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              "HAL ... GAY! THE DUKE KILLED ISHTOCK!" CARL SEAMAN pounded into the companion-way the instant the inner lock door opened. "The Duke and half a dozen of his men hauled him out of his shop, talked to him for about five minutes, tied him up, and the Duke cut off his head with that two-handed scimitar he carries around." Carl's dark, thin face was taut with anger; the skin around his lips and nostrils was white and trembling slightly.
 
              "One," said "Bull" Bowman. He shrugged slightly. "What did the Duke accuse him of?"
 
              "That damned, self-centered, egotistical, hidebound bastitch!" Blackie Turner pounded his left fist into his right hand and stared out the bubble dome toward the town and castle prostrate across the bald, rocky hill. "The ruddy-minded old feudal baron! Now what'll we do?"
 
              Captain Hal Wainwright heaved himself up from the computer keyboard. His intense, dark eyes were nearly shut. "What was the charge, Carl?"
 
              "Oh, magic, of course! Unorthodoxy! Hoosenany flapdoodle! What the hell difference does it make? The real charge was that Ishtock had a new idea, and the damned Duke isn't going to allow anybody to have any ideas that don't support his iron-handed authority. God, I hate people who can't stand a new idea!" He turned savagely toward Bowman, his eyes hurt and angry. "And that sometimes includes you, Bull. So somebody did get hurt; so you did say the Duke would kill Ishtock. Dammit, then, what the hell can we do to break the hard-crusted, rockbound, dough-headed feudalism they've got here? Wait for it to die of old age? God Almighty! It's been going on here for at least twenty-five hundred of our years already! What do you want? It's a damned sight easier to stand back and say, 'Well, it won't work,' than to get up and say what will! What will work, then? Leaving them to stew in their own blood and juice and squalor for another twenty-five hundred years—or another twenty-five thousand?"
 
              Gay Firestone rose rigidly out of the bucket seat. "Carl, had Ishtock had a chance to teach any of the others?"
 
              Carl shook himself rather than his head. "I don't know; I was going to see him. I was too far away to do anything; by the time I got there it was too late to do anything. The Paradans just melted away from around me, as usual. I started running as soon as I heard the shot—Ishtock used the gun once, anyway—but the whole thing was over before I got close enough to be able to use the neurodamper. Ishtock was lying there in that filthy sewer they call a street, with the local equivalent of flies at him already.
 
              "There wasn't one single thing I could do but turn around and come back here. I couldn't even bury the poor guy. The one guy in that stinking town who showed some signs of trying to learn something new. What'll we do?"
 
              Gay Firestone's face retained the professionally trained calm of the psychophysician, but her eyes were deeply angry. "No problem is without a solution; we just haven't found it yet. We'll train someone else. Someone the Duke can't or won't kill until he's trained someone else. If we can't work with honest men of this culture, we'll see if we can find some bandits or the like; they will at least know how to protect themselves against the Duke while they get started.
 
              "The important thing is to introduce into this rotten feudalism some force that will make the society respect the individual—whether they like him or not. When a society is itself insane, then those rated criminal or insane within it must include some who are truly sane, like Ishtock. In a society so given to murder and 'off with his head,' a bandit is better adjusted to the realities than a scholar like Ishtock."
 
              "They're at least rebelling against the stasis of the place," Carl agreed. "But I don't know of any bandits—except the neighboring Duke and his henchmen. And they're just as thickheaded as this Duke Stonehill here!"
 
              He looked out at the town again. From the bubble dome of the control cabin of the little interstellar exploration ship, the view was excellent. Parado's sun was an enormously intense blue-white giant and very remote—but the light it cast here had the brilliant, pinpoint harshness that brought out in pitiless detail the squalor of the town. The local vegetation ran to yellows and oranges, rather than to greens and reds; around the bald, rocky hill on which the castle squatted, the fields sloped away in gentle swales.
 
              The castle had been built, originally, of fitted basaltic rock, a dense, black stone. But that had been nearly two thousand years ago—nearly five of this planet's long years. Since then repairs had been made, and the castle walls were a crazy mixture of granites, different-hued basalts, flints, and assorted field-stones. Lichens, mosses, and algaelike things that grew in the slops casually dumped down its walls had stained them purple and orange and streaky rust and a virulent green. The place looked diseased—and probably was.
 
              The town itself was equally uncared for; it slumped on the hill, rather than lying on it. Its crazy streets wandered around houses and buildings without plan. There were mud-and-thatch huts, and wooden buildings, and a few stone quasi-mansions. Some were almost new, with startling chalk-white patches of new lumber mixed with the salvaged bones of predecessors that had collapsed.
 
              The whole five-man crew of the Seeker could smell the stench of the place in memory. The alien biochemistry of the Paradan humanoids made some difference—but rotting garbage and sewage are a stench in any race's terms.
 
              "We can not lift them out of that rut by main strength or patience; we can't stay here that long," Wainwright said angrily. "They've got to learn themselves!"
 
              "And at this stage of development," Gay replied, "the whole direction of their culture is toward suppression of any new learning—and the inviolable maintenance of everything that's old. Including things like today's murder and the idea that the serf or commoner is somewhat less valuable to the noble than is a domesticated animal."
 
              "It looks like there are no bandits around," Blackie Turner scratched his head thoughtfully, "because a successful bandit is called a Duke or something, and an unsuccessful one is dead. So ... what do we do?"
 
              A highly complex, mixed expression was growing on Carl Seaman's face, compounded partly of dawning conviction, partly of diabolic intent. "I think I've got it! We've got to teach somebody whom the Duke won't or can't kill, and who will learn. Well, the old tyrant has three sons and seven daughters. Number One is, of course, all set to become the next Duke; Number Three is bound for the priesthood. But Number Two, having been kicked out of the temple for misbehavior, having been cursed out by the priest, and being ineligible for the succession, is currently engaged in being a Grade A hellion.
 
              "He's mean and ornery and no good—but he's smart. He's technically a sort of captain of a crew of men, the local guardsmen. The Duke, damn him, won't kill this boy out of hand; the kid is wild, but he's smart ... and he'd just love to set up as a bandit on his own!"
 
              "He won't teach anybody," Bowman sighed. "He'll keep it as his own trade secret—the secret-weapon idea will appeal mightily to him.
 
              "And I still believe you've got the Duke placed wrong."
 
              Blackie Turner exploded a short, hard sound from his chest. "Dammit, Bull, you're as bad as the Duke. Politicians have, age after age, reported how 'it can't be done,' and kept other people from even trying it! Now what do you suggest, for God's sake?"
 
              Bowman looked around the group of angry faces. "The thing you are not showing ... patience. You can't change a culture in a day; we have no authority to do any such thing anyway. We're here to observe, to gather data, and the fact that there was a planet here at all is purely an accident. We aren't even supposed to have landed. We're not getting the data that we were sent to get—we're supposed to be studying that sun—and Wake effects."
 
              "I've got all the data I can get on the Wake," Wainwright snapped. "Mulling the same readings over for twenty-five hundred years isn't the usual scientific procedure. There's a Wake here all right; Carl and I have also gathered all the data on the star that we can. We're now gathering data on the planetary system."
 
              "In your technical field, I acknowledge your competence and judgment. But none of us is competent as a cultural engineer; Gay is a psychophysician and has done a lot of studying in sociology—such as we have. But she is not an authority on the subject, even in the limited terms of what we know as the subject. Actually, our sociology is extremely limited. This is only the second time that Bureau of Exploration ships have found intelligent aliens—and the first people they found were barely able to use fire.
 
              "Carl, you're an astrophysicist. How much astrophysics would we have if we'd studied only our own sun and never seen any other star?"
 
              "Bull, you remind me painfully of the Duke. If we don't do something now, it may be half a century before any other expedition gets out here. How can we do something? Not how can we get tangled up in higher authority, red tape, political maneuverings, and general buck-passing." Gay turned decisively and coldly away from Bowman, and continued to Carl Seaman.
 
              "Carl, can you teach Second Stonehill? Will he learn?"
 
              "He's a crazy kid; in some ways he'll be easier than Ishtock and in some ways, of course, a lot harder. The language difficulty remains. I can't explain the whole science of chemistry, because they don't have the faintest beginnings of the idea. They have magic potions, which is about as close as they come. So, we teach him to make a magic potion that goes boom. Blackie Magic," he grinned toward Blackie Turner, the ship's biochemist who'd worked out a rudimentary technique for producing a highly unreliable but usable gunpowder from the local materials.
 
              Bowman turned to look out the bubble dome. The Paradan equivalent of a horse, tiny in the distance, was dragging a corpse out of the squalid town. Ishtock, no doubt.
 
              "We'll have difficulty reaching Second Stonehill at first," said Gay carefully. "We'll have to plan something; nobody in the town will have anything to do with us. They'll probably be even more skittish now that Ishtock's been killed.
 
              "It's the old, old business of 'The Gods forbid it; if you do it, you will have bad luck, and the Gods will punish.' Then when somebody does do the tabooed, the tribe punishes the taboo-breaker, and they say to each other, 'See, it is even as the authorities said. He broke the taboo, and see what bad luck he had. Proves the taboo is right.'
 
              "Well, the Duke has proven the taboo is right." 
 
              Bowman turned quietly and went down the companionway. The lock door cycled, and presently they saw him walking off across the plain toward the town.
 
              Carl looked after him suspiciously. "Now what's that damned politician going to do?"
 
              "Oh, forget him," Wainwright snapped. "He won't do anything; he doesn't have Higher Authorization to do it."
 
              "Hal, the guy isn't stupid. He's worked out some sort of pidgin language with these people; I can't make heads or tails of his talk with them—it isn't Paradan, or anything else—but they apparently can."
 
              "He's probably busy studying their politics. The one thing that bothers him is that we don't give a damn that his uncle is the political head of the Exploration Bureau. Since none of us will ever go on an expedition again, to hell with him. Let's get to work.
 
              "Gay, what would that young Second want? What bait can we offer? And doesn't he have a name other than 'Second'?" Wainright asked.
 
              "His local name is Blu't. It means 'second,' however, and is pretty much of a title rather than a name. There's a hierarchy system; the Duke, then the First of Stonehill Castle-town, then Second, of course, and finally Third of Stonehill. If they have other names, we haven't gotten 'em. The daughters, of course, and the Duke's five wives, don't count in their society," Gay said with suppressed anger. "One of the basic faults with this civilization is that the women have no voice in affairs; it's just another aspect of suppression of the individual. They won't have a sound society until there is sexual equality."
 
              Carl stirred somewhat uneasily. "But what can we use for baiting Second? That's the immediate problem." Privately, he was somewhat unsure of Gay's good judgment on that particular subject—particularly in view of the fact that the Paradan humanoids had, as Gay well knew, a two-to-one ratio of female to male births. Polygamy, which Gay violently hated, was something that would be a little difficult to eliminate—unless half of all female babies were slaughtered at birth.
 
              "Blackie, maybe you could answer that better? Psychological bait works only after contact has somehow been established. Can we make some jewels?" Gay asked.
 
              "Hmmm. That's a thought! Those we found locally included diamonds, which we can't make, but also rubies, sapphires, and emeralds. A little impure fused alumina—a little cutting on the mineralogical polishing bench ... you're right, Gay! I go to counterfeit some jewels!" Blackie grinned widely and rubbed his hands. His heavy black eyebrows and round, full face contrasted oddly with each other, and with the diabolic gleam of plotting as he started for the after part of the ship. "Rubies, emeralds, sapphires ... coming right up! Have a king's ransom for you in half an hour!"
 
              Gay smiled tightly. "Now there's a move Bull Bowman could understand ... old-fashioned bribery!"
 
-
 
              The Duke of Stonehill was, in more accurate translation, "The Defender of the People of Stonehill." He was a broad, stocky man, past the middle of his people's life span, which averaged about one eighth of Parado's long year. The quasi-hair, quasi-feathering on his round head was gray, and broken by scars in two places. The dense, hard leather of the Paradan armor helmets was not always quite adequate to turn the blow of a heavy sword; the helmet, which at the moment jogged at the side of the saddle of his horselike mount, bore a strong resemblance to a crudely stitched crash helmet. An affair somewhat resembling a split stovepipe could be attached to the shoulders of his armor, and the helmet sat firmly on that when the Duke was in full battle array.
 
              His face was heavy and immobile, deeply furrowed, with tiny creases around the gray-black eyes. He rode his mount easily and alertly. Though well along in life, his body was hard and muscular; the young guardsmen who rode along behind him seemed no straighter than he. He was a hard master, a vigorous and alert master—and master, also, of himself.
 
              The stench of open sewers, slops spilled in the dirty streets, and thoroughly unwashed people did not bother him; an efficient living entity learns to detect and react to the unexpected. The known and expected can be ignored. The common citizens of Stonehill-town drew aside respectfully, holding their hands together above their heads in salute as the Duke rode by.
 
              The Duke looked straight ahead, his eyes alone betraying to the most observant that he was a deeply worried man. His craggy face and rigidly erect body were seemingly those of a determined and fearless warrior, sure and experienced, who knew where he was going and what he would do when he got there.
 
              Down the twisting street the little retinue went, to stop before the Temple. The Duke's hand went up, swept horizontally, and crisply pointed directly downward. The guardsmen, without a word, spread out in front of the Temple, dismounted, and stood to their mounts.
 
              The Duke dismounted and, alone, entered the worn gray granite building. Just within the doorway he halted, laid aside the ceremonial dagger and the efficient sword he wore, stood silently for a moment with bowed head, then put his hands together above his head and stood erect. "I would seek the favor of a word with you, oh my Mother's Older Brother!" he said softly.
 
              "Enter, then, my Nephew," the hidden priest answered.
 
              The Duke walked forward, pushed aside a hanging drape, and entered a second room. Dim light entered through slabs of an alabaster-like stone, cut and polished to translucent thinness. The Duke, stopping for a moment, leaned down and rested his hands in deep depressions worn by the friction of the hands of worshipers of two thousand years. The hard granite was hollowed out four inches deep; so it had been for all the Duke's life—so, therefore, it must always have been, and so must it always be. These things, like the stars, never changed; and from Parado's surface, the stars did not change in all a man's lifetime. There was no procession of the equinox that they could experience; their year was too long.
 
              The Duke stood again and entered the priest's inner chamber. The man who stood to greet him was clothed in a simple pair of white shorts; his head was frosted with sparse growth. The eyes were old but keenly alert.
 
              The Duke stood straight, with his hands together above his head. "I salute you, Protector of the Wisdoms."
 
              The priest duplicated the gesture of greeting and said, "I salute you, Defender of the People." His thin old arms came down and he gestured to the Duke to be seated on one of the mats on the stone floor. "How may Wisdom serve you?"
 
              The Duke seated himself and looked at the old priest for some moments in troubled silence. "I am afraid, Uncle, for none of the Laws or the Customs I know can help me and I do not think that there is Wisdom that can help me.
 
              "Today I ended the work of Ishtock, the Smith." The Duke reached into a pouch at his side and produced a crudely forged single-barreled, single-shot flintlock pistol. "He had made a thing which was not a thing-to-be-made. It is not a thing which is a not-to-be-made, according to any Law or Custom. But it seems to me that this should be a thing-not-to-be-made, and because he made a thing which was not within any classification of Law or Custom, and without consultation with you, Uncle, or with me, I ended his work.
 
              "Now I ask for Wisdom's help."
 
              The priest looked at the crude pistol. "What is this thing?"
 
              "Ishtock was shown the making of it by the Star People. There is a potion they taught him, which is Star Fire. Some of this potion is put in the hole; a small lump of lead wrapped in grease-smeared cloth is pushed in on top. When this device is worked, the Star Fire potion coughs most loudly and expels the leaden lump. The lump is hurled farther than my strongest bowman can send a shaft. It can penetrate the strongest armor. This is a thing I do not like, but I do not find that there is either Law or Custom that forbids it."
 
              The old philosopher-priest turned it over in his hands silently for some time. The Duke waited quietly as the old man thought about this strange and difficult problem. Finally the Uncle sighed and lifted his head decisively.
 
              "This, I think, is a thing-not-to-be-made, and these are my reasons for so holding. Consider them, Nephew, and if I be wrong, help me find Wisdom, for Wisdom is not the possession of one." There was a slight slurring to the cadence as he spoke the last sentence, the mechanical tone of repeating an old and familiar invocation. Silently the Duke nodded.
 
              "This is a thing unlike the things our own people use; this is a very strange and difficult idea we must consider, one I find very hard to speak about, even in words we know. This is a thing-that-does-things; it is not a thing-that-is. It is not like a sword, or a bow, or a hammer or a saw; those are tools that men well skilled and well trained can use. A man who has patience, and values and respects his efforts and the work which is his life, can devote time and effort to practice and learn to use well the tools he lives with. A man who is lazy, or unwilling to spend hours in practice, cannot use those tools well.
 
              "But this is a strange thing; a fool, a child, a lout who does not respect his own efforts and work, and hence has no respect for the worth of one who has expended effort and time in learning to accomplish, can use this thing. This is a strange device that has skill and strength built into it; an infant can pull this bow to destroy the strongest and wisest man. Here is strength a man need not earn, so that men lose respect for strength and the effort of gaining skill and power.
 
              "Here is strength gained without self-discipline, self-training, and self-control.
 
              "But here, also—and this troubles me—is an idea I have never before encountered. It is not in this thing itself but what lies behind it and beyond it. It is the idea of"—the old man shook his head, as though to clear it—"I cannot clearly say it, and I'm not sure I have an idea or a delusion. But the idea occurs to me, seeing this and considering it, of things that do actions without there being thought. These have never before seemed separable; now I wonder. It is very hard to say."
 
              For a man whose thinking was in a language almost totally lacking in the words to express this new meaning, who had never before encountered anything vaguely approximating his concept, the old Uncle was doing very well indeed. Vaguely, he had found the root concept that lay behind the robot, the self-guiding and self-controlling ship, the automatic lathe: that doing can be separate from knowing-understanding; that a machine can exist that is more than a tool, but is a tool-that-uses-tools.
 
              The Duke looked troubled and uncertain, and respectful. The situation was one that primitive people know well and have learned to live with. There are mysteries in their cosmos; there are things that are, and cannot be understood and so must be feared—but such people live with fear and are not shaken. Death is a mystery they must live with and accept as a personal end. Storms and fire are mysteries; one lives with them, accepting their existence, and accepting one's own ignorance.
 
              So the Duke accepted that the old philosopher-priest saw here a mystery which he himself did not see. For him, the pistol was a weapon; the implication of machines and machine-concepts he did not see. In the society of his people he did not need to. The philosopher-priest did not need to meet in battle with the attackers with weapons, and he did not need to battle with ideas.
 
              The old Uncle shook himself again. "I think that idea is real, and I think it can be made to be a good and wise idea. But this thing is not the way.
 
              "So I hold that this is a thing-not-to-be-made.
 
              "You did well in ending Ishtock's work."
 
              The Duke nodded slowly. "Ishtock was a good man and a worthy workman. It is the Star People who corrupted him."
 
              The old Uncle rose to his feet and began to pace slowly back and forth, his head bowed, and his hands knit together behind his back. "That is the major problem, my Nephew. Properly, it is my problem, not yours—but now we must acknowledge that it is ours, for this is a very great problem indeed.
 
              "God is necessary to all peoples of intelligence; God is All-Truth, and therefore there is and there can be but one God in all the universe. I now know that until these Star People came, I had no notion of the extent of that universe—yet the fundamentals apply. There is and can be but one All-Truth. But God has many names and many attributes; each people will know some of His attributes, and some of His Names. We are greater than the animals, for we know more of His attributes. The Star People are in some respects greater than we—but in some respects they are, clearly, less than we. Had they been aware of all the attributes of All-Truth we know, they would not have corrupted Ishtock, for that was an evil thing.
 
              "My Nephew," the old philosopher stopped his pacing and looked directly at the Duke, "I cannot give you an answer now. I do not understand the attributes of All-Truth they understand or what they believe. Until I do, I cannot give you Wisdom with which to work. Therefore, there is only the Wisdom that it is never wise to act without plan; action cannot be undone—but plans can be remade.
 
              "Since you have ended the work of Ishtock, others of the people will not be willing to listen easily to the Star People. We have some time for study.
 
              "The only danger of too hasty action lies with those of Stonehill-town who have no respect for Custom and Law and Wisdom." The old Uncle looked levelly into the Duke's eyes.
 
              The Duke stirred uneasily and dropped his eyes to the stone flooring. "I am not always wise, oh my Mother's Older Brother," he said hesitantly. "Second is a very great problem to me. There is a good mind there, but a wildness I cannot understand. If he will but be patient, in a few more periods he will be a good man."
 
              "I have agreed with you on this, my Nephew—but we are now in a season where the pressure of a rising storm makes patience a thing to be studied and watched most carefully."
 
              The Duke remained silent for a moment. "Very well, Uncle. I serve the people and the Wisdom.
 
              "Now, there is one other thing. There is one of the Star People who troubles me greatly, more than the others, for there is about him a mystery. This is the one who, I am told, is called by a name meaning Bow-man. The children call him 'He who speaks strangely,' and he has talked almost solely with the children. Yet this is the strange thing; no one seems able to fear him or to be angered at him. He ... is different."
 
              "He is a very powerful man," said the old priest musingly.
 
              The Duke shrugged. "His other name, I am told, means 'Bull,' and he is stronger than any bull. The first day he was here, one of the Star People wanted a strathul bush for some reason—the tall, round-faced, black-haired one. Bow-man plucked it for him."
 
              The old philosopher started. "Plucked a strathul bush!" 
 
              The strathul bush was proverbial on Parado; Blackie Turner had had no idea what he was asking for. The bush was equipped with a root system that penetrated some six to eight feet, spreading in thousands of individual, wire-tough rootlets; it was Parado's epitomization of stubborn, tenacious, and immovable anchoring.
 
              The Duke brushed his hand through the air, as though waving away gnats or cobwebs. "That is unimportant; the others have weapons that make physical strength have no meaning. That is not the power I fear; it is a different kind of thing."
 
              The Uncle seated himself again, and was very still for a moment, eyes closed, gently rocking himself, while the Duke, too, remained silent and watchful.
 
              Finally the old priest shook himself and appeared to waken. He looked intensely uneasy. "He is powerful, and he is different. I ... cannot feel his life-being. But I ken that he will come here to me, when he is ready—and that somehow we need not fear him, or his power. Nor can we look for help from him.
 
              "I must think and study, my Nephew. Go in Wisdom," the old priest said gently.
 
-
 
              Carl Seaman slumped into the bucket seat with a weary sigh, grinned, and shook his head. He rubbed vigorously at the pressure marks where his respirator had pressed against the skin of head and face. "That's worse than working out a ten-place solution of a five-body problem in phase-space," he yawned. "But we're getting somewhere, I guess."
 
              "Can I help any, Carl?" Wainwright gave him a long, steady look. "You look pretty beat, and I've gone about as far on the field problems here as I can without your help. We've got to get this job done, too."
 
              Carl groaned and looked at Gay. The psychophysician shook her head and sighed too. "No one can help him, Hal. These primitives here have a powerful xenophobia, and one of us is all they can stand at once, if they are to maintain any concentration. God knows Second hasn't much of that ability to spare, and Carl's the one who's a somewhat familiar face."
 
              Carl accepted a drink Blackie Turner had prepared, sipped it, and looked up at Gay suddenly. "The one who could help won't. I'll be damned if I know how Bowman overcomes that xenophobia, but he does somehow. When I left, he was still sitting on a rock, with a dozen kids watching him from a slight, but not too darned great, distance. Did you know he was a sculptor?"
 
              "Sculptor?" said Blackie in surprise. "I didn't know he could do anything with his hands."
 
              Carl grinned. "Son of a gun's carving little toys out of chunks of the local wood. Had a clever little gimmick, too— that's what's got the kids. A little horse with its four legs hung on piece of wire in such a way that when you put it on a sloping board, it walks downhill! A clown on a hemisphere so it always rights itself seems to be new here."
 
              "He would know how to kiss the babies," said Gay bitingly. "But he wouldn't help on anything serious without Higher Authorization."
 
              Wainwright looked thoughtfully at Gay for a moment. "You know, we ought to admit that he does seem to understand how to deal with these people."
 
              "Certainly; if you accept everything they say, and agree with them and don't try to teach them anything at all, but simply pamper them, you can get along with anybody. That's routine treatment for extremely disturbed patients—sedation and agreement. So long as you let them stay in their fantasy world, they don't mind your presence; it's only when you try to make them face the real world that they become hard to deal with."
 
              "There, my dear woman, you hit the target dead-center," said Carl feelingly. "Second wants magic; nothing but magic, and no nonsense about having to do something physical. He wants the magic wand that makes magic wands. He wants the incantation that makes jewels, and the incantation that makes gunpowder. The violence of his resentment at having to do something physical allows me to guarantee for sure and certain that he will indeed teach someone else.
 
              "You have no idea how deeply he resents the discovery that there's work in magic, even."
 
              Gay nodded wearily. "I know ... it's a characteristic of the feudal culture. The noble accomplishes everything with a mere "Let it be done!' order—slaves and serfs are the oldest kind of magic intelligent beings know of. That's why magic always has to do with demons and gods and spirits ... there has to be some slave to do the process. It wouldn't be magic if the magician had to do anything himself.
 
              "The feudal noble is the closest approach to being a magician-in-fact that has been invented yet. No wonder Second doesn't like science!"
 
              "He's the most hopeless, stubborn, noncooperative student I ever tried to teach—and in an alien, inadequate language at that," Carl complained bitterly. "In a language and concept system that doesn't have a word for 'truth' as we know it, and to whom 'natural law' has a completely wrong meaning. It means, approximately, 'the decree of the gods,' because 'law' means 'according to custom, usage, and decrees of the nobility.' So he insists that if I were a real magician, I'd get the gods to change the decree and thus avoid all that messy work with dunghills."
 
              Blackie Turner handed Carl a fresh-mixed drink and frowned slightly. "I can give you a culture of that nitrate-fixing bacteria, and he can use ordinary food scraps."
 
              Gay shook her head. "No difference—it's still work. That's what he objects to. And if we did that, the fool would lose the culture, sure as fate, and have no way left to get his nitrates."
 
              Carl sipped the drink, leaned back, and said judiciously, "I would describe Second, if I were back at the university, as a student lacking in manners, good sense, desire to learn, desire to cooperate, ability to apply his intelligence, and several other abilities essential to successful living. I'd also describe him, more privately, as a brat who should be killed out of hand for the benefit of my soul and the surrounding populace. I hate him most cordially. Since he discovered I work for my magic, he has reclassified me as a sort of slightly higher-level slave or serf and treats me accordingly."
 
              Turner nodded. "I've had students of that general nature. The only ones who feel they shouldn't be extinguished quietly, quickly, and conveniently are their doting parents and the police. The combination happens to be precisely what we need here—his father is both the doting parent, though I don't quite know how he manages it, and the local police. Second's the best student in all Stonehill, consequently."
 
              "Well," Carl paused for a heavy pull at the glass, "I intend to keep at it. But I can't do my proper work here while I'm working with him. I suffer from acute brain weariness. Dull and resistant students are bad enough but when working in an alien and utterly inadequate language, totally lacking in the necessary terms ..." He shook his head, and turned to Wainwright.
 
              "How's it going, Hal? Any preliminary results?"
 
              Wainwright picked up a batch of computer tapes and nodded silently as he handed them to Carl. "Need your higher math though, old man. Those are approximations, assuming simple monocurved space so I could reduce it to something I could handle."
 
              Carl scanned the tapes rapidly. His eyebrow shot up, then down. He looked up at Hal Wainwright. "Hit a Wake, didn't we?"
 
              Wainwright nodded. "Nice one, too. Hit it on a long tangent, and got plenty-good readings on it. We might even learn something from the damn thing."
 
              Blackie put down his drink and asked, "What's with this 'Wake' business? I've heard about it generally, but how about you experts giving with information?"
 
              Wainwright pointed at the tapes. "That's about all we know about it. Symbols of a something. We haven't spread the word too much, because it's a sort of futile process to discuss it. When we first got hyperlight drive, about fifty years ago, we discovered that the passage of a ship at hyperlight speed created a wake phenomonon in space. It takes a discussion in terms of nonenumerable phase-spaces to make the thing even partly clear, so let's let that ride. It does a something; the something in turn causes atoms in ordinary space to start moving. The result is a burst of cosmic rays, among a number of other things.
 
              "We later discovered that some cosmic rays are natural—but that some are hyperlight shipwakes.
 
              "Study of our own shipwakes gave us some math on the characteristic phenomena. And when we started pushing out from home a bit, various ships hit some Wakes—with a capital letter—which are now known as the Wakes of the Wake-makers.
 
              "The one we hit coming over here shows the typical phenomena. We can calculate the approximate age of a Wake—plus or minus about ten per cent. The ones found so far have ranged from about one hundred twenty thousand years to about sixty thousand years old. None newer than that.
 
              "Now this bit we could understand and duplicate. The bothersome thing is the magnitude of the Wakes. They show a fairly constant factor of ten to the two-fifty-sixth or -seventh. That magnitude factor is a complex product of ship speed and ship mass.
 
              "And that order of magnitude means either that a ship of about ten million tons mass crossed at such a speed as to go from one end of the galaxy to the other in about 0.3 seconds—or someone's been shifting planets around."
 
              "Planets?" said Gay with a slight start.
 
              "Planets," repeated Carl. "You know—worlds for people to live on. Very nice engineering job, too—the speed factor even then indicates something we haven't hit yet. Say three days to two weeks to cross the galaxy from end to end."
 
              "But—but why would anybody move planets?"
 
              Carl gestured out the bubble port. "I don't like that light—and you know what it does to your skin if you don't wear protective dye. Let's move Parado to a sun more like our own, where we'll be more comfortable, huh?"
 
              "I didn't know it was quite that bad," Blackie said somewhat shakily. "Somebody really got here ahead of us. What happens if we meet them?"
 
              "The Wake-makers?" Wainwright put the computer tapes down with elaborate gentleness. "We start saying, Yes, Mr. God. Certainly, Mr. God.'"
 
              Gay Firestone shook herself slightly and said in a recalling-from-memory tone, "The rate of development of a cultural system is exponential, with strong indications that there is an exponential-exponent involved. My God. A hundred and twenty thousand years ago, they were moving planets?"
 
              "And sixty thousand years ago—they stopped." Wainwright nodded. "Wars that killed them off? Degeneration? Decay and senescence of the race? But no Wake less than sixty thousand years old has been encountered. Something stopped them; all we have to do is find their ruins."
 
              "Maybe," said Blackie, "but maybe they found a better way of doing things. Maybe they don't move planets any more. If I knew enough biology, I might find it more satisfying to be able to adapt myself to any planetary system I encountered. I might find that more stimulating, like vacationing in the North when you live in the tropics, and in the tropics when you live in the North. Then there wouldn't be any planet Wakes."
 
              Carl looked at Turner for a moment. Finally he said, "You, sir, are a nasty man, and I don't like your ideas. They've been safely gone for sixty thousand years, and let's leave 'em that way.
 
              "No," said Gay Firestone sharply. "Culturally impossible, psychologically impossible. The entire development of higher forms is in the direction of learning to control their environment, to make it adaptable to their needs. Only lower life forms adapt to their environment. Lower mammals, in the arctic, develop extra-warm fur; man develops central heating and uses detachable furs.
 
              "If they did as Blackie suggests, then they must have resigned their effort to control the environment; they were starting down the road of degeneration. It would, in fact, lead inevitably to conflicts within the race, because of progressive and massive subgroup differentiations. There would rapidly develop intragroup hatreds, tearing the race apart and almost certainly leading to annihilation by mutual strife." Gay smiled triumphantly.
 
              Blackie considered the point, while Carl and Wainwright watched interestedly. "I guess that does make sense, Gay. But it's still possible they found a better means of moving planets than any we can guess at now."
 
              Wainwright shrugged. "Yes—and maybe they found time-travel or how to live on an electron, using it as a world, or maybe they turned into pure intelligence without body, and maybe they developed a mutant that could live on a star, or maybe ... There's always an unlimited number of maybe's available. The evidence is, they aren't around."
 
              The lock mechanism started cycling. "Bull," said Carl irritatedly. "Let's go get ready for dinner. I want to wash the stink off—the guy can cook."
 
              Duke Stonehill strode stiffly down the stone-walled corridor. The blue-white, harshly brilliant light of the sun made sharp-lined patterns on the dusty-dark stone of the floor; the corridor echoed to the thud of his feet and those of the three men accompanying him.
 
              He turned sharply before a massive, iron-studded, wooden door, made three quick hand gestures to the men, and rapped sharply on the door.
 
              A tall young guardsman opened to his knock, saluted briefly, and said formally, "The Defender is always welcome. What service may I give you?"
 
              "Where is Second, Lieutenant?"
 
              The guardsman stepped aside. "If you will enter, my lord ..."
 
              The Duke strode in, with a sharp hand signal to his men to remain at their posts outside the door. To the guardsman who had admitted him he said, "I thank you, Lieutenant. Notify Second that I wish to speak with him alone."
 
              Thirty seconds later, Second stepped into the room, while the lieutenant remained in an adjoining room. "Yes, my lord?" said Second. His tone was insolent, and his ambling walk equally an insult. He was a tall, thin, bitter-faced young man, his basically good face tautened into a built-in sneer. His costume of shorts and embroidered crimson jacket was decorated with the customary ceremonial dagger—and a quite uncustomary twin holster.
 
              The Duke's lips compressed further. "You have at your waist, my son, certain devices which have been declared things-not-to-be-made. You have had dealings with certain of the Star People. This was expressly forbidden to all of the Defender's Household, so that the people of Stonehill might know it was deemed unwise by the Preservers of the Laws, although no Custom or Law existed concerning the matter.
 
              "You are, therefore, in violation of the Laws, the Customs, and military orders.
 
              "What have you to say for yourself?"
 
              Second looked at his father angrily, shrugged his shoulders, and half laughed. "There is no Custom forbidding contact with such as the Star People, but there is a Custom that holds that a noble seek to gain what Wisdom he can. So I found they had some—very useful Wisdom, too."
 
              "My son," said the Duke levelly, "you are a fool, and a braggart fool at that. You do not know Wisdom, but only impatience. You are a child and do not know it. I am a child and do know it. Most assuredly the Star People have Wisdom— they have Wisdom that would, no doubt, burst that obstinate skull of yours if it were poured into it. You, however, are incapable of recognizing your own incompetence to absorb or understand that Wisdom; you are a vain and stupid child— and the people of the starship are stupid children also, for all their Wisdom."
 
              Second's face was gradually mottling with rising, rebellious rage. "You call them stupid!"
 
              "Certainly. They, too, are young. A baby is one of the stupidest creatures on all Parado—however great its Wisdom may be when it grows. They are young, and their understandings are full of the impatience of youth—as are yours.
 
              "Now hearken, for I speak," the Duke's voice took on the customary roll and cadence of the official Defender's pronouncements, "I, the Defender of the People, do strip you of your rank of Captain of the Guards for a period of four months.
 
              "You will spend these four months with the Uncle at the Temple, joining Third in his studies.
 
              "Before you are turned over to him, I shall administer twenty lashes for your breach of military orders.
 
              "I have determined that none of your guardsmen accompanied you to the Star People, and they shall not, therefore, be punished.
 
              "Do you hear and acknowledge?"
 
              Second's face was knotted with bursting anger, his body trembling with violence. "I hear and acknowledge—you bull-headed old fool! You stubborn old protector of outworn customs and ancient rules! You would not learn, you would not look on any new thing for fear one of your precious customs might be found wrong!
 
              "Well, I will. I have! Twenty lashes? Try, you stupid relic of the past! Try!" Second snatched the pistols from his holsters and laughed—or sobbed—at his father. "Look! These are new things, things that don't exist in the Customs. But they're faster and more powerful than any bow. See if your customs can stop them!
 
              "Customs! Rules! The Laws! Because First by some quirk of fate was born sooner, he is to be Duke after you—he who is a scroll-grubbing student, and practices with sword and bow and armor with all the enthusiasm of an ox pulling a plow. First, who has no juice in his bones, no blood in his veins, and no joy in his soul—and no courage in his heart! Because Custom decrees it, he who has not one thing that makes a man would be Duke, while I would be ... what?
 
              "No, thanks to the Star People, and some ingenuity of my own, that won't happen. Stop! If you move again, you are a dead man!"
 
              The Duke took another step forward, quite calmly. "You cannot be permitted to complete your work; you are more than the fool I thought. You are a Twisted.
 
              "There is no weapon that has mind of its own, to direct itself to kill enemies and preserve friends; that is for the skilled and trained mind of a man. I know you, Second; you would not have the patience to learn the handling of any weapon well. You cannot use those Star Weapons."
 
              The Duke strode steadily forward. Second's left-hand pistol roared. The Duke barely started and walked into the cloud of gray-black smoke as the second pistol roared. He staggered back a half-step, his face grimaced, and he came on again. The ball had passed through the flesh of his right arm.
 
              Second's face became gradually blank and white as his magic weapons failed him. Then with a shriek of rage and desperation he drew his dagger and hurled himself at the Duke.
 
              The Duke did not bother to draw his. Four quick movements of his highly trained and thoroughly experienced body were adequate. The dagger flew from Second's broken hand; Second himself spun, half falling, past the older man—and dropped to twitch only slightly, his neck broken by a powerful chopping blow from the Duke's heavily muscled left forearm.
 
              The Duke straightened slowly with bitter eyes. He pulled a rolled strip of white cloth from a pouch at his waist and skillfully bandaged the bleeding slash in his right arm. That done, he looked once more at his dead son, and called out, "Lieutenant!"
 
              The white-faced guardsman came from the adjoining room. "My lord?"
 
              "Second was executed for betrayal of the Customs and for disobedience of military orders. You will arrange for the proper disposal of his body and begin preparations for a nonmilitary funeral.
 
              "Lieutenant Smith's-son will be your new captain; I shall notify him at once.
 
              "If there is any need to consult me, wait my return; I must go to the Temple.
 
              "Do you hear and acknowledge?"
 
              "I hear and acknowledge, my lord." The lieutenant saluted hesitantly.
 
              The Duke nodded curtly, turned, and left the room. Quick hand signals picked up the men who had awaited him in drawn-faced silence. Behind him, the young guardsman, shuddering slightly, looked down at the still faintly smoking pistols on the floor, then toward the corridor where the retreating footsteps of the Duke echoed firmly as he marched toward the castle courtyard.
 
              Another young guardsman slipped into the room. "They— they didn't work?" he asked, shaken.
 
              The lieutenant shook his head. "They worked—but not against a man like our Defender. He walked right into that demon-smoke, and the awful things did no more than scratch him." He looked down at the pistols. He was silent for a minute or two. Then he picked them up carelessly and threw them into a corner of the room. "I guess there's no magic weapon that can meet a real man's courage.
 
              "Help me move him to the couch in the room there."
 
              The old priest met the Duke in the fountain room this time. "I greet you, my Nephew, and I sorrow with you," he said.
 
              The Duke bowed his head slightly. "I thank you, Uncle, but it is not in mourning I have come. For mourning I have no time." He did not ask how the priest knew of Second's death. " 'The dead we do not mourn while the sword is swinging'," he quoted. "There is a problem beyond that of Second."
 
              "Come with me, my Nephew." The old priest led him into the inner room and gestured to him to seat himself on the cushions. "The problem of the Star People is not so simple as the attacks of Duke Bluelake or Duke Stonebridge. Here we have no Customs, no Laws, no Rules."
 
              The Duke rested his forehead in his hands and rocked slowly from side to side, seated tailor-fashion on the cushions. "They have a feel of being children, Uncle. I do not know, now, whether they are vicious and twisted children, as Second was—what twisted him, my Uncle? What twisted him, oh God?—or whether they are good children, playing with people as our children play with toys. They are smart, they are immensely smarter than we are. Yet they are not wise, Uncle. And they have such mighty magic! How can they be so unwise and yet in some ways so supernally wise? How many life-works of wisdom-search must it have taken to devise so much as the door of that starship, the door that closes itself with a humming whisper, and no man's hand on it?
 
              "Yet the best they see is to destroy the life-works of a thousand generations! Why, Uncle, why?"
 
              The old man shook his head slowly. "I am not God, my Nephew, and I do not know all of God's attributes. I cannot understand the attributes of God they worship, and so I cannot reach them in that way. I have tried; that you know.
 
              "There is no problem that does not have a solution; some are known only to God, however. This problem, though, you and I, who are not God, must solve. And we must do it in a human way, for never can we do it in the way of things and weapons; they are immeasurably our superiors in that. We cannot do it in the way of magic; that is God's way, and for reasons we do not know, He has brought them to us.
 
              "But we are intelligent entities, and they are intelligent entities; there must be the path by which we reach solution.
 
              "If they are twisted, if they are vicious, then our case is near-hopeless—we must scatter our people and attack them howsoever we can, by night and in stealth, defying all Customs because no Custom can be trusted with the Twisted.
 
              "I do not think they are twisted; I think they are unwise and somewhat unheeding children, as do you. Then it is so we must meet them."
 
              The Duke slowly straightened. "Then that is for me to do, alone."
 
              The old man nodded. "If they strive themselves—and no people devises such a vehicle without a mighty effort—then they must respect striving, however blunted its effort may be. Otherwise, their own striving is a futile thing, not worthy of their own respect, of no value, and no satisfaction to them.
 
              "If they make valiant efforts against great danger, they must respect valiant efforts against great danger. And even they must face some danger in their incredible ship, when they sail the heavens.
 
              "And no man who will give his life for a cause he believes good can demean the cause of another man who will give his life for a cause he believes good."
 
              The Duke stood up slowly. "Uncle, is First a good man?"
 
              "Yes, nephew. He is sound; he knows he is not wise."
 
              "Good," said the Duke, tightening his belt slightly. "Then I must die."
 
              "Good-by, son of my well-loved sister," said the priest. 
 
              "Good-by, Protector of Wisdom." The Duke bowed formally, turned, and strode out of the room.
 
-
 
              "Hey, gang! Here comes the Duke and three of his men!" Blackie called from the control room. "A formal visit?"
 
              Wainwright and Carl Seaman came from the computer room, Gay Firestone from the communications room where she'd been working on some recordings of native speech. Bowman clattered up from the lower level where the compact machine shop was.
 
              "I don't like this," said Gay. "It's contrary to their Customs, and if he violates his Customs, something's happened. What should we do?"
 
              Blackie and Carl shrugged and answered by strapping on neurodampers and starting for the door.
 
              "What's up?" asked Bowman.
 
              "The Duke's paying a call," Wainwright nodded toward the bubble dome. "Gay says he wouldn't do that according to his Customs."
 
              Bowman looked out silently for a moment. "He's leaving his three men behind. Gay, do they have combat-of-champions in their local Customs?"
 
              "Why—yes but, but why ..."
 
              "Two," said Bull sourly. "Betcha we've just killed another man."
 
              Wainwright spun and faced him. "What do you mean, Bowman?"
 
              "That I have a nasty hunch the Duke is coming to settle a score. That he has now killed his son, in defense of the things he believes in-—even if you folks don't—and has come to challenge us to single combat. He wants us to move out; he wants to make it emphatic.
 
              "What would you do, Hal, if the Wake-makers you were talking about came in with equipment you couldn't even imagine, and you most earnestly wanted them to move out?
 
              "The poor old boy's really got himself a problem, with us here, and not being a field-force physicist, he has to handle it in the only terms possible to him."
 
              Gay was gnawing at her lip. "Hal ... he ... he may be right. We'd better do something."
 
              Bull sighed. "I'll go out with Carl; maybe there's something we can do. If he insists on private combat, maybe I could get him to agree to a wrestling match. Sometimes the more-muscle-than-brains business can come in handy; I'm fairly good at judo, and we might be able to settle things afterward."
 
              "No," snapped Wainwright. "No chances. God knows what sort of tricks they might consider good business in the mayhem-and-murder line here. We don't do things that way, and I don't think we should. But go ahead and see if you can work out something. Damn—I don't like this."
 
              Carl was silently standing by the lock. As Bull joined him he glanced at him with a worried and uncertain frown. "I don't either. And Bull ... I don't know what the score is, I guess. You ... hell, if you're right on this, and that's why the Duke's coming ..."
 
              "Stow it. We got work to do." Bowman punched the lock controls.
 
              Duke Stonehill stood waiting some twenty yards from the lock. His three men sat their horses, holding the Duke's mount, some fifty yards further out.
 
              His blocky, powerful figure remained motionless as they descended the lock ramp. Then he strode two paces forward, looked from one to the other, and spoke. "You are the one called Bow-man.
 
              "Hear and acknowledge! This day I have killed my son, because he became twisted through dealing with you of the Star People. He turned against me, his father, and sought to end my work, using his magic weapons.
 
              "Twelve days past I was forced to execute Ishtock, the smith, who was a good man and a good worker, because of the corruption of his contact with you, the Star People.
 
              "Therefore I, the Defender of the People of Stonehill, demand that you pay indemnity to the Temple of Stonehill, for the damages you have done, and that you leave forthwith to your proper realm of the Stars.
 
              "And I do declare that I shall forbid any one of the Star People entry into Stonehill or onto the . fields of Stonehill, after the rising of the next sun. Your ship must be gone!
 
              "The indemnity to be paid the Temple shall be settled with the Protector of Wisdom; that is not my affair.
 
              "If any of you seek to deny this ruling, I stand challenged!" The Duke drew his sword and held it vertically in front of him, his legs planted wide and solidly.
 
              "Well, Carl? Do we leave?" Bowman asked. "Do we pay indemnity?"
 
              "We don't leave," said Gay's voice, sharply, from the top of the ramp, "and we don't pay indemnity. We didn't kill those men; it was his bull-headed refusal to allow any progress that killed them, damn him!"
 
              "Defender of the People," Carl answered, "we have harmed no one; you, not we, have killed two good men.
 
              "By your refusal to allow us to teach anything of science to your people, you are hindering their progress. By murdering the students who did try to learn, you, not we, are causing harm!"
 
              "I stand challenged!" snapped the Duke. He swung the sword to horizontal position, pointed directly at Carl. "I demand satisfaction."
 
              "Defender, we do not fight over disagreements; we have grown beyond that, and we refuse to do so. No one of us will battle you ..."
 
              The Duke started forward, his sword aimed directly for the center of Carl's chest. "Hah! We shall see!"
 
              Suddenly his entire body jerked, his arms flying up, his body twisting in a violent paroxysm—then he fell limply to the ground. Gay holstered the neurodamper. "I'm quite accurate with these things; I had lots of practice on violent patients. He's acting like any other violent case that's been deprived of his dream world. Eventually, they learn they cannot get anywhere with violence, and start behaving."
 
              She ran lightly down the ramp, walked over to the Duke, and examined him briefly. "He'll be out of it in thirty minutes, if he's anything like our own people. Have his men take him home."
 
              Bowman picked up the fallen Duke, after thrusting his dropped sword into its scabbard, and carried him over to where the three men were standing, white-faced and restless. They grew more tense as Bowman approached.
 
              From the ramp, Gay and Carl watched intently, with neurodampers ready-aimed.
 
              "The Duke is well," Bowman explained carefully. "He has been made to sleep for a little time. In half an hour or so, he will awaken, feeling a little dazed and with a little headache. This will pass in a few hours.
 
              "Tell him, then, that Bow-man suggested that he has time and a chance to think again of what he does."
 
              Bowman carefully lifted the Duke into his saddle, as easily as though he weighed no more than a child, while two of the guardsmen lashed him to his saddle with an expertness that bespoke practice.
 
              Bowman waited till they rode off before turning back to the ship. At the foot of the ramp he made a slight mock bow. "Two," he repeated.
 
              "He's a violent-minded old pirate!" snapped Gay. "He killed his own son rather than consider any progress for his people!"
 
              "I've got to admit," said Carl ruefully, "that that particular son needed killing, if ever I saw one that did. But what do we do now? Give it up as a bad job?"
 
              "I won't be stopped by that stubborn fool." Gay spoke sharply. "He is an extreme rigidity case, utterly unable to consider his own delusional pattern. And because he has his people so cowed, we can't get any of them to do any thinking of their own."
 
              Bowman looked at her thoughtfully. "Er, Gay, some people can't think for themselves. They really can't. Any more than you can acknowledge that your refusal to soar off across the countryside is due to stubbornness on your part. How do you know the Paradans can think for themselves yet?"
 
              "Any race that can build up even a feudal culture obviously thinks!" she replied. "What in the world makes you ask such a question?"
 
              Bowman shrugged. "My experience, I guess. The race doesn't think, as far as I can make out; people do. Individuals. Geniuses. But geniuses have a bad tendency to think in terms of 'I am a person. I think, therefore, I exist. Other people exist, also. Therefore they think, too.'" Bowman shook his head slowly. "I think the race just knows, and only some of the individuals think. Really."
 
              "I can't believe that the Paradans are that stupid," Gay said stubbornly, as she turned back into the ship. "Even the Duke ought to be bright enough to know he won't get anywhere attacking us."
 
              Carl followed her, rubbing at his chin thoughtfully.
 
              "I wonder what happened between the Duke and Second? The kid had two loaded pistols, I know," Carl said as they entered the control room again.
 
              "How much practice had he had shooting them?" Blackie asked.
 
              "Hmm—that's a thought. He'd fired them about twenty times, but mostly to get used to the noise they made. If he fired while the Duke was fifty yards off ..."
 
              "Oh, he probably became hysterical when his father started threatening him, and shot them off in all directions," Gay plunked herself heavily on the chart table. "These Paradans either have no drive at all or turn out to be so stubbornly one-track-minded that they refuse to learn."
 
              "Maybe we should try teaching the Duke himself?" Bowman asked.
 
              "Impossible!" Gay snapped. "He has what he wants, and absolutely refuses to budge. It would take three or four years of patient humoring and gradual persuasion to get anywhere with that man."
 
              "Maybe if we just went back home and put in a report, a contact group could be sent out to work on a longer-term basis, and get somewhere," Bowman suggested.
 
              Gay Firestone was tapping her foot against the floor, her head bent back, looking up at the star-field chart set in the ceiling. "I wonder ... what we really need is a student, a young man genuinely interested in learning. I've been wondering about the Temple acolytes. If we got one who was not too deeply indoctrinated but was basically oriented toward understanding, and if we could protect him for a while ..."
 
              "Anybody would be a better student than Second was," Carl said, "But I hate the thought of going through that business again."
 
              "Maybe your ex-students did, too—but they won't be going through it again." Bowman commented. "Is there any bag-limit on this expedition, or do we just keep it up till we run out of Paradans?"
 
              Gay looked at him with hate in her eyes.
 
-
 
              "You know, Mr. Bowman, it occurs to me that you are the only member of this expedition who did not take the orientation tests, the only one whose personality orientation has not been tested." Gay paused a moment. "As a matter of fact, I believe that, since you graduated from college, you have never had anything but political appointment jobs."
 
              Bowman leaned against the door frame and shook his head slowly. "No, Dr. Firestone, that's not quite correct; there are two of us who have not had their personalities tested by the psychological examinations."
 
              "Two?" she snapped, standing straighter suddenly. "Who else hasn't?"
 
              "You, Dr. Firestone." Bowman glanced toward the three other men. "You took the examinations, of course, but you are a highly trained and highly skilled psychologist yourself. For you, who know well the methods of constructing psychological examinations, the theories behind the test structures, the tests could only test your knowledge of psychological theory—not your personality. You know too much about test structure in that field and would naturally solve the test on the basis of that knowledge.
 
              "Wainwright, here, when he took the tests, had to pass or fail on the basis of his personality. You simply took another test on your understanding of theory.
 
              "Now if Wainwright took a test of physics, he'd answer according to the theories his examiner expected him to use—even if some of his own private research had led him to original discoveries tending to disprove standard theory. You pass tests not on that-which-is-true, but on the degree to which your answers match what-the-examiners-hold-to-be-true.
 
              "The Duke has certain beliefs he believes to be true; you have others which exclude his. If you took an examination prepared by his people, I suspect you would get an appallingly poor mark. You'd fail the test. Whether your answers are correct-in-fact or not has very little to do with the score one makes on a test, you know."
 
              Gay looked at him with a complexly blended mixture of anger, surprise, confusion, embarrassment, and professional defensiveness. "You know nothing about psychological testing procedures!" she finally blurted out.
 
              Bowman nodded. "I know I don't, Dr. Firestone. A political career is a peculiar sort of thing—it requires a maximum willingness to admit ignorance of other people's business, and a maximum willingness to learn. Basically, a politician must rely on the votes of many people; to him, psychological theory is a very uncertain thing indeed, because it doesn't succeed in getting votes. But most politicians I've worked with seem to feel that the ultimate test of psychology is whether people actually act as the theory predicts they will.
 
              "My own feeling is that I know very little about psychology.
 
              "As to taking political appointments—yes. Since I left college, that's all I've done. It's my postgraduate work. Haven't you been working on fellowships to which you were appointed? I believe Carl and Blackie have, also.
 
              "Political 'fellowships' are somewhat the same, I feel."
 
              Blackie looked somewhat startled. "You've got a point, fella!"
 
              Bowman grinned. "We get beat about the ears a good bit —but we're trying to do a job of work too, you know. We're sort of sociological craftsmen. We're still flying by the seat of our pants, using rules of thumb, and making a lot of crash landings. I'm strictly an apprentice at the trade; it's my very genuine conviction of my own incompetence that makes me feel like hell about those two men who got caught in the gears of progress. I'd like someone older and more experienced to look this deal over before we get any more people hurt."
 
              Gay's face was set in stubborn lines. "I think we should talk this over further tomorrow. We can each think about it tonight."
 
              The others nodded agreement slowly. Bowman acquiesced. It was perfectly clear that Gay intended to talk to the others when Bowman was not around to interfere.
 
-
 
              But there was little opportunity for Gay or anyone else to talk it over the next day. Bowman had roused first and had been keeping a speculative eye on the fields toward Stonehill, while organizing things for the new day. Quite as he expected, Duke Stonehill and three of his men started out across the fields with the sunlight streaming long, low rays down the hillside. There was a heavy dew on the grasses, and the early-morning haze softened the usually bitingly harsh light of the distant electric-arc sun. The Duke and his men, in colorful, highly decorated armor, the leading guardsman carrying the Duke's pennon, with the ancient Castle-town in the background, made a picture-book scene.
 
              Bowman looked silently, his face for a moment showing strong, deep lines of sadness. He knew with immense precision what was going to happen, and he also knew precisely how to stop it, in any of several thousand ways. But he also knew—which none of the others here could—precisely why he had to refrain from stopping it. A little longer, though—just a little while now—and he could put these jobs off on someone else.
 
              He was aware simultaneously of the Duke and his men, of the soft sleep sounds of the crew, of the control room, and the papers where Wainwright and Seaman had been working hard on the field-force calculations. A faint smile twitched his lips as he glanced over their results. The "Wake-makers"! It was definitely a good name for them—they'd stirred up quite a few Wakes, trying to rearrange the galaxy to suit themselves.
 
              He sighed, amused at himself as he did so, and turned toward the companionway. "Up and out! Up and out! Boarders approaching to starboard," he called.
 
              The sleep sounds stopped abruptly.
 
              "Huh?" came from Wainwright's cabin. "Boarders?"
 
              "Is he back again?" called Gay's irritated voice. "I'll be out in a minute."
 
              "What do you mean, "boarders'?" Blackie called. He and Seaman were stirring, and Blackie's round face, sleepy-eyed and black-beard-stubbled, stock out the door.
 
              Wainwright was out, zipping his tunic, his eyes still slightly bleary with sleep, but rapidly becoming alert. "The Duke?" he asked. "What's he coming back for?"
 
              Gay bustled out of the Medic department; there was a curious impression of a humming swarm of bees about her. "We already know that man doesn't learn easily or willingly. I don't know what he expects to accomplish, but whatever it is, he won't. Let's go out and see what he wants."
 
              They gathered at the outer lock as the Duke and his men rode closer. Again the men stopped about fifty paces away, and the Duke came on alone. Wainwright and Seaman went down the ramp to meet him, with Bowman somewhat behind them. Gay stationed herself at the head of the ramp.
 
              The Duke drew himself up some ten paces from Wainwright and Seaman. "I stand challenged," he said heavily. He drew his sword slowly and held it vertically before his face. "It is not honorable or proper to ignore the protest and the challenge of any man. There shall be combat!"
 
              "There can be no combat, Duke Stonehill," Carl protested. "It is contrary to our customs; let us determine then what should be done."
 
              "There shall be combat, for there has been combat, though you deny it! Two of my people are slain by your corruption!" The Duke, the day before, had held his sword pointing directly at Carl; this morning he swung it from the vertical position into a horizontal position, held in his left hand and at throat height, pointing across his body toward his right, as he started forward.
 
              "Tell him to stop!" Gay cried.
 
              "Stop, Defender!" Carl called, retreating, his face suddenly worried. Wainwright, too, began to retreat. "Stop and let us discuss ... stop!"
 
              The Duke, his face completely immobile, walked straight on. "There shall be combat!" he repeated. Suddenly he leaped forward.
 
              "Oh my God!" Gay cried and triggered her neurodamper.
 
              Again, the Duke's powerful body jerked in the initial spasm of the neurodamper. But, as he had known when he advanced, there was a difference. The instantaneous spasm of his muscles jerked the sharp, heavy sword against his throat, nearly severing his head from his body.
 
              The body dropped limply to the ground, less than two feet from Wainwright's feet. Unfamiliarly pinkish blood welled out in a pool, and Wainwright stepped back quickly. He looked down at the fallen Duke, his massive, blocky body sprawled on the dew-wet grass. He looked up to where the three men were standing beside the four horselike animals.
 
              Finally he sighed heavily. "All right, gang, let's pack up the show."
 
              "The fool," said Gay shakenly, "the damned, stubborn fool!" 
 
              Wainwright looked from the fallen Duke to where she stood in the doorway, the neurodamper hanging from her fingers. "Gay, I can no longer accept that he was an egotistical aristocrat simply trying to keep his nest feathered. You were quite wrong on that, and so were we. You'd better go back aboard. We'll have to do what we can to clean up this mess." He gestured toward the three men still standing by their horses.
 
              "He knew exactly what would happen," said Carl quietly.
 
              Blackie came down the ramp and joined them. He looked at the Duke's face, still stern and determined in death. He touched his forehead and said softly, "My respects, sir, and my apologies." He turned to Wainwright. "What do we do—besides packing out of here?"
 
              Wainwright shrugged and turned to Bowman apologetically. "I'm afraid that, as is usual when people have somehow gotten fanatical and not figured things too straight, we'll have to turn to the politicians and statesmen to get us out again. Will you take over, Bull?" he waved toward the Duke's men.
 
              Bowman nodded. "I'll see what sort of peace I can make with—oh, let's face it—what sort of peace I can make with our own consciences ... in the guise of the Paradans.
 
              "I'll have to see the Temple Priest, from what I can make of their Customs, since it is he who shares the actual rule with the reigning Duke.
 
              "You'd better go back aboard; since the Duke undoubtedly ordered his men to stay out of this, I'll have no trouble alone."
 
              "As you say, Bull." Wainwright picked up the others with his eyes and went aboard. At the head of the inner lock Gay was standing very nervously watching Wainwright. The Captain was unconsciously rubbing his hands against his tunic, as though trying to clean them.
 
              "I—I'm sorry, Hal," Gay said, "I ..."
 
              "So are we all, Gay. Better leave it to Bull. He seems to feel he can handle it." Wainwright walked on into the control room.
 
              Outside, Bowman gently picked up the Duke's body and carried it toward the waiting men. One of them started toward him, leading the Duke's horse.
 
              "He died a good and brave man," said Bowman quietly. "He has forced us to leave this place; take him to the Temple, as is fitting a brave warrior. I go to make our settlement with the Uncle."
 
              "Aye. The Last Stonehill was a brave man; he feared no magic." The guardsmen expertly tied the Duke onto his horse and started slowly across the field. The Duke's pennon waved in the light morning air; it was carried in his saddle-boot now.
 
              The Duke was coming home dead, but with his pennon flying.
 
              Bowman walked with them till they crossed a slight swale of ground. Then he said, "I will go to the Uncle." The ship was out of sight from this spot—and Bowman vanished.
 
              By a very simple method—one so simple it had taken the Wake-makers seventy thousand years of immense research to perfect it—Bowman's mind triggered certain spatial laws into action.
 
              The old Temple priest looked up with widened eyes, as Bowman suddenly was in front of him.
 
              "The Star People will leave, Nephew," said Bowman.
 
              "I—felt the Duke die. But you—you are not of the Star People, yet you are a Star Man, too!" The old priest rose and looked at Bowman in confusion.
 
              "They do not know that, Nephew. It is not wise for them to know that, nor will it be wise for your people to know it in a little while longer. I am of another Star People, a people who came among the stars a great while ago; we are truly Star People now and have been for more than two hundred thousand years."
 
              "Do these Star People here know your people exist?"
 
              "Long ago, my people left certain traces in the heavens when they moved worlds from one star to another; these traces are known to the Star People, but they believe my people are gone. They, like your people, believe that a race must be all alike to be able to work together—which is not true. Is not your muscle different from your brain, your lungs different from your bones? Are not all these differences part of you, and are these differences not essential to your living?
 
              "We came, once, from a single planet called Earth ... a long time ago. Now some, like myself, are adapted to planets like this, where water is very near to boiling; others prefer planets where water is a kind of stone. We are very different—-and we are therefore more essential to each other. Between peoples who are just alike, there can be only competition. Where there is difference, there can be the harmony of complementation, but there can be no competition.
 
              "Now, my Nephew, we must discuss the errors that have been made; I will see that the Star People understand their errors, also, but I must go with them.
 
              "The Duke is dead; death is solely and always the result of accumulation of mistakes."
 
              "Old age ..." said the priest doubtfully.
 
              "The accumulation of the errors of living. This is so; I know this by experience, and your people will learn. I have lived some twenty thousand years, and I will spend a few more centuries on Therlem, the planet of your Star People, before I go home. But there need be no end to life.
 
              "The Duke died because he made mistakes, and he died a brave and good man because he faced the penalty of his mistakes and thereby balanced them.
 
              "The Star People are a good people. They are young, and they are not wise—but they are not childish. They are, instead, an adolescent people, idealistic, sure of themselves and their mission (which is as it should be for the adolescent!), and very difficult to live with." Bowman smiled ruefully. "You have, perhaps, some experience with the nature of the adolescent?"
 
              

"Yes," said the priest. "I—believe I understand a little."
 
              "I have lived with them some thousand years now, I and a few friends, and the Therlem people are nearly approaching adult stage now. This experience has been very good, but very, very painful, to four of their finest people. My friends and I selected some of their most effective individuals for this trip.
 
              "They are good, they are not vicious, and they are not twisted. You spoke truly with the Duke on that.
 
              "But the Duke, and you yourself, are paying with unhappiness and loss, because you sought to use the humanity, the understanding and fellow-feeling of these four youngsters as a weapon to drive them away. You have succeeded despite the power of their ship—and this you could not imagine, for you have not the experience, but they could turn half this world into a bubbling lake of boiling rock with the powers that ship carries!—still, the Duke has lashed them and is sending them home with their tails between their legs.
 
              "But this was because you knew the depth and power of human things and human forces." Bowman looked steadily at the old man. "Now tell me wherein you were wrong, and why, therefore, the Duke died—and you face years of loneliness."
 
              The old man trembled and sat down unsteadily. "I—I see, and the fault is mine. We acknowledged that they were good and understanding people when we sought to hurt them and drive them away, but we did not acknowledge that they were good and understanding people when they came to us. 'He who would push, must be pushed.' "
 
              "When the Duke refused to allow understanding or to admit that understanding could grow between your two peoples, he established an unbalance.
 
              "Very wise adults could have re-established the balance without the Duke's death; but these are the adolescents of an adolescent race. They could not."
 
              "You ...?" the priest half asked.
 
              "I," said Bowman, "could make you believe I was a pink dragon with three heads and six legs—or that the sun did not go around Parado, but that Parado went around the sun, spinning like a top. I could make you believe anything I chose to insert in your mind.
 
              "Many times on Therlem and other planets where I have studied, I have wanted very much to use this power. It would have saved me so much time and trouble.
 
              "But doing that can only make a mind a pale imitation of a part of me, leaving nothing of itself at all. I can make you believe anything—but only by destroying forever that which is you—the originality that you yourself have built and are building.
 
              "Certainly I could have stopped all this trouble. I could have stopped it a thousand years ago. But then there would have been no Therlem and no Paradans. There would only have been puppets, living contented, peaceful, ordered lives.
 
              "We learn by pain; I, too, must accept pain and not protect either you or myself in the easy way of avoiding lessons. Not more than a dozen times have I destroyed a mind, and then only because of the danger of destruction of a world if I did not. There is nothing more appallingly dangerous than an adolescent with Godlike powers. Our own young are a particularly difficult problem, naturally.
 
              "I did not stop the thing, because it is your life you must lead, not one I construct for you, however placid and pretty it might be.
 
              "I can take from you all memory of the Duke; then there will be no sorrow over his loss. Do you wish that?"
 
              The old man shook his head. "No, Uncle. But—will you or one of you be near us when there is great trouble?"
 
              Bowman smiled slowly and shook his head. "Tell me why we will not."
 
              The priest sighed. "I have trouble making my students work through their own problems; they would rather borrow the answers from someone else, not taking the hard way of learning to work out the answers. And if a child knows his father stands by to catch him if he falls, he will be careless indeed.
 
              "Very well, my Uncle, I have learned much—and I will seek faithfully to learn more, and to teach what I can. Only so can the sacrifice of the Duke be other than futile."
 
              "Good. I will return to the ship; they, too, have lessons to learn; and they know very well that they have been hurt, but cannot yet understand why. Patience is very hard for the adolescent to learn, but until he learns it, he is not adult."
 
              Bowman faded from the priest's view and, aware that none of the ship's crew was watching out the bubble dome, was instantaneously walking up the lock ramp.
 
              Wainwright met him at the inner lock door, his face considerably more lined than it had been when Bowman left a bare hour before. "How goes it, Bull? You look beat."
 
              Bowman shrugged. "It goes. Nothing much we can do, of course; we have nothing they want—which was the source of the whole trouble—and they are not stupid; they know they can do nothing to us. Except make us damned unhappy. I— well—call it 'apologized' and promised we would leave at once." Bowman paused to look at Wainwright again. "You look sort of beat, too."
 
              Captain Wainwright nodded. "It's Gay. She's feeling awful. Her whole life seems to have come apart at the seams. Blackie prescribed a sedative, and she counterprescribed full consciousness so she could—'clean her dirty mind,' to use her phrase.
 
              "She's decided psychology and sociology are blind and stupid and a few other things.
 
              "The poor girl's having a hell of a time."
 
              Bowman sighed. "I don't suppose she'd want to see me at all, now."
 
              Wainwright shook his head. "Wrong. She does. She wants to apologize. Better go see her, Bull; God knows you've had a morning already, but we'll all appreciate it."
 
              "Sure, Hal. I'll try to help—it's a business with us politicians."
 
 
 
The End

