons, hastily carved
out of soft wood, hung on one wall. On another wall was a |arge red splotch
an om nous-1 ooking thing, even though Tomknew it was only Billy Painter's
rootberry red paint.

"Come right in, Tom" Ed Beer said, and led himto the darkest corner in the
room Tom noticed that the tavern was unusually filled for the tinme of day.
Peopl e seenmed to like the idea of being in a genuine crimnal's lair.
Tom si pped a perricola and began to think

He had to commit a nurder

He took out his skulking permt and | ooked it over. Un-pl easant, unpal atabl e,
somet hing he wouldn't normally do, but he did have the | egal obligation

Tom drank his perricola and concentrated on nurder. He told hinmself he was



going to kill someone. He had to snuff out a life. He would nake someone
cease to exist.

But the phrases didn't contain the essence of the act. They were just words.
To clarify his thoughts, he took big, red-headed Marv Carpenter as an exanpl e.
Today, Marv was working on the school house with his borrowed saw. If Tom
killed Marv—ell, Marv woul dn't work any nore

Tom shook his head inpatiently. He still wasn't grasping it.

Al right, here was Marv Carpenter, biggest and, many thought, the pleasantest
of the Carpenter boys. He'd be plan-ing down a piece of wood, grasping the
plane firmly in his large freckled hands, squinting down the |line he had
drawn. Thristy, undoubtedly, and with a small pain in his left shoul der that
Jan Druggi st was unsuccessfully treating.

That was Marv Car penter

Then—

Marv Carpenter sprawl ed on the ground, his eyes glaring open, linbs stiff,
mouth twi sted, no air going in or out his nostrils, no beat to his heart.

Never again to hold a piece of wood in his |large, freckled hands. Never again
to feel the small and really uninportant pain in his shoul der that Jan

Dr uggi st was—

For just a nonent, Tom glinpsed what nurder really was. The vision passed, but
enough of a nenory remained to nake him feel sick

He could live with the thieving. But rmurder, even in the best interests of the
vill age . .

What woul d peopl e think, after they saw what he had just imagi ned? How coul d
he live with then? How could he live with hinmself afterward?

And yet he had to kill. Everybody in the village had a job and that was his.
But whom coul d he murder?

The excitement started later in the day when the interstellar radio was filled
wi th angry voi ces.

"Call that a col ony? Were's the capital ?"

"This is it," the mayor replied.

"Where's your |l anding field?"

"I think it's being used as a pasture,” the mayor said. "I could | ook up where
it was. No ship has | anded here in over—

"The main ship will stay aloft then. Assenble your officials. | am coni ng down
i medi ately."

The entire village gathered around an open field that the inspector

desi gnated. Tom strapped on his weapons and skul ked behind a tree, watching.

A small ship detached itself fromthe big one and dropped swiftly down. It
plumreted toward the field while the villagers held their breaths, certain it
woul d crash. At the last nmonent, jets flared, scorching the grass, and the
ship settled gently to the ground.

The mayor edged forward, followed by Billy Painter. A door in the ship opened,
and four nmen marched out. They held shining netallic instruments that Tom knew
were weapons. After themcane a |arge, red-faced man dressed in black, wearing
four bright nmedals. He was followed by a little man with a winkled face, also
dressed in black. Four nore unifornmed nmen followed him

"Wl come to New Del aware,"” the mayor said

"Thank you, Ceneral," the big man said, shaking the mayor's hand firmy. "I am
I nspector Delumaine. This is M. Gent, ny political adviser."

Grent nodded to the mayor, ignoring his outstretched hand. He was | ooking at
the villagers with an expression of mld disgust.

"W will survey the village," the inspector said, glancing at Gent out of the
corner of his eye. Grent nodded. The uni-fornmed guards cl osed around t hem

Tom foll owed at a safe distance, skulking in true crimnal fashion. In the
village, he hid behind a house to watch the inspection

The mayor pointed out, with pardonable pride, the jail, the post office, the
church and the little red school house. The in-spector seened bew | dered. M.
Grent smled unpleasantly and rubbed his jaw

"As | thought," he told the inspector. "A waste of tine, fuel and a battle



cruiser. This place has nothing of value."

"I"'mnot so sure,"” the inspector said. He turned to the mayor. "But what did
you build them for, General ?"

"Why, to be earthly,"” the mayor said. "W're doing our best, as you can see."
M. Grent whispered sonething in the inspector's ear.

"Tell me," the inspector asked the mayor, "how nany young nen are there in the
vil | age?"

"I beg your pardon?" the mayor said in polite bew | dernment.

"Young nen between the ages of fifteen and sixty," M. Gent explained.

"You see, General, Inperial Mther Earth is engaged in a war. The col onists on
Deng |V and sone ot her col oni es have turned against their birthright. They are
revol ti ng agai nst the absolute authority of Mther Earth."

"I"'msorry to hear that," the mayor said sympathetically.

"W need nen for the space fleet," the inspector told him "Good healthy
fighting nen. Qur reserves are depl eted—=

"W wish,” M. Grent broke in snoothly, "to give all loyal Earth colonists a
chance to fight for Inperial Mdther Earth. W are sure you won't refuse."
"Ch, no," the mayor said. "Certainly not. |I'msure our young nen will be

gl ad—+ nean they don't know nuch about it, but they're all bright boys. They
can learn, | guess."

"You see?" the inspector said to M. Gent. "Sixty, seventy, perhaps a hundred
recruits. Not such a waste after all."

M. Gent still |ooked dubious.

The inspector and his adviser went to the mayor's house for refreshnment. Four
sol di ers acconpani ed them The other four wal ked around the village, hel ping

t hensel ves to anything they found.

Tom hid in the woods nearby to think things over. In the early evening, Ms.
Ed Beer came furtively out of the village. She was a gaunt, grayish-blond

nm ddl e- aged woman, but she noved quite rapidly in spite of her case of
housemai d' s knee. She had a basket with her, covered with a red checkered
napki n.

"Here's your dinner," she said, as soon as she found Tom

"Why . . . thanks," said Tom taken by surprise, "You didn't have to do that."
"I certainly did. Qur tavern is your place of lowrepute, isn't it? Wre
responsi ble for your well-being. And the mayor sent you a nessage."

Tom | ooked up, his mouth full of food. "What is it?"

"He said to hurry up with the nmurder. He's been stalling the inspector and
that nasty little Grent man. But they're going to ask him He's sure of it."
Tom nodded.

"When are you going to do it?" Ms. Beer asked, cocking her head to one side.

"I mustn't tell you," Tom said.

"OfF course you nust. I'ma crimnal's acconplice," Ms. Beer |eaned closer
"That's true," Tomadmtted thoughtfully. "Well, I"'mgoing to do it tonight.
After dark. Tell Billy Painter I'Il leave all the fingerprints |I can, and any

other clues | think of."
"Al'l right, Tom" Ms. Beer said. "Good luck."

Tom wai ted for dark, nmeanwhile watching the village. He noticed that npst of
t he sol di ers had been drinking. They swaggered around as though the villagers
didn't exist. One of themfired his weapon into the air, frightening all the
smal |, furry grass-eaters for mles around.

The inspector and M. Gent were still in the mayor's house.

Ni ght cane. Tomslipped into the village and stationed hinself in an alley
bet ween two houses. He drew his knife and waited.

Soneone was approaching! He tried to renenber his crim-nal methods, but
not hi ng cane. He knew he would just have to do the murder as best he coul d,
and fast.

The person canme up, his figure indistinct in the darkness.

"Way, hello, Tom" It was the mayor. He | ooked at the knife. "Wat are you
doi ng?"

"You said there had to be a nurder, so—



"I didn't nean ne," the mayor said, backing away. "It can't be ne."

"Why not?" Tom asked.

"Well, for one thing, sonmebody has to talk to the inspector. He's waiting for
nme. Sonmeone has to show hi m—=

"Billy Painter can do that," said Tom He grasped the mayor by the shirt
front, raised the knife and ained for the throat. "Nothing personal, of
course,” he added.

"Wait!" the mayor cried. "If there's nothing personal, then you have no
notive!"

Tom | owered the knife, but kept his grasp on the mayor's shirt. "I guess | can
think of one. |I've been pretty sore about you appointing ne crimnal."

"I't was the mayor who appointed you, wasn't it?"

"Vell, sure—=

The mayor pulled Tom out of the shadows, into the bright starlight. "Look!"
Tom gaped. The mayor was dressed in long, sharply creased pants and a tunic
respl endent with nmedals. On each shoul der was a double row of ten stars. Hi s
hat was thickly crusted with gold braid in the shape of conets.

"You see, Ton? |I'mnot the mayor any nore. |'ma Ceneral!"

"What's that got to do with it? You're the sane person, aren't you?"

"Not officially. You missed the cerenony this afternoon. The inspector said
that since | was officially a general, | had to wear a general's uniform It
was a very friendly cerenony. All the Earthnen were grinning and wi nking at ne
and each other."

Rai sing the knife again, Tomheld it as he would to gut a fish.

"Congratul ations,"” he said sincerely, "but you were the mayor when you
appointed ne crimnal, so ny notive still holds."

"But you wouldn't be killing the mayor! You'd be killing a general! And that's
not nurder!"”

"It isn't?" Tom asked. "What is it then?"

"Why, killing a general is nutiny!"

"Ch." Tom put down the knife. He rel eased the mayor. "Sorry."

"Quite all right,"” the nmayor said. "Natural.error. |I've read up on it and you
haven't, of course—no need to." He took a deep breath. "1'd better get back

The inspector wants a list of the men he can draft."

Tom cal l ed out, "Are you sure this nurder is necessary?"

"Yes, absolutely," the mayor said, hurrying away. "Just not ne."

Tom put the knife back in his belt.

Not me, not me. Everyone would feel that way. Yet sonebody had to be rnurdered.
Wio? He couldn't kill hinmself. That would be suicide, which wouldn't count.

He began to shiver, trying not to think of the glinpse he'd had of the reality
of rmurder. The job had to be done.

Soneone el se was coni ng

The person canme nearer. Tom hunched down, his nuscles tightening for the |eap
It was Ms. MIler, returning hone with a bag of vegetables.

Tomtold hinself that it didn't matter whether it was Ms. MIler or anybody
el se. But he couldn't help renmenbering those conversations with his nother
They left himw thout a notive for killing Ms. MIler

She passed by w thout seeing him

He waited for half an hour. Another person wal ked through the dark alley

bet ween t he houses. Tom recogni zed hi mas Max Weaver

Tom had always |iked him But that didn't mean there couldn't be a notive. Al
he could come up with, though, was that Max had a wife and five children who

| oved himand would miss him Tomdidn't want Billy Painter to tell himthat
that was no notive. He drew deeper into the shadow and | et Max go safely by.
The three Carpenter boys came al ong. Tom had pai nful ly been through that
already. He let them pass. Then Roger Waterman approached.

He had no real notive for killing Roger, but he had never been especially
friendly with him Besides, Roger had no chil-dren and his wife wasn't fond of
him Wuld that be enough for Billy Painter to work on?

He knew it wouldn't be ... and the same was true of all the villagers. He had



grown up with these people, shared food and work and fun and grief with them

How coul d he possibly have a notive for killing any of thenf?

But he had to conmmt a nmurder. Hi s skulking permt required it. He couldn't
let the village down. But neither could he kill the people he had known al
his life.

Wait, he told hinself in sudden excitenment. He could kill the inspector

Motive? Way, it would be an even nore heinous crine than nurdering the

mayor —except that the mayor was a general now, of course, and that would only
be mutiny. But even if the mayor were still mayor, the inspector would be a
far nore inmportant victim Tomwould be killing for glory, for fane, for
notoriety. And the murder would show Earth how earthly the colony really was.
They would say, "Crinme is so bad on New Del aware that it's hardly safe to | and
there. A crinmnal actually killed our inspector on the very first day! Worst
crimnal we've come across in all space.”

It woul d be the nost spectacular crime he could cormit, Tomrealized, just the
sort of thing a master crininal would do.

Feeling proud of hinself for the first time in a long while, Tom hurried out
of the alley and over to the mayor's house. He could hear conversation goi ng
on inside.

" sufficiently passive popul ation.'

M. Gent was saying, "Sheeplike, in
fact."

"Makes it rather boring,'
especially."

"Well, what do you expect from backward agrarians? At |east we're getting sone
recruits out of it." M. Gent yawed audibly. "On your feet, guards. We're
goi ng back to the ship."

Guards! Tom had forgotten about them He |ooked doubt-fully at his knife. Even
if he sprang at the inspector, the guards would probably stop himbefore the
mur der could be conmtted. They nust have been trained for just that sort of

t hi ng.

But if he had one of their own weapons ..

He heard the shuffling of feet inside. Tomhurried back into the village.

Near the market, he saw a soldier sitting on a doorstep, singing drunkenly to
hinsel f. Two enpty bottles lay at his feet and his weapon was slung sloppily
over his shoul der.

Tom crept up, drew his blackjack and took aim

The sol di er nust have glinpsed his shadow. He | eaped to his feet, ducking the
stroke of the blackjack. In the same notion, he jabbed with his slung rifle,
catching Tomin the ribs, tore the rifle fromhis shoulder and ai med. Tom

cl osed his eyes and | ashed out with both feet.

He caught the soldier on the knee, knocking himover. Be-fore he could get up
Tom swung t he bl ackj ack

Tom felt the soldier's pul se—no sense killing the wong man—and found it

sati sfactory. He took the weapon, checked to rmake sure he knew which button to
push, and hastened af-ter the Inspector.

Hal fway to the ship, he caught up with them The inspector and Grent were
wal ki ng ahead, the soldiers straggling behind.

Tom noved into the underbrush. He trotted silently along until he was opposite
Grent and the inspector. He took aimand his finger tightened on the trigger.

t he i nspector answered. "For the soldiers

He didn't want to kill Grent, though. He was supposed to comit only one
nmur der .

He ran on, past the inspector's party, and came out on the road in front of
them H s weapon was poised as the party reached him

"What's this?" the inspector demanded. |,

"Stand still," Tomsaid. "The rest of you drop your weapons and nove out of
t he way."

The soldiers noved |like men in shock. One by one they dropped their weapons
and retreated to the underbrush. Grent held his ground.

"What are you doi ng, boy?" he asked.



"I"'mthe town crimnal," Tomstated proudly. "I'mgoing to kill the inspector
Pl ease nove out of the way."

Grent stared at him "Criminal? So that's what the mayor was prattling about."
"I know we haven't had any rmurder in two hundred years," Tom expl ai ned, "but
' m changi ng that right now. Move out of the way!"

Grent | eaped out of the line of fire. The inspector stood al one, swaying
slightly.

Tomtook aim trying to think about the spectacular nature of his crime and
its social value. But he saw the inspector on the ground, eyes glaring open
linbs stiff, nouth twisted, no air going in or out the nostrils, no beat to
the heart.

He tried to force his finger to close on the trigger. Hs mnd could tal k al
it wished about the desirability of crime; his hand knew better

"l can't!" Tom shout ed.

He threw down the gun and sprinted into the underbrush

The inspector wanted to send a search party out for Tom and hang himon the
spot. M. Grent didn't agree. New Del a-ware was all forest. Ten thousand nen
couldn't have caught a fugitive in the forest, if he didn't want to be caught.
The mayor and several villagers came out, to find out about the commotion. The
sol diers formed a holl ow square around the inspector and M. Gent. They stood
wi th weapons ready, their faces set and serious.

And the mayor expl ained everything. The village's uncivil-ized | ack of crinmne.
The job that Tom had been gi ven. How ashaned they were that he had been unabl e
to handle it.

"Why did you give the assignnent to that particular man?" M. Gent asked
"Well," the mayor said, "I figured if anyone could kill, Tomcould. He's a
fisher, you know Pretty gory work."

"Then the rest of you would be equally unable to kill?"

"W woul dn't even get as far as Tomdid," the mayor ad-mitted sadly.

M. Grent and the inspector |ooked at each other, then at the soldiers. The
soldiers were staring at the villagers with wonder and respect. They started
to whi sper anong t hensel ves.

"Attention!" the inspector bellowed. He turned to Grent and said in a | ow
voice, "We'd better get away fromhere. Men in our armes who can't kil

"The nmorale,” M. Gent said. He shuddered. "The possi-bility of infection.
One man in a key position endangering a ship—perhaps a fl eet—because he can't
fire a weapon. It isn't worth the risk."

They ordered the soldiers back to the ship. The soldiers seened to march nore
slow y than usual, and they | ooked back at the village. They whispered

t oget her, even though the inspector was bell ow ng orders.

The small ship took off in a flurry of jets. Soon it was swal-lowed in the

| arge ship. And then the | arge ship was gone.

The edge of the enornpbus watery red sun was just above the horizon

"You can come out now," the mayor called. Tom energed fromthe underbrush,
where he had been hiding, watching everything.

"I bungled it," he said m serably.

"Don't feel bad about it," Billy Painter told him "It was an inpossible job."
"I"'mafraid it was," the mayor said, as they wal ked back to the village. "I

t hought that just possibly you could swing it. But you can't be bl anmed.
There's not another man in the village who coul d have done the job even as
well."

"What' Il we do with these buildings?" Billy Painter asked, motioning at the
jail, the post office, the church, and the little red school house.
The mayor thought deeply for a nmonent. "I know, " he said. "We'Ill build a

pl ayground for the kids. Swi ngs and slides and sandboxes and things."
" Anot her pl ayground?" Tom asked.

"Sure. Wiy not ?"

There was no reason, of course, why not.

"I won't be needing this any nore, | guess,'

Tom sai d, handi ng the skul ki ng



pernmit to the mayor.

"No, | guess not," said the mayor. They watched himsor-rowfully as he tore it
up. "Well, we did our best. It just wasn't good enough."

"I had the chance,"” Tommuttered, "and I let you all down."

Billy Painter put a conforting hand on his shoulder. "It's not your fault,

Tom It's not the fault of any of us. It's just what comes of not being
civilized for two hundred years. Look how long it took Earth to get civilized.
Thousands of years. And we were trying to do it in tw weeks."

"Well, we'll just have to go back to being uncivilized," the mayor said with a
hol | ow attenpt at cheerful ness.

Tom yawned, waved, went home to catch up on lost sleep. Before entering, he

gl anced at the sky.

Thi ck, swollen clouds had gat hered overhead and every one of them had a bl ack
l[ining. The fall rains were al nost here. Soon he could start fishing again.
Now why coul dn't he have thought of the inspector as a fish? He was too tired
to exam ne that as a notive. In any case, it was too late. Earth was gone from
themand civilization had fled for no one knew how many centuries nore.

He sl ept very badly.

Ctizen in
Space

I"'mreally in trouble now, nore trouble than |I ever thought possible. It's a
little difficult to explain how !l got into this ness, so maybe |'d better
start at the beginning.

Ever since | graduated fromtrade school in 1991 I1'd had a good job as sphinx

val ve assenbler on the Starling Spaceship production line. |I really |oved
those big ships, roaring to Cygnus and Al pha Centaurus and all the other
places in the news. | was a young man with a future, | had friends, | even

knew some girls.
But it was no good.
The job was fine, but I couldn't do ny best work with those hi dden caneras

focused on ny hands. Not that | minded the caneras thenselves; it was the
whirring noise they made. | couldn't concentrate.

| conmplained to Internal Security. | told them |ook, why can't | have new,
qui et cameras, |ike everybody el se? But they were too busy to do anything
about it.

Then lots of little things started to bother nme. Like the tape recorder in ny
TV set. The F.B.l, never adjusted it right, and it humed all night |ong.

conpl ained a hundred tines. | told them |ook, nobody el se's recorder huns
that way. Wiy m ne? But they al ways gave ne that speech about wi nning the cold
war, and how they couldn't please everybody.

Things |ike that nake a person feel inferior. |I suspected my government wasn't
interested in ne.
Take nmy Spy, for exanple. | was an 18-D Suspect—the sane classification as the

Vice-President—and this entitled ne to part-time surveillance. But ny
particul ar Spy nust have thought he was a novie actor, because he al ways wore
a stained trench coat and a slouch hat jammed over his eyes.

He was a thin, nervous type, and he followed practically on my heels for fear
of 1osing mne.

Wll, he was trying his best. Spying is a conpetitive busi-ness, and

couldn't help but feel sorry, he was so bad at it. But it was enbarrassing,
just to be associated with him M friends | aughed thensel ves sick whenever |
showed up with himbreathing down the back of ny neck. "Bill," they said, "is



that the best you can do?" And ny girl friends thought he was creepy.

Naturally, | went to the Senate Investigations Conmittee, and said, |ook, why

can't you give ne a trained Spy, like my friends have?

They said they'd see, but I knew | wasn't inportant enough to swing it.

Al these little things put me on edge, and any psychologist will tell you it

doesn't take sonething big to drive you bats. | was sick of being ignored

si ck of being negl ected.

That's when | started to think about Deep Space. There were billions of square

m | es of nothingness out there, dotted with too nany stars to count. There
were enough Earth-type planets for every man, woman and child. There had to be
a spot for ne.

| bought a Universe Light List, and a tattered Galactic Pilot. | read through
the Gravity Tide Book, and the Interstellar Pilot Charts. Finally | figured
knew as nuch as |'d ever know.

Al my savings went into an old Chrysler Star Clipper. This antique |eaked
oxygen along its seans. It had a touchy atomic pile, and spacewarp drives that
m ght throw you practically anywhere. It was dangerous, but the only life

was risking was ny owmn. At |east, that's what | thought.

So | got ny passport, blue clearance, red clearance, nunbers certificate,
space-si ckness shots and deratification papers. At the job | collected ny | ast
day's pay and waved to the cameras. In the apartnment, | packed ny clothes and
sai d good-bye to the recorders. On the street, | shook hands with ny poor Spy
and wi shed hi m | uck.

| had burned ny bridges behind nme. Al that was |eft was final clearance, so
hurried down to the Final Cearance Ofice. Aclerk with white hands and a sun
| anp tan | ooked at ne dubiously.

"Where did you wish to go?" he asked ne. "Space," | said.

"Of course. But where in space?"

"I don't know yet," | said. "Just space. Deep Space. Free Space."

The clerk sighed wearily. "You'll have to be nore explicit than that, if you

want a clearance. Are you going to settle on a eplanet in Anerican Space? O
did you wish to emigrate to British Space? O Dutch Space? O French Space?"

"I didn't know space could be owned," | said. "Then you don't keep up with the
times," he told me, with a superior smrk. "The United States has clai ned al
space between coordi nates 2XA and D2B, except for a small and relatively

uni mportant segment which is claimed by Mexico. The Soviet Union has
coordinates 3DB to LO2—a very bleak region, | can assure you. And then there
is the Belgian Gant, the Chinese G ant, the Ceyl onese Grant, the N gerian

G ant —

| stopped him "Where is Free Space?" | asked. "There is none."
"None at all? How far do the boundary lines extend?" "To infinity,"'
proudly.

For a nonent it fetched ne up short. Somehow | had never-considered the
possibility of every bit of infinite space being owned. But it was natura
enough. After all, sonmebody had to own it.

"I want to go into Anerican Space," | said. It didn't seemto matter at the
time, although it turned out otherw se.

The clerk nodded sullenly. He checked ny records back to the age of five—there
was no sense in going back any further —and gave nme the Final C earance.

The spaceport had my ship all serviced, and | managed to get away wi t hout
blowing a tube. It wasn't until Earth dwi ndled to a pinpoint and di sappeared
behind me that | realized that I was al one.

Fifty hours out | was nmaking a routine inspection of nmy stores, when

observed that one of ny vegetabl e sacks had a shape unlike the other sacks.
Upon opening it | found a girl, where a hundred pounds of potatoes should have
been.

A stowaway. | stared at her, open-nouthed.

"Well," she said, "are you going to help nme out? O would you prefer to close
t he sack and forget the whol e thing?"

| hel ped her out. She said, "Your potatoes are |lunpy."

he told ne



I could have said the sane of her, with considerable ap-proval. She was a
slender girl, for the nost part, with hair the reddish blond color of a
flaring jet, a pert, dirt-snudged face and broodi ng blue eyes. On Earth,

woul d gl adly have wal ked, ten niles to neet her. In space, | wasn't so sure.
"Coul d you give me sonething to eat?" she asked. "All |'ve had since we left
is raw carrots."”

| fixed her a sandwi ch. Wile she ate, | asked, "Wat are you doi ng here?"

"You woul dn't understand," she said, between nouthfuls.

"Sure | would."

She wal ked to a porthole and | ooked out at the spectacle of stars—American
stars, most of them-burning in the void of Anerican space.

"I wanted to be free," she said.

" Huh?"
She sank wearily on ny cot. "I suppose you'd call ne a romantic," she said
quietly. "I"'mthe sort of fool who recites poetry to herself in the black

night, and cries in front of some absurd little statuette. Yellow autumm

| eaves make me trenble, and dew on a green | awn seens |ike the tears of al
Earth. My psychiatrist tells me I'ma msfit."

She cl osed her eyes with a weariness | could appreciate. Standing in a potato
sack for fifty hours can be pretty ex-hausting.

"Earth was getting me down," she said. "I couldn't stand it —the
regi mentation, the discipline, the privation, the cold war, the hot war,
everything. | wanted to laugh in free air, run through green fields, walk

unnol est ed t hrough gl oony for-ests, sing—

"But why did you pick on nme?"

"You were bound for freedom" she said. "Ill leave, if you insist."

That was a pretty silly idea, out in the depths of space. And | couldn't
afford the fuel to turn back

"You can stay," | said.

"Thank you," she said very softly. "You do understand."

"Sure, sure," | said. "But we'll have to get a few things straight. First of
all - But she had fallen asleep on ny cot, with a trusting smle on her |ips.
I mredi ately | searched her handbag. | found five lipsticks, a conpact, a phial

of Venus V perfume, a paper-bound book of poetry, and a badge that read:
Speci al I nvestigator, FBI.

| had suspected it, of course. Grls don't talk that way, but Spies always do.
It was nice to know my government was still |ooking out for me. It nade space
seem | ess | onely.

The ship noved into the depths of American Space. By working fifteen hours out
of twenty-four, | managed to keep ny spacewarp drive in one piece, ny atomc
pil es reasonably cool, and nmy hull seams tight. Mavis O Day (as ny Spy was
naned) made all neals, took care of the Iight housekeeping, and hid a nunber
of small cameras around the ship. They buzzed abom nably, but | pretended not
to notice.

Under the circunstances, however, ny relations with Mss O Day were quite
proper .

The trip was proceedi ng normal | y—even happi |l y—dntil sonet hi ng happened.

| was dozing at the controls. Suddenly an intense light flared on ny starboard

bow. | | eaped backward, knocking over Mavis as she was inserting a new reel of
filminto her number three camera.
"Excuse ne," | said.

"Ch, tranmple ne anytine," she said.

| hel ped her to her feet. Her supple nearness was danger-ously pl easant, and
the tantalizing scent of Venus V tickled ny nostrils.

"You can let ne go now," she said.

"I know," | said, and continued to hold her. My mind in-flamed by her
nearness, | heard nyself saying, "Mvis—+ haven't known you very |ong, but—=
"Yes, Bill?" she asked.

In the madness of the nonent | had forgotten our rel ation-ship of Suspect and
Spy. | don't know what | might have said. But just then a second |ight blazed



out si de t he ship.

| released Mavis and hurried to the controls. Wth difficulty |I throttled the
old Star Cipper to an idle, and | ooked around.

Qutside, in the vast vacuum of space, was a single fragnent of rock. Perched
upon it was a child in a spacesuit, holding a box of flares in one hand and a
tiny spacesuited dog in the other.

Quickly we got himinside and unbuttoned his spacesuit.

"My dog— he said.

"He's all right, son," | told him

"Terribly sorry to break in on you this way," the | ad said.

"Forget it," | said. "What were you doi ng out there?"

"Sir," he began, in treble tones, "I will have to start at the start. My

father was a spaceship test pilot, and he died valiant-ly, trying to break the
light barrier. Mdther recently remarried. Her present husband is a | arge,

bl ack-haired nman with narrow, shifty eyes and tightly conpressed lips. Unti
recently he was enployed as a ribbon clerk in a | arge departnent store.

"He resented nmy presence fromthe beginning. | suppose |I rem nded himof ny
dead father, with ny blond curls, large oval eyes and merry, outgoing ways.

Qur relationship smoul -dered fitfully. Then an uncle of his died (under
suspi ci ous cir-cunstances) and he inherited holdings in British Space.
"Accordingly, we set out in our spaceship. As soon as we reached this deserted
area, he said to nother, 'Rachel, he's old enough to fend for himself.' M

nmot her said, 'Dirk, he's so young!' But soft-hearted, |aughing nother was no
match for the inflexible will of the man | would never call father. He thrust
me into ny spacesuit, handed ne a box of flares, put Flicker into his own
little suit, and said, 'Alad can do all right for hinself in space these

days.' 'Sir," | said, '"there is no planet within two hundred |ight years.'
"You'll make out,' he grinned, and thrust ne upon this spur of rock."

The boy paused for breath, and his dog Flicker | ooked up at ne with noist oval
eyes. | gave the dog a bow of mlk and bread, and watched the | ad eat a

peanut butter and jelly sand-wi ch. Mavis carried the little chap into the bunk
room and tenderly tucked himinto bed.

| returned to the controls, started the ship again, and turned on the

i nt ercom

"Wake up, you little idiot!" |I heard Mavis say.

"Lemme sl eep," the boy answered.

"Wake up! What did Congressional Investigation nean by sending you here? Don't
they realize this is an FBI case?"

"He's been reclassified as a 10-F Suspect,'
surveil l ance. ™"

"Yes, but |I'mhere," Mavis cried.

"You didn't do so well on your |ast case,’
but Security comes first."

"So they send you," Mvis said, sobbing now "A twelve-year-old child-—=

“I'I'l be thirteen in seven nonths."

"A twel ve-year-old child! And |'ve tried so hard! |'ve stud-ied, read books,

t aken evening courses, listened to | ectures—=

"It's a tough break," the boy said synmpathetically. "Person-ally, | want to be
a spaceship test pilot. At nmy age, this is the only way | can get in flying
hours. Do you think he'll let ne fly the ship?"

| snapped off the intercom | should have felt wonderful. Two full-tinme Spies
were watching ne. It nmeant | was really sonmeone, soneone to be watched

But the truth was, ny Spies were only a girl and a twelve-year-old boy. They
nmust have been scraping bottom when they sent those two.

My government was still ignoring ne, inits ow fashion. -

W managed well on the rest of the flight. Young Roy, as the |l ad was call ed,
took over the piloting of the ship, and his dog sat alertly in the co-pilot's
seat. Mavis continued to cook and keep house. | spent ny tine patching seans.
W were as happy a group of Spies and Suspect as you could find.

We found an uninhabited Earth-type planet. Mavis liked it because it was small

the boy said. "That calls for ful

' the boy said. "I'msorry, ma' am



and rather cute, with the green fields and gl oony forests she had read about
in her poetry books. Young Roy liked the clear |akes, and the mountains, which
were just the right height for a boy to clinb.

W | anded, and began to settle.

Young Roy found an inmmediate interest in the animals | aninmated fromthe
Freezer. He appointed hinself guardian of cows and horses, protector of ducks
and geese, defender of pigs and chickens. This kept him so busy that his
reports to the Senate becane fewer and fewer, and finally stopped al-together
You really couldn't expect any nore froma Spy of his age.

And after | had set up the domes and force-seeded a few acres, Mavis and

took long wal ks in the gloony forest, and in the bright green and yell ow
fields that bordered it.

One day we packed a picnic lunch and ate on the edge of a little waterfall.
Mavi s' unbound hair spread lightly over her shoul ders, and there was a distant
enchanted | ook in her blue eyes. All in all, she seened extrenely un-Spylike,
and | had to rem nd nyself over and over of our respective roles.

"Bill," she said after a while.

"Yes?" | said.

"Not hi ng." She tugged at a bl ade of grass.

I couldn't figure that one out. But her hand strayed some-where near mine. CQur
fingertips touched, and cl ung.

W were silent for a long tine. Never had | been so happy.

"Bill?"

"Yes?"

"Bill dear, could you ever—

What she was going to say, and what | mght have answered, | will never know.

At that noment our silence was shattered by the roar of jets. Down fromthe
sky dropped a spaceshi p.

Ed Wal |l ace, the pilot, was a white-haired old man in a slouch hat and a
stained trench coat. He was a sal esnman for Cear-Flo, an outfit that cleansed
water on a planetary basis. Since | had no need for his services, he thanked
me, and left.

But he didn't get very far. H s engines turned over once, and stopped with a
frightening finality.

| 1 ooked over his drive nechanism and found that a sphinx valve had bl own. It
woul d take me a nonth to make hima new one with hand tools.

"This is terribly awkward," he nurnured. "I suppose I'll have to stay here."
"l suppose so," | said.

He | ooked at his ship regretfully. "Can't understand how it happened,” he

sai d.

"Maybe you weakened the val ve when you cut it with a hacksaw," | said, and

wal ked off. | had seen the telltale marks.

M. Wallace pretended not to hear me. That evening | over-heard his report on
the interstellar radio, which functioned perfectly. H's home office,

i nterestingly enough, was not Clear-Flo, but Central Intelligence.

M. Wallace made a good vegetable farmer, even though he spent nmpost of his

ti me sneaking around with canmera and note-book. Hi s presence spurred Young Roy
to greater efforts. Mavis and | stopped wal king in the gloony forest, and
there didn't seemtinme to return to the yellow and green fields, to finish
sone unfini shed sentences.

But our little settlenment prospered. W had other visitors. A nman and his w fe
from Regional Intelligence dropped by, posing as itinerant fruit pickers. They
were followed by two girl photographers, secret representatives of the
Executive Information Bureau, and then there was a young newspaper nan, who
was actually fromthe Idaho Council of Spatial Morals.

Every single one of them blew a sphinx valve when it came tine to | eave.

| didn't know whether to feel proud or ashaned. A half-dozen agents were

wat chi ng me—but every one of themwas a second rater. And invariably, after a
few weeks on ny planet, they becane involved in farmwrk and their Spying
efforts dwi ndl ed to not hing.



| had bitter monments. | pictured nyself as a testing ground for novices,
something to cut their teeth on. |1 was the Suspect they gave to Spies who were
too old or too young, inefficient, scatterbrained, or just plain inconpetent.

| saw nyself as a sort of half-pay retirement plan Suspect, a substitute for a
pensi on.

But it didn't bother me too much. | did have a position, al-though it was a
little difficult to define. | was happier than | had ever been on Earth, and
nmy Spies were pleasant and coop-erative people.

Qur little colony was happy and secure.

| thought it could go on forever

Then, one fateful night, there was unusual activity. Sone inmportant nessage

seened to be comng in, and all radios were on. | had to ask a few Spies to
share sets, to keep from burning out my generator
Finally all radios were turned off, and the Spies held confer-ences. | heard

t hem whi spering into the small hours. The next norning, they were al
assenbled in the living room and their faces were |long and sonber. Mvis
st epped forward as spokes-wonan.

"Somet hing terrible has happened,” she said to ne. "But first, we have

something to reveal to you. Bill, none of us are what we seened. W are al
Spi es for the governnent."

"Huh?" | said, not wanting to hurt any feelings.

"It's true," she said. "W' ve been Spying on you, Bill."

"Huh?" | said again. "Even you?"

"Even ne," Mavis said unhappily.

"And nowit's all over," Young Roy blurted out
That shook me. "Wy?" | asked.
They | ooked at each other. Finally M. Wallace, bending the rimof his hat

back and forth in his calloused hands, said, "Bill, a resurvey has just shown
that this sector of space is not owned by the United States.”
"What country does own it?" | asked.

"Be calm" Mavis said. "Try to understand. This entire sector was overl ooked
in the international survey, and nowit can't be clained by any country. As
the first to settle here, this planet, and several mllion mles of space
surrounding it, belong to you, Bill."

| was too stunned to speak

"Under the circunstances,"” Mvis continued, "we have no authorization to be
here. So we're |leaving inmrediately."

"But you can't!" | cried. "I haven't repaired your sphinx val ves!"

"Al'l Spies carry spare sphinx val ves and hacksaw bl ades, " she said gently.

Wat ching themtroop out to their ships | pictured the soli-tude ahead of ne. |
woul d have no government to watch over me. No |onger would |I hear footsteps in
the night, turn, and see the dedicated face of a Spy behind ne. No | onger
woul d the whirr of an old canera soothe nme at work, nor the buzz of a
defective recorder lull ne to sleep

And yet, | felt even sorrier for them Those poor, earnest, clumsy, bungling
Spies were returning to a fast, efficient, competitive world. \Where would
they find another Suspect |ike me, or another place |ike ny planet?

"Goodbye Bill," Mavis said, offering ne her hand.

| watched her walk to M. Wallace's ship. It was only then that | realized

t hat she was no | onger ny Spy.

"Mavis!" | cried, running after her. She hurried toward the ship. | caught her
by the arm "Wait. There was sonmething | started to say in the ship. | wanted
to say it again on the picnic."

She tried to pull away fromne. In nost unromantic tones | croaked, "Mavis, |
| ove you."

She was in ny arms. W kissed, and | told her that her home was here, on this
planet with its gloony forests and yell ow and green fields. Here with ne.

She was too happy to speak

Wth Mavis staying, Young Roy reconsidered. M. Wllace's vegetabl es were just
ri pening, and he wanted to tend them And everyone el se had sone chore or



other that he couldn't drop

So here | am—+uler, king, dictator, president, whatever | want to call nyself.
Spi es are beginning to pour in now fromevery country—ot only America.

To feed all ny subjects, I'll soon have to inport food. But the other rulers
are beginning to refuse me aid. They think |I've bribed their Spies to desert.
| haven't, | swear it. They just cone.

| can't resign, because | own this place. And | haven't the heart to send them
away. |'mat the end of ny rope.

Wth nmy entire popul ation consisting of former government Spies, you'd think
I'd have an easy tine form ng a governnent of ny own. But no, they're

conpl etely uncooperative. |I'mthe absolute ruler of a planet of farmers,

dai rymen, shepherds and cattle raisers, so | guess we won't starve after all
But that's not the point. The point is: howin hell am| supposed to rule?

Not a single one of these people will Spy for ne.

Ask a Foolish Question

Answerer was built to last as | ong as was necessary-which was quite |long, as
some races judge tine, and not long at all, according to others. But to
Answerer, it was just |ong enough.

As to size, Answerer was large to some and small to others. He could be viewed
as compl ex, although sone believed that he was really very sinple.

Answer er knew that he was as he should be. Above and beyond all el se, he was
The Answerer. He Knew.

O the race that built him the less said the better. They al so Knew, and
never said whether they found the know edge pl easant.

They built Answerer as a service to | ess-sophisticated races, and departed in
a uni que manner. Where they went only Answerer knows.

Because Answerer knows everyt hing.

Upon his planet, circling his sun, Answerer sat. Duration continued, |ong, as
some judge duration, short as others judge it. But as it should be, to
Answer er .

Wthin himwere the Answers. He knew the nature of things, and why things are
as they are, and what they are, and what it all neans.

Answerer coul d answer anything, provided it was a legiti-mte question. And he
wanted to! He was eager to!

How el se should an Answerer be?

What el se should an Answerer do?

So he waited for creatures to cone and ask.

"How do you feel, sir?" Mrran asked, floating gently over to the old man.
"Better," Lingman said, trying to smle. No-weight was a vast relief. Even

t hough Morran had expended an enormous anount of fuel, getting into space
under m ni num accel eration, Lingnman's feeble heart hadn't liked it. Lingman's
heart had bal ked and sul ked, pounded angrily against the brittle rib-case,
hesitated and sped up. It seened for a tinme as though Lingman's heart was
going to stop, out of sheer pique.

But no-wei ght was a vast relief, and the feeble heart was goi ng again.

Morran had no such problems. His strong body was built for strain and stress.
He woul dn't experience themon this trip, not if he expected old Lingman to
live.

"I"'mgoing to live," Lingman nmuttered, in answer to the unspoken question
"Long enough to find out."” Mrran touched the controls, and the ship slipped
i nto sub-space like an eel into oil

"We'll find out,"” Morran murnured. He hel ped the old man unstrap hinself.
"We're going to find the Answerer!"



Li ngman nodded at his young partner. They had been re-assuring thensel ves for
years. Originally it had been Lingman's project. Then Mrran, graduating from
Cal Tech, had joined him Together they had traced the runors across the solar
system The | egends of an anci ent humanoid race who had known the answer to
all things, and who had built Answerer and departed.

"Think of it," Mrran said. "The answer to everything!" A physicist, Mrran
had many questions to ask Answerer. The expandi ng uni verse; the binding force
of atom c nucl ei; novae and supernovae; planetary formation; red shift,
relativity and a thousand ot hers.

"Yes," Lingman said. He pulled hinself to the vision plate and | ooked out on
the bleak prairie of the illusory sub-space. He was a biol ogi st and an old
man. He had two questions.

What is life?

What is death?

After a particularly-long period of hunting purple, Lek and his friends
gathered to talk. Purple always ran thin in the nei ghborhood of

mul tipl e-cluster stars—why, no one knew —so talk was definitely in order

"Do you know," Lek said, "I think I'"lIl hunt up this Answer. " Lek spoke the

Al grat |anguage now, the | anguage of inm-nent decision

"Why?" Il masked him in the Hvest tongue of light banter. "Way do you want to
know t hings? Isn't the job of gathering purple enough for you?"

"No," Lek said, still speaking the |anguage of inmm nent deci-sion. "It is
not." The great job of Lek and his kind was the gathering of purple. They
found purple inbedded in nany parts of the fabric of space, minute quantities
of it. Slowy, they were building a huge mound of it. Wat the nound was for
no one knew.

"I suppose you'll ask himwhat purple is?" Il masked, push-ing a star out of
his way and |ying down.
"I will,"” Lek said. "We have continued in ignorance too | ong. W nmust know the

true nature of purple, and its nmeaning in the scheme of things. W nmust know
why it governs our lives." For this speech Lek switched to Ilgret, the

| anguage of i ncipi ent-know edge.

IIl'mand the others didn't try to argue, even in the tongue of argunments. They
knew t hat the know edge was inportant. Ever since the dawn of tine, Lek, IIm
and the others had gathered purple. Now it was time to know the ultimte
answers to the uni verse—what purple was, and what the nmound was for

And of course, there was the Answerer to tell them Every-one had heard of the
Answerer, built by a race not unlike thensel ves, now | ong depart ed.

"WIl you ask him anything el se?" Dm asked Lek

"I don't know," Lek said. "Perhaps |I'll ask about the stars. There's really
nothing el se inmportant." Since Lek and his broth-ers had lived since the dawn
of time, they didn't consider death. And since their nunbers were always the
same, they didn't consider the question of life.

But purple? And the nound?

"I go!" Lek shouted, in the vernacul ar of decision-to-fact.

"Good fortune!" his brothers shouted back, in the jargon of
greatest-friendship.

Lek strode off, leaping fromstar to star

Alone on his little planet, Answerer sat, waiting for the Questioners.
Cccasionally he munbl ed the answers to hinmself. This was his privilege. He
Knew.

But he waited, and the tinme was neither too I ong nor too short, for any of the
creatures of space to cone and ask

There were eighteen of them gathered in one place.

"I invoke the rule of eighteen," cried one. And another ap-peared, who had
never before been, born by the rule of eighteen

"W nust go to the Answerer," one cried. "Qur lives are governed by the rule
of eighteen. Where there are eighteen, there will be nineteen. Wiy is this
so?"

No one coul d answer.



"Where am | ?" asked the newborn nineteenth. One took himaside for

i nstruction.

That |eft seventeen. A stable nunber.

"And we must find out," cried another, "Wy all places are different, although
there is no distance.”

That was the problem One is here. Then one is there. lust like that, no
noverment, no reason. And yet, w thout moving, one is in another place.

"The stars are cold," one cried.

"\Why 2"

"W nust go to the Answerer."

For they had heard the | egends, knew the tales. "Once there was a race, a good
deal like us, and they Knew-and they told Answerer. Then they departed to
where there is no place, but rmuch distance."

"How do we get there?" the newborn nineteenth cried, filled now wth

know edge.

"W go." And eighteen of them vani shed. One was left. Modily he stared at the
tremendous spread of an icy star, then he too vani shed.

"Those old |l egends are true," Mrran gasped. "There it is." They had cone out
of sub-space at the place the |legends told of, and before themwas a star

unli ke any other starv Mdrran invented a classification for it, but it didn't
matter. There was no other like it.

Swi ngi ng around the star was a planet, and this too was unlike any ot her

pl anet. Morran invented reasons, but they didn't matter. This planet was the
only one.

"Strap yourself in, sir," Mdrran said. "I'll land as gently as |I can."

Lek cane to Answerer, striding swiftly fromstar to star. He lifted Answerer
in his hand and | ooked at him

"So you are Answerer," he said.

"Yes," Answerer said

"Then tell me," Lek said, settling hinself confortably in a gap between the
stars, "Tell me what I am"

"A partiality," Answerer said. "An indication."

"Come now," Lek muttered, his pride hurt. "You can do better than that. Now
then. The purpose of ny kind is to gather purple, and to build a nound of it.
Can you tell ne the real neaning of this?"

"Your question is wthout neaning," Answerer said. He knew what purple
actually was, and what the nound was for. But the explanation was concealed in
a greater explanation. Wthout this, Lek's question was inexplicable, and Lek
had failed to ask the real question

Lek asked ot her questions, and Answerer was unable to answer them Lek viewed
thi ngs through his specialized eyes, extracted a part of the truth and refused
to see more. Howto tell a blind nan the sensation of green?

Answerer didn't try. He wasn't supposed to.

Finally, Lek enmitted a scornful |augh. One of his little stepping-stones
flared at the sound, then faded back to its usual intensity.

Lek departed, striding swiftly across the stars.

Answer er knew. But he had to be asked the proper questions first. He pondered
this limtation, gazing at the stars which were neither large nor small, but
exactly the right size.

The proper questions. The race which built Answerer should have taken that

i nto account, Answerer thought. They should have nmade sone all owance for
semanti c nonsense, allowed himto attenpt an unravelling.

Answerer contented himself with muttering the answers to hinsel f.

Ei ght een creatures cane to Answerer, neither wal king nor flying, but sinmply
appearing. Shivering in the cold glare of the stars, they gazed up at the
massi veness of Answerer.

"If there is no distance," one asked, "Then how can things be in other

pl aces?"

Answer er knew what di stance was, and what places were. But he couldn't answer
t he question. There was distance, but not as these creatures sawit. And there



were places, but in a different fashion fromthat which the creatures

expect ed.

"Rephrase the question,” Answer said hopefully.

"Why are we short here," one asked, "And | ong over there? Wy are we fat over
there, and short here? Why are the stars col d?"

Answerer knew all things. He knew why stars were cold, but he couldn't explain
it interms of stars or col dness.

"Wy, " anot her asked, "lIs there a rule of eighteen? Wy, when eighteen gather
i s anot her produced?"

But of course the answer was part of another, greater question, which hadn't
been asked.

Anot her was produced by the rule of eighteen, and the nineteen creatures

vani shed.

Answer er munbl ed the right questions to hinself, and answered them

"W nmade it," Morran said. "Well, well." He patted Ling-man on the
shoul der —+i ghtly, because Lingman mght fall apart.

The old biologist was tired. H s face was sunken, yellow, lined. Already the
mark of the skull was showing in his pronmi nent yellow teeth, his small, flat

nose, his exposed cheek-bones. The matrix was show ng through

"Let's get on," Lingman said. He didn't want to waste any tine. He didn't have
any time to waste.

Hel net ed, they wal ked along the little path.

"Not so fast," Lingman murnured.

"Right," Mrran said. They wal ked together, along the dark path of the planet
that was different fromall other planets, soaring alone around a sun
different fromall other suns.

"Up here,” Mrran said. The | egends were explicit. A path, leading to stone
steps. Stone steps to a courtyard. And then —the Answerer

To them Answerer |ooked |like a white screen set in a wall. To their eyes,
Answer er was very sinple.

Li ngman cl asped hi s shaki ng hands together. This was the cul mnation of a
lifetime's work, financing, arguing, ferreting bits of |egend, ending here,
NOW.

"Renenber,"” he said to Morran, "We will be shocked. The truth will be Iike
not hi ng we have i nmagi ned."

"I"mready," Mrran said, his eyes rapturous.

"Very well. Answerer," Lingman said, in his thinlittle voice, "Wat is |ife?"
A voice spoke in their heads. "The question has no neaning. By 'life,' the
Questioner is referring to a partial phenonenon, inexplicable except in termns
of its whole."

"OF what is life a part?" Lingman asked

"This question, in its present form adnmts of no answer. Questioner is stil
considering 'life," fromhis personal, limted bias."

"Answer it in your own terns, then," Mrran said.

"The Answerer can only answer questions." Answerer thought again of the sad
[imtation inposed by his builders.

Si |l ence

"I's the universe expandi ng?" Mrran asked confidently.

" '"Expansion' is a terminapplicable to the situation. Uni-verse, as the
Questioner views it, is an illusory concept."

"Can you tell us anything?" Mrran asked.

"I can answer any valid question concerning the nature of things."

The two nmen | ooked at each other

"I think I know what he neans," Lingnman said sadly. "Qur basic assunptions are
wrong. Al of them"

"They can't be," Morran said. "Physics, biology—

"Partial truths,” Lingman said, with a great weariness in his voice. "At |east
we' ve determ ned that nmuch. We've found out that our inferences concerning
observed phenonena are wong."

"But the rule of the sinplest hypothesis—



"It's only a theory," Lingman said.

"But |ife—-he certainly could answer what life is?"

"Look at it this way," Lingman said, "Suppose you were to ask, 'Wiy was | born
under the constellation Scorpio, in con-junction with Saturn?' | would be
unabl e to answer your ques-tion in ternms of the zodiac, because the zodi ac has
nothing to do with it."

"I see," Mdrran said slowmy. "He can't answer questions in ternms of our
assunptions. "

"That seens to be the case. And he can't alter our assunp-tions. He is limted
to valid questions—which inmply, it would seem a know edge we just don't
have. "

"We can't even ask a valid question?" Mrran asked. "I don't believe that. W
must know sone basics." He turned to Answerer. "What is death?"

"I cannot expl ain an ant hroponorphi sm™"

"Deat h an ant hroponorphism " Mrran said, and Lingnman turned quickly. "Now
we're getting somewhere!™”

"Are ant hroponor phi sms unreal ?" he asked.

" Ant hr oponor phi sms may be classified, tentatively, as, A false truths, or B
partial truths in terns of a partial situation."

"Which is applicable here?"

"Bot h. "

That was the closest they got. Mdrran was unable to draw any nore from
Answerer. For hours the two men tried, but truth was slipping farther and
farther away.

"I't's maddening," Mrran said, after a while. 'This thing has the answer to

t he whol e universe, and he can't tell us unless we ask the right question. But
how are we supposed to know the right question?"

Li ngman sat down on the ground, |eaning against a stone wall. He closed his
eyes.

"Savages, that's what we are,"” Mrran said, pacing up and down in front of
Answerer. "l magi ne a bushman wal ki ng up to a physicist and asking hi mwhy he

can't shoot his arrowinto the sun. The scientist can explain it only in his
own terns. Wiat woul d happen?"

"The scientist wouldn't even attenpt it," Lingman said, in a dimvoice; "he
woul d know the linitations of the questioner."

"It's fine," Morran said angrily. "How do you explain the earth's rotation to
a bushman? O better, how do you explain relativity to hi m#maintaining
scientific rigor in your expla-nation at all tines, of course."

Li ngman, eyes cl osed, didn't answer.

"We're bushmen. But the gap is nuch greater here. Wrm and superman, perhaps.
The worm desires to know the nature of dirt, and why there's so nmuch of it.
Ch, well."

"Shall we go, sir?" Mrran asked. Lingman's eyes renuained closed. His tal oned
fingers were clenched, his cheeks sunk further in. The skull was energing.
"Sir! Sir!"

And Answerer knew that that was not the answer.

Al one on his planet, which is neither large nor small, but exactly the right
size, Answerer waits. He cannot help the people who cone to him for even
Answerer has restrictions.

He can answer only valid questions.

Uni verse? Life? Death? Purple? Ei ghteen?

Partial truths, half-truths, little bits of the great question.

But Answerer, alone, nunbles the questions to hinself, the true questions,
whi ch no one can under st and.

How coul d they understand the true answers?

The questions will never be asked, and Answerer renenbers sonething his
bui | ders knew and forgot.

In order to ask a question you nust already know npbst of the answer.






