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CALL ME JCE
by Poul Anderson

The wi nd cane whoopi ng out of eastern darkness, driving a |lash of ammoni a dust before it. In
m nut es, Edward Angl esey was bl i nded.

He clawed all four feet into the broken shards which were soil, hunched down and groped
for his little snelter. The wind was an idiot bassoon in his skull. Something whi pped across his
back, drawi ng blood, a tree yanked up by the roots and spat a hundred niles. Lightning cracked,

i mmensely far overhead where cl ouds boiled with night.
As if to reply, thunder toned in the ice nmountains and a red gout of flame junped and a

hill si de came boom ng down, spilling itself across the valley. The earth shivered.
Sodi um expl osi on, thought Anglesey in the drunbeat noise. The fire and the |ightning gave
hi m enough illum nation to find his apparatus. He picked up tools in nmuscul ar hands, his tai

gri pped the trough, and he battered his way to the tunnel and thus to his dugout.

It had walls and roof of water, frozen by sun-renpteness and conpressed by torn of
at mosphere jamed onto every square inch. Ventilated by a tiny snoke hole, a lanp of tree oi
burning in hydrogen nade a dull light for the single room

Angl esey sprawl ed his slate-blue formon the floor, panting. It was no use to swear at the
storm These anmoni a gal es often cane at sunset, and there was nothing to do but wait themout. He
was tired, anyway.

It would be nmorning in five hours or so. He had hoped to cast an axhead, his first, this
eveni ng, but maybe it was better to do the job by daylight.

He pull ed a dekapod body off a shelf and ate the neat raw, pausing for |ong gul ps of
liquid nethane froma jug. Things would inprove once he had proper tools; so far, everything had
been painfully
grubbed and hacked to shape with teeth, claws, chance icicles, and what detestably weak and
crumbling fragnents remai ned of the spaceship. Gve hima few years and he’d be living as a nan
shoul d.

He sighed, stretched, and |ay down to sl eep

Sonewhat nore than one hundred and twel ve thousand m |l es away, Edward Angl esey took off
hi s hel net.

He | ooked around, blinking. After the Jovian surface, it was always a little unreal to
find hinself here again, in the clean, quiet orderliness of the control room

Hi s rmuscles ached. They shouldn’t. He had not really been fighting a gale of severa
hundred nmiles an hour, under three gravities and a tenperature of 140 absol ute. He had been here,
in the al nbst nonexistent pull of Jupiter V, breathing oxynitrogen. It was Joe~ who |ived down
there and filled his lungs with hydrogen and heliumat a pressure which could still only be
estimated, because it broke aneroids and deranged piezoel ectrics.

Nevert hel ess, his body felt worn and beaten. Tension, no doubt—psychosomatics. After all
for a good nany hours now he had, in a sense, been Joe, and Joe had been working hard.

Wth the helnet off, Anglesey held only a thread of identification. The esprojector was
still tuned to Joe's brain but no |onger focused on his own. Sonewhere in the back of his nmind, he
knew an i ndescribable feeling of sleep. Now and then, vague forns or colors drifted in the soft
bl ack—dreans? Not inpossible that Joe's brain should dreama little when Angl esey’s nmind wasn't
using it.

A light ifickered red on the esprojector panel, and a bell whined el ectronic fear
Angl esey cursed. Thin fingers danced over the controls of his chair, he slewed around and shot
across to the bank of dials. Yes, there—K tube oscifiating again! The circuit blew out. He
w enched the face plate off with one hand and funbled in a drawer with the other

Inside his mnd, he could feel the contact with Joe fading. If he once lost it entirely,
he wasn’t sure he could regain it. And Joe was an investnent of several mllion dollars and quite
a few highly skilled man-years

Angl esey pulled the offending K tube fromits socket and threwit on the floor. d ass
expl oded. It eased his tenper a bit, just enough so he could find a replacenment, plug it in,
switch on the current again.

As the machi ne warnmed up, once again anplifying, the Joeness in the back alleys of his brain
st rengt hened.
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Slowy, then, the man in the electric wheel chair rolled out of the room into the hall.
Let sonebody el se sweep up the broken tube. To hell with it. To hell with everybody.

Jan Cornelius had never been farther fromEarth than some confortable Lunar resort. He
felt much put upon that the Psionics Corporation should tap himfor a thirteen-nonth exile. The
fact that he knew as nuch about esprojectors and their cranky innards as any other man alive was
no excuse. Wiy send anyone at all? Who cared?

Qovi ously the Federation Science Authority did. It had seemingly given those bearded
hermts a bl ank check on the taxpayer’s account.

Thus did Cornelius grunble to hinself, all the long hyperbolic path to Jupiter. Then the
shifting accel erations of approach to its tiny inner satellite left himtoo wetched for further
complaint. And when he finally, just prior to disenbarkation, went up to the greenhouse for a | ook
at Jupiter, he said not a word. Nobody does, the first tinme.

Arne Viken waited patiently while Cornelius stared. It still gets ne too, he renenbered.
By the throat. Sometinmes |'mafraid to | ook.

At length Cornelius turned around. He had a faintly Jovian appearance hinself, being a
large man with an inposing girth. “I had no idea,” he whispered. “lI never thought . . . | had seen
pictures, but.. .*

Vi ken nodded. “Sure, Dr. Cornelius. Pictures don't convey it.”

Where they stood, they could see the dark broken rock of the sateffite, junbled for a
short way beyond the landing slip and then chopped off sheer. This npbon was scarcely even a
platform it seemed, and cold constellations went streamng past it, around it. Jupiter lay across
a fifth of that sky, softly anmbrous, banded with colors, spotted with the shadows of planet-sized
moons and with whirlw nds as broad as Earth. If there had been any gravity to speak of, Cornelius
woul d have thought, instinctively, that the great planet was falling on him As it was, he felt as
i f sucked upward, his hands were stifi sore where he had grabbed a rail to hold on

“You live here. . . all alone. . . with this?” He spoke feebly.

“Ch, well, there are some fifty of us all told, pretty congenial,” said Viken. “It’s not
so bad. You sign up for four-cycle hitches—four ship arrivals—and believe it or not, Dr.

Cornelius, this is nmy third enlistnment.”

The newconer forbore to inquire nore deeply. There was sonething not quite understandabl e
about the men on Jupiter V. They were nostly bearded, though otherw se careful to remain neat;
their lowgravity movenments were sonmehow dreanli ke to watch; they hoarded their conversation, as
if to stretch it through the year and a nonth between ships. Their nonkish exi stence had changed
them—or did they take what anobunted to vows of poverty, chastity, and obedi ence because they had
never felt quite at home on green Earth?

Thirteen nont hs! Cornelius shuddered. It was going to be a long, cold wait, and the pay
and bonuses accumul ating for himwere scant confort now, four hundred and eighty mllion mles
fromthe sun.

“Wonderful place to do research,” continued Viken. “All the facilities, hand-picked
col | eagues, no distracti ons—and, of course. . .“ He jerked his thunb at the planet and turned to
| eave.

Cornelius foll owed, wallowi ng awkwardly. “It is very interesti~hg, no doubt,” he puffed.
“Fascinating. But really, Dr. Viken, to drag ne way out here and make me spend a year-plus waiting
for the next ship—+to do a job which may take ne a few weeks. “

“Are you sure it’s that sinple?” asked Viken gently. H s face sw veled around, and there

was sonething in his eyes that silenced Cornelius. “After all nmy time here, |'’ve yet to see any
probl em however conplicated, which when you | ooked at it the right way didn't becone still nore
complicated.”

They went through the ship’s air lock and the tube joining it to the station entrance.
Near |y everythi ng was underground. Roons, |aboratories, even halls, had a degree of
| uxuri ousness—why, there was a fireplace with a real fire in the comopn rooml God al one knew what

that cost! Thinking of the huge chill enptiness where the king planet laired, and of his own
year’'s sentence, Cornelius decided that such luxuries were, in truth, biological necessities.
Vi ken showed himto a pleasantly furnished chanber which would be his own. “W' || fetch

your | uggage soon, and unl oad your psionic stuff. Ri ght now, everybody' s either talking to the
ship’s crew or reading his mail.”

Cor nel i us nodded absently and sat down. The chair, like all |lowgee furniture, was a nmere
spi dery skeleton, but it held his bulk confortably enough. He felt in his tunic, hoping to bribe
the other man into keeping himconpany for a while. “Cigar? | brought sone from Ansterdam”
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“Thanks.” Vi ken accepted with di sappoi nting casual ness, crossed long, thin |l egs and bl ew
grayi sh cl ouds.

“Ah. . . are you in charge here?”

“Not exactly. No one is. W do have one administrator, the cook, to handle what little
work of that type may cone up. Don’t forget, this is a research station, first, last, and al ways.”

“What is your field, then?”

Vi ken frowned. “Don’t question anyone else so bluntly, Dr. Cornelius,” he warned. “They'd
rat her spin the gossip out as long as possible with each newconer. It’s a rare treat to have
soneone whose every | ast conceivable reaction hasn’'t been—no, no apologies to ne. ‘S all right.
I'"ma physicist, specializing in the solid state at ultra-high pressures.” He nodded at the wall
“Plenty of it to be observed—there!”

“l see.” Cornelius snoked quietly for a while. Then: “I’m supposed to be the psionics
expert, but, frankly, at present |I’'ve no idea why your machi ne should m sbehave as reported.”

“You nean those, uh, K tubes have a stable output on Earth?”

“And on Luna, Mars, Venus—everywhere, apparently, but here.” Cornelius shrugged. “Of
course, psibeans are al ways persnickety, and sonetines you get an unwanted feedback when—o. 1’11
get the facts before | theorize. Who are your psinen?”

“Just Angl esey, who's not a fornmally trained esman at all. But he took it up after he was
crippled, and showed such a natural aptitude that he was shi pped out here when he vol unt eered.
It's so hard to get anyone for Jupiter V that we aren’'t fussy about degrees. At that, Ed seens to
be operating Joe as well as a Ps.D. could.”

“Ah, yes. Your pseudojovian. |'ll have to exam ne that angle pretty carefully, too,” said
Cornelius. In spite of hinself, he was getting interested. “Maybe the trouble cones from sonething
in Joe's biochenmistry. Who knows? I'Il let you into a carefully guarded little secret, Dr. Viken

psionics is not an exact science.”

“Neither is physics,” grinned the other nman. After a nonment, he added nore soberly: “Not
my brand of physics, anyway. | hope to nmake it exact. That's why |I'mhere, you know. It's the
reason we're all here.”

Edward Angl esey was a bit of a shock the first tine. He was a head, a pair of arns, and a
di sconcertingly intense blue stare. The rest of himwas nere detail, enclosed in a wheel ed
machi ne.

“Bi ophysicist originally,” Viken had told Cornelius. “Studying atnospheric spores at Earth
Station when he was still a young man—acci dent, crushed hi mup, nothing below his chest will ever
wor k agai n. Snappi sh type, you have to go slowwith him?”

Seated on a wisp of stool in the esprojector control room Cornelius realized that Viken
had been soft-pedaling the truth.

Angl esey ate as he tal ked, gracelessly, letting the chair’s tentacles wi pe up after him
“CGot to,” he explained. “This stupid place is officially on Earth time, GVI. Jupiter isn't. |I’'ve
got to be here whenever Joe wakes, ready to take himover.”

“Coul dn’t you have soneone spell you?” asked Corneli us.

“Bali!” Angl esey stabbed a piece of prot and waggled it at the other man. Since it was
native to him he could spit out English, the comon | anguage of the station, wth unneasured
ferocity. “Look here. You ever done therapeutic esping? Not just listening in, or even
communi cati on, but actual pedagogic control ?”

“No, not I. It requires a certain natural talent, like yours.” Cornelius smled. H's
ingratiating little phrase was swal |l owed wi t hout being noticed by the scored face opposite him *“I
take it you mean cases like, oh, re-educating the nervous system of a palsied child?”

“Yes, yes. Good enough exanpl e. Has anyone ever tried to suppress the child s personality,
take himover in the nost literal sense?”

“CGood God, no!”

“BEven as a scientific experiment?” Anglesey grinned. “Has any esprojector operative ever
poured on the juice and swanped the child s brain with his own thoughts? Cone on, Cornelius, |
won't snitch on you.”

“Well . . . it’s out of nmy line, you understand.” The psionicist |ooked carefully away,
found a bl and neter face and screwed his eyes to that. “1 have, uh, heard sonethi ng about
Well, yes, there were attenpts made in sone pathol ogi cal cases to, uh, bull through. . . break

down the patient’s delusions by sheer force—=

“And it didn't work,” said Anglesey. He | aughed. “It can’t work, not even on a child, let
alone an adult with a fully devel oped personality. Wy, it took a decade of refinenent, didn't it,
bef ore the machi ne was debugged to the point where a psychiatrist could even ‘listen in” wthout
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the nornmal variation between his pattern of thought and the patient’ s—wi thout that variation
setting up an interference scranbling the very thing he wanted to study. The nmachine has to
make automatic conpensations for the differences’ between individuals. We stifi can't bridge the
di fferences between speci es.

“If soneone else is willing to cooperate, you can very gently guide his thinking. And

that's all. If you try to seize control of another brain, a brain with its own background of
experience, its own ego, you risk your very sanity. The other brain will fight back instinctively.
A fully devel oped, matured, hardened human personality is just too conplex for outside control. It

has too many resources, too nuch hell the subconscious can call to its defense if its integrity is
threatened. Bl azes, man, we can’'t even nmaster our own minds, |et alone anyone else’s!”

Angl esey’ s cracked-voice tirade broke off. He sat brooding at the instrunment panel,
tappi ng the consol e of his nechani cal nother.

“Wel | ?” said Cornelius after a while.

He shoul d not, perhaps, have spoken. But he found it hard to remain nute. There was too

much silence—half a billion mles of it, fromhere to the sun. If you closed your nouth five
mnutes at a tine, the silence began creeping in |ike fog.

“Wel | ,” gibed Angl esey. “So our pseudojovian, Joe, has a physically adult brain. The only
reason | can control himis that his brain has never been given a chance to develop its own ego.
am Joe. Fromthe noment he was ‘born’ into consciousness, | have been there. The psi beam sends ne

all his sense data and sends hi m back ny notornerve inpul ses. Neverthel ess, he has that excellent
brain, and its cells are recording every trace of experience, even as yours and nine; his synapses
have assuned the topography which is nmy ‘personality pattern.

“Anyone el se, taking himover fromme, wuld find it was like an attenpt to oust me nyself
fromny own brain. It couldn’t be done. To be sure, he doubtless has only a rudinmentary set of
Angl eseynenori es—+ do not, for instance, repeat trigononetric theorens while controlling hi mbut
he has enough to be, potentially, a distinct personality.

“As a matter of fact, whenever he wakes up fromsleep—there’ s usually a lag of a few
m nutes, while | sense the change through nmy normal psi faculties and get the anplifying hel net
adj usted—+ have a bit of a struggle. | feel almbst a . . . a resistance until |’'ve brought his
mental currents conpletely into phase with mne. Merely dream ng has been enough of a different
experience to - “ Angl esey didn't bother to finish the sentence

“l see,” murnmured Cornelius. “Yes, it’'s clear enough. In fact, it’'s astonishing that you
can have such total contact with a being of such alien netabolism”

“I won’t for rmuch longer,” said the esnan sarcastically, “unless you can correct whatever
is burning out those K tubes. | don’t have an unlimited supply of spares.”

“l have sone wor ki ng hypot heses,” said Cornelius, “but there’s so little known about
psi beam transm ssion—+s the velocity infinite or nerely very great, is the beamstrength actually
i ndependent of di stance? How about the possible effects of transm ssi on—eh, through the degenerate
matter in the Jovian core? Good Lord, a planet where water is a heavy nineral and hydrogen is a
metal! What do we know?”

“We're supposed to find out,” snapped Angl esey. “That's what this whole project is for
Know edge. Bull!” Al nobst, he spat on the floor. “Apparently what little we have | earned doesn’'t
even get through to people. Hydrogen is still a gas where Joe lives. He'd have to dig down a few
mles to reach the solid phase. And |I'm expected to make a scientific analysis of Jovian
condi tions!”

Cornelius waited it out, letting Anglesey stormon while he hinself turned over the
probl em of K-tube oscillation

“They don’t understand back on Earth. Even here they don't. Sonmetines | think they refuse
to understand. Joe's down there without much nore than his bare hands. He, |, we started with no
nmore know edge than that he could probably eat the local life. He has to spend nearly all his tine
hunting for food. It’'s a miracle he’'s cone as far as he has in these few weeks—ade a shelter,
grown familiar with the i nmedi ate regi on, begun on netal | urgy, hydrurgy, whatever you want to cal
it. What nore do they want nme to do, for crying in the beer?”

“Yes, yes,” nmunbled Cornelius. “Yes, I. . .*

Angl esey raised his white bony face. Sonmething ifimed over in his eyes.

“What —= began Cornel i us.

“Shut up!” Angl esey whipped the chair around, groped for the helnet, slapped it down over
his skull. “Joe’s waking. Get out of here.”

“But if you'll let me work only while he sleeps, how can |2

Angl esey snarled and threw a wench at him It was a feeble toss, even in | ow gee.
Cornel i us backed toward the door. Anglesey was tuning in the esprojector. Suddenly he jerked.
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“Cornelius!”

“Whatisit?” The psionicist tried to run back, eoverdid it, and skidded in a heap to end up
agai nst the panel

“K tube again.” Anglesey yanked off the helnet. It nust have hurt |ike blazes, having a
mental squeal build up uncontrolled and anplified in your own brain, but he said nerely: “Change
it for ne. Fast. And then get out and | eave nme alone. Joe didn't wake up of hinself. Sonething
crawed into the dugout with mte—+'min trouble down there!”

It had been a hard day’'s work, and Joe slept heavily. He did not wake until the hands
cl osed on his throat.

For a nmonent then he knew only a crazy snothering wave of panic. He thought he was back on
Earth Station, floating in null gee at the end of a cable while a thousand frosty stars hal oed the
pl anet before him He thought the great | beam had broken fromits noorings and started toward
him slowy, but with all the inertia of its cold tons, spinning and shimering in the Earthlight,
and the only sound hinself screami ng and screaning in his helnet trying to break fromthe cable
t he beam nudged him ever so gently but it kept on moving he noved with it he was crushed agai nst
the station wall nuzzled into it his mangled suit frothed as it tried to seal its wounded self
there was blood mngled with the foam his bl ood Joe roared.

Hi s convul sive reaction tore the hands off his neck and sent a bl ack shape spi nning across
the dugout. It struck the wall, thunderously, and the lanp fell to the floor and went out.

Joe stood in darkness, breathing hard, aware in a vague fashion that the wind had died
froma shriek to a low snarling while he slept.

The thing he had tossed away munbled in pain and craw ed along the wall. Joe felt through
lightiessness after his club

Sonet hi ng el se scrabbl ed. The tunnel! They were coning through the tunnel! Joe groped
blind to neet them H's heart drunmmed thickly and his nose drank an alien stench

The thing that energed, as Joe’s hands closed on it, was only about half his size, but it
had six nonstrously taloned feet and a pair of three-fingered hands that reached after his eyes.
Joe cursed, lifted it while it withed, and dashed it to the floor. It screamed, and he heard
bones splinter.

“Come on, then!” Joe arched his back and spat at them like a tiger nmenaced by giant
caterpifiars.

They flowed through his tunnel and into the room a dozen of
thementered while he westled one that had curled itself around his shoulders and anchored its
si nuous body with claws. They pulled at his legs, trying to crawl up on his back. He struck out

with claws of his own, with his tail, rolled over and went down beneath a heap of them and stood
up with the heap still clinging to him
They swayed in darkness. The | egged seething of them struck the dugout wall. It shivered,

a rafter cracked, the roof came down. Anglesey stood in a pit, anong broken ice plates, under the
wan |ight of a sinking Ganynede.

He coul d see now that the nonsters were black in color and that they had heads big enough
to accommodate sonme brain, |ess than human but probably nore than apes. There were a score of them
or so, they struggled frombeneath the weckage and flowed at himwi th the sane shrieking nalice.
Why ?

Baboon reaction, thought Angl esey sonewhere in the back of hinself. See the stranger, fear
the stranger, hate the stranger, kill the stranger. H s chest heaved, punping air through a raw
throat. He yanked a whole rafter to him snapped it in half, and twirled the iron-hard wood.

The nearest creature got its head bashed in. The next had its back broken. The third was
hurled with shattered ribs into a fourth, they went down together. Joe began to laugh. It was
getting to be fun.

“Yee-owl Ti-i-i-iger!” He ran across the icy ground, toward the pack. They scattered,
how i ng. He hunted themuntil the |last one had vanished into the forest.

Panting, Joe |ooked at the dead. He hinself was bl eeding, he ached, he was cold and hungry
and his shelter had been wrecked—but he' d whi pped them He had a sudden inpul se to beat his chest
and howl . For a nonent he hesitated. Wiy not? Angl esey threw back his head and bayed victory at
the dimshield of Ganynede.

Thereafter he went to work. First build a fire, in the |lee of the spaceshi p—which was
little nore by now than a hill of corrosion. The nonster pack cried in darkness and the broken
ground, they had not given up on him they would return.

He tore a haunch off one of the slain and took a bite. Pretty good. Better yet if properly
cooked. Heh! They'd nmade a big mistake in caffing his attention to their existence! He finished
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breakfast whil e Ganynede slipped under the western ice nountains. It would be norning soon. The
air was alnost still, and a flock of pancake-shaped

sky-ski mrers, as Anglesey called them went overhead, burni shed copper color in the first pale
dawn streaks.

Joe rummaged in the ruins of his hut until he had recovered the water-snelting equipnent.
It wasn’t harmed. That was the first order of business, nelt sone ice and cast it in the nolds of
ax, knife, saw, hammer he had painfully prepared. Under Jovian conditions, nethane was a |iquid
that you drank and water was a dense hard mneral. It would nake good tools. Later on he would try
alloying it with other material s.

Next —yes. To hell with the dugout, he could sleep in the open again for a while. Mke a
bow, set traps, be ready to nassacre the black caterpifiars when they attacked hi magain. There
was a chasmnot far fromhere, going down a long way toward the bitter cold of the netaffic-
hydrogen strata: a natural icebox, a place to store the several weeks’ worth of neat his enenies
woul d supply. This would give himleisure to—Ch, a hell of a |ot!

Joe | aughed exultantly and |ay down to watch the sunrise.

It struck himafresh how lovely a place this was. See how the small briffiant spark of the
sun swam up out of eastern fog banks col ored dusky purple and veined with rose and gold; see how
the light strengthened until the great hollow arch of the sky becane one shout of radi ance; see
how the light spilled warmand |iving over a broad fair land, the mllion square mles of rustling
| ow forests and wavebl i nki ng | akes and feather-pluned hydrogen geysers; and see, see, see how the
ice mountains of the west flashed |ike blued steel

Angl esey drew the wild nmorning wind deep into his lungs and shouted with a boy’s joy.

“I"'mnot a biologist nyself,” said Viken carefully. “But nmaybe for that reason | can
better give you the general picture. Then Lopez or Mtsunoto can answer any questions of detail.”
“Excellent.” Cornelius nodded. “Wy don't you assunme | amtotally ignorant of this
project? | very nearly am you know.”

“I'f you wish,” |aughed Viken.

They stood in an outer office of the xenobiology section. No one el se was around, for the
station's clocks said 1730 GMI' and there was only one shift. No point in having nore, unti
Angl esey’s half of the enterprise had actually begun gathering quantitative data.

The physicist bent over and took a paperwei ght off a desk. “One of
the boys made this for fun,” he said, “but it’'s a pretty good nodel of Joe. He stands about five
feet tall at the head.”

Cornelius turned the plastic imge over in his hands. If you could inmagi ne such a thing as
a feline centaur with a thick prehensile tai

- The torso was squat, |ong-arned, i mensely nuscular; the hairless head was round, wi de-
nosed, with big deep-set eyes and heavy jaws, but it was really quite a human face. The over-al
col or was bl uish gray.

“Mal e, | see,” he remarked.
“COf course. Perhaps you don’t understand. Joe is the conpl ete pseudojovian—as far as we
can tell, the final nodel, with all the bugs worked out. He's the answer to a research question

that took fifty years to ask.” Viken |ooked sidew se at Cornelius. “So you realize thb inportance
of your job, don’t you?”

“I"I'l do nmy best,” said the psionicist. “But if . . . well, let’'s say that tube failure or
sonet hi ng causes you to | ose Joe before |I’'ve solved the oscillation problem You do have ot her
pseudos in reserve, don't you?”

“Ch, yes,” said Viken noodily. “But the cost. . - W're not on an unlinited budget. W do
go through a | ot of npney, because it’s expensive to stand up and sneeze this far fromEarth. But
for that sane reason our margin is slim”

He jammed hands in pockets and sl ouched toward the inner door, the |aboratories, head down
and talking in a low, hurried voice. “Perhaps you don’t realize what a nightrmare planet Jupiter
is. Not just the surface gravity—a shade under three gees, what’'s that?—but the gravitationa
potential, ten tines Earth’'s. The tenperature. The pressure. Above all, the atnosphere, and the
stornms, and the darkness!

“When a spaceship goes down to the Jovian surface, it's a radiocontrolled job; it |eaks
like a sieve, to equalize pressure, but otherwise it's the sturdiest, nost utterly powerful nodel
ever designed; it’'s loaded with every instrunment, every servonechani sm every safety device the
human mi nd has yet thought up to protect a million-dollar hunk of precision equi pnent. And what
happens? Hal f the ships never reach the surface at all. A storm snatches them and throws them
away, or they collide with a floating chunk of |Ice Seven—snall version of the Red Spot—er, so help
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me, what passes for a flock of birds rans one and stoves it in! As for the fifty per cent which do
land, it's a one-way trip. W don’t even try to bring themback. If the stresses com ng down
haven’t sprung sonething, the corrosion has

dooned them anyway. Hydrogen at Jovian pressure does funny things to netals.

“I't cost a total of about five million dollars to set Joe, one pseudo, down there. Each
pseudo to followwi Il cost, if we're lucky, a couple of mllion nore.”

Vi ken ki cked open the door and led the way through. Beyond was a big room | owceilinged,
coldly I'it and murnmurous with ventilators. It rem nded Cornelius of a nucleonics |lab; for a nonent
he wasn’t sure why, then he recognized the intricacies of renote control, renpte observation,
wal | s encl osing forces which could destroy the entire noon.

“These are required by the pressure, of course,” said Viken, pointing to a row of shields.
“And the cold. And the hydrogen itself, as a mnor hazard. W have units here duplicating
conditions in the Jovian, uh, stratosphere. This is where the whole project really began.”

“1"ve heard sonething about that. Didn't you scoop up airborne spores?”

“Not |.” Viken chuckled. “Totti's crew did, about fifty years ago. Proved there was life
on Jupiter. Alife using liquid nethane as its basic solvent, solid anmpbnia as a starting point
for nitrate synthesis:
the plants use solar energy to build unsaturated carbon conpounds, releasing hydrogen; the aninmals
eat the plants and reduce those conpounds again to the saturated form There is even an equival ent
of conbustion. The reactions involve conplex enzynes and-well, it’'s out of nmy line.”

“Jovian biochem stry is pretty well understood, then.”

“Ch, yes. Even in Totti’'s day they had a highly devel oped biotic technology: Earth
bacteria had al ready been synthesized and npbst gene structures pretty well napped. The only reason
it took so long to diagram Jovian |ife processes was the technical difficulty, high pressure and
so on.”

“When did you actually get a look at Jupiter’s surface?”

“Gray managed that, about thirty years ago. Set a televisor ship down, a ship that |asted
| ong enough to flash himquite a series of pictures. Since then, the techni que has inproved. W
know that Jupiter is crawing with its own weird kind of |ife, probably nore fertile than Earth.
Extrapol ating fromthe airborne mcro-organi sns, our team nmade trial syntheses of netazoans and—=

Vi ken sighed. “Damm it, if only there were intelligent native life! Think what they could
tell us, Cornelius, the data, the—ust think back
how far we’ve gone since Lavoisier, with the | ow pressure chenistry of Earth. Here's a chance to
| earn a high-pressure chem stry and physics at least as rich with possibilities!”

After a nonment, Cornelius nmurnured slyly, “Are you certain there aren’'t any Jovi ans?”

“Ch, sure, there could be several billion of them” Viken shrugged. “Cities, enpires,
anything you like. Jupiter has the surface area of a hundred Earths, and we’'ve only seen maybe a
dozen small regions. But we do know there aren’t any Jovians using radi o. Considering their
at nosphere, it’'s unlikely they ever would invent it for thensel ves—+magi ne how thick a vacuum tube
has to be, how strong a punp you need! So it was finally decided we’'d better nake our own
Jovi ans.”

Cornelius followed himthrough the lab into another room This was |ess cluttered, it had
a nore finished appearance; the experinenter’'s haywire rig had yielded to the assured precision of
an engi neer.

Vi ken went over to one of the panels which lined the walls and | ooked at its gauges.
“Beyond this |lies another pseudo,” he said. “Fermale, in this instance. She’'s at a pressure of two

hundred atnospheres and a tenperature of 194 absolute. There’s a . . . an unbilical arrangenent,
guess you'd call it, to keep her alive. She was grown to adulthood in this, uh, fetal stage—we
patterned our Jovians after the terrestrial mammal. She's never been conscious, she won't ever be
till she’s ‘born.” W have a total of twenty nales and sixty fenales waiting here. W can count on
about half reaching the surface. More can be created as required. It isn't the pseudos that are so
expensive, it’'s their transportation. So Joe is down there alone till we're sure that his kind can
survive.”

“I take it you experinmented with lower fornms first,” said Cornelius.

“CF course. It took twenty years, even with forced-catal ysis techniques, to work from an
artificial airborne spore to Joe. W' ve used the psibeamto control everything from pseudo insects
on up. Interspecies control is possible, you know, if your puppet’s nervous systemis deliberately
designed for it and isn't given a chance to growinto a pattern different fromthe esnan’s.”

“And Joe is the first specinen who's given trouble?”

“Yes.”
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“Scratch one hypothesis.” Cornelius sat down on a workbench,
dangling thick I egs and running a hand through thin sandy hair. “I thought maybe some physica
effect of Jupiter was responsible. Now it looks as if the difficulty is with Joe hinself.”
“We’ve all suspected that nmuch,” said Viken. He struck a cigarette and sucked in his
cheeks around the snoke. His eyes were gloony. “Hard to see how. The biotics engineers tell ne
Pseudocent aurus sapi ens has been nore carefully designed than any product of natural evolution.”
“Even the brain?”
“Yes. It’'s patterned directly on the human, to nmake psi beam control possible, but there
are inprovenents—greater stability.”

“There are still the psychol ogical aspects, though,” said Cornelius. “In spite of all our
anplifiers and other fancy gadgets, psi is essentially a branch of psychol ogy, even today-or maybe
it’s the other way around. Let’'s consider traumatic experiences. | take it the . . . the adult

Jovian fetus has a rough trip going down?”

“The ship does,” said Viken. “Not the pseudo itself, which is wapped up in fluid just
like you were before birth.”

“Neverthel ess,” said Cornelius, “the two-hundred-atnospheres pressure here is not the sane
as what ever unthi nkabl e pressure exists down on Jupiter. Could the change be injurious?”

Vi ken gave hima | ook of respect. “Not likely,” he answered. “l told you the J ships are
desi gned | eaky. External pressure is transmitted to the, uh, uterine nechanismthrough a series of
di aphragms, in a gradual fashion. It takes hours to nmake the descent, you realize.”

“Wel |, what happens next?” went on Cornelius. “The ship |ands, the uterine mechani sm
opens, the unbilical connection disengages, and Joe is, shall we say, born. But he has an adult
brain. He is not protected by the only hal f-devel oped infant brain fromthe shock of sudden
awar eness.”

“We thought of that,” said Viken. “Angl esey was on the psibeam in phase with Joe, when
the ship left this noon. So it wasn't really Joe who energed, who perceived. Joe has never been
much nmore than a biol ogi cal waldo. He can only suffer nental shock to the extent that Ed does,
because it is Ed down there!”

“As you will,” said Cornelius. “Still, you didn't plan for a race of puppets, did you?”
“Ch, heavens, no,” said Viken. “Qut of the question. Once we know Joe is well established,
we' Il inport a few nore esmen and get him sone assistance in the formof other pseudos. Eventually
fe
mal es will be sent down, and uncontrolled nmales, to be educated by the puppets. A new generation
will be born normally-—well, anyhow, the ultinmate aimis a small civilization of Jovians. There

will be hunters, miners, artisans, farmers, housew ves, the works. They will support a few key
menbers, a kind of priesthood. And that priesthood wifi be esp-controlled, as Joe is. It wfi
exi st solely to make instrunents, take readings, performexperinents, and tell us what we want to
know ”

Cornelius nodded. In a general way, this was the Jovian project as he had understood it.
He coul d appreciate the inportance of his own assignnent.

Only, he still had no clue to the cause of that positive feedback in the K tubes.

And what could he do about it?

Hi s hands were stifi bruised. Oh God, he thought with a groan, for the hundredth tine,
does it affect me that much? While Joe was fighting down there, did | really hamrer ny fists on
metal up here?

H s eyes snol dered across the room to the bench where Cornelius worked. He didn’t |ike
Cornelius, fat cigar-sucking slob, intermnably talking and tal ki ng. He had about given up trying
to be civil to the Earthworm

The psionicist |aid down a screwdriver and fl exed cranped fingers. “Wwuff!” He snil ed.
“I"’mgoing to take a break.”

The hal f-assenbl ed esproj ector made a gaunt backdrop for his w de soft body, where it
squatted toad fashion on the bench. Angl esey detested the whol e idea of anyone sharing this room
even for a few hours a day. O late he had been demandi ng his meals brought here, left outside the
door of his adjoining bedroombath. He had not gone beyond for quite some time now.

And why should | ?

“Couldn’t you hurry it up a little?” snapped Angl esey.

Cornelius flushed. “If you d had an assenbl ed spare machine, instead of |oose parts—= he
began. Shruggi ng, he took out a cigar stub and relit it carefully; his supply had to last a | ong
time. Angl esey wondered if those stinking clouds were blown fromhis mouth of malicious purpose.
don’t like you, M. Earthman Cornelius, and it is doubtless quite nutual
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“There was no obvious need for one, until the other esnen arrive,”
said Anglesey in a sullen voice. “And the testing instrunents report this one in perfectly good
order.”

“Neverthel ess,” said Cornelius, “at irregular intervals it goes into wild oscillations
whi ch burn out the K tube. The problemis why. I'lIl have you try out this new machi ne as soon as
it is ready, but, frankly, | don't believe the trouble lies in electronic failure at all—er even
i n unsuspected physical effects.”

“Where, then?” Anglesey felt nore at ease as the discussion grew purely technical

“Wel I, look. What exactly is the Ktube? It’s the heart of the esprojector. It anplifies
your natural psionic pulses, uses themto nodulate the carrier wave, and shoots the whol e beam
down at Joe. It also picks up Joe's resonating inpulses and anplifies themfor your benefit.
Everything else is auxiliary to the K tube.”

“Spare nme the lecture,” snarled Angl esey.

“l was only rehearsing the obvious,” said Cornelius, “because every now and then it is the
obvi ous answer which is hardest to see. Maybe it isn't the K tube which is m sbehaving. Maybe it
is you.”

“What ?” The white face gaped at him A dawning rage crept across its thin bones.

“Not hi ng personal intended,” said Cornelius hastily. “But you know what a tricky beast the
subconscious is. Suppose, just as a working hypothesis, that way down underneath, you don’t want
to be on Jupiter. | imagine it is a rather terrifying environnent. O there nay be some obscure
Freudi an el ement involved. O, quite sinply and naturally, your subconscious may fail to
understand that Joe’s death does not entail your own.”

“Unmm” Mrabile dictu, Anglesey remained calm He rubbed his chin with one skel etal
hand. “Can you be nore explicit?”

“Only in a rough way,” replied Cornelius. “Your conscious mnd sends a notor inpul se al ong
the psibeamto Joe. Simultaneously, your subconscious nmind, being scared of the whole business,
em ts the gl andul ar-vascul ar-cardi ac-vi sceral inmpul ses associated with fear. These react on Joe,
whose tension is transmtted back al ong the beam Feeling Joe's sonatic fear synptons, your
subconsci ous gets still nore worried, thereby increasing the symptoms. Get it? It’'s exactly
simlar to ordinary neurasthenia, with this exception, that since there is a powerful anplifier,
the K tube, involved, the oscillations can build up uncontrollably within a second or two. You
shoul d be thankful the tube does burn out—etherw se your brain mght do so!”

For a nmonent Angl esey was quiet. Then he | aughed. It was a hard, barbaric |aughter
Cornelius started as it struck his eardruns.

“Nice idea,” said the esman. “But |'mafraid it won't fit all the data. You see, | like it
down there. | |ike being Joe.”

He paused for a while, then continued in a dry inpersonal tone:

“Don’t judge the environnent fromnmy notes. They're just idiotic things |ike estimtes of w nd
velocity, tenperature c’ ariations, mneral properties—nsignificant. What | can't put in is how
Jupiter |ooks through a Jovian's infrared-seeing eyes.”

“Different, | should think,” ventured Cornelius after a mnute's clunsy silence.
“Yes and no. It's hard to put into | anguage. Sonme of it | can’t, because man hasn’'t got
the concepts. But . . . oh, | can't describe

it. Shakespeare hinself couldn’t. Just renenber that everything about Jupiter which is cold and
poi sonous and gloony to us is right for Joe.”

Angl esey’s tone grew renote, as if he spoke to hinself. “Inmagi ne wal ki ng under a gl owi ng
vi ol et sky, where great flashing clouds sweep the earth with shadow and rain strides beneath them
I magi ne wal ki ng on the slopes of a nountain |ike polished netal, with a clean red flanme expl odi ng
above you and thunder |aughing in the ground. Inmagine a cool wild stream and |low trees with dark
coppery flowers, and a waterfall—ethanefall, whatever you |like—teaping off a cliff, and the
strong live wind shakes its mane full of rainbows! |nmagine a whole forest, dark and breathing, and
here and there you glinpse a pale-red wavering will-o'-the-wisp, which is the life radiation of

sonme fleet, shy animal, and. . . and. “
Angl esey croaked into silence. He stared down at his clenched fists, then he closed his
eyes tight and tears ran out between the lids. “lmagi ne being strong!”

Suddenly he snatched up the helnmet, cramred it on his head and twirled the control knobs.
Joe had been sl eeping, down in the night, but Joe was about to wake up and—oar under the four
great noons till all the forest feared hinf

Cornelius slipped quietly out of the room

In the long brazen sunset |ight, beneath dusky cloud banks brooding storm he strode up
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the hill slope with a sense of day’s work done.

Across his back, two woven baskets bal anced each other, one |aden with the pungent black fruit of
the thorn tree and one with cabl ethick creepers to be used as rope. The ax on his shoul der caught
the wani ng sunlight and tossed it blindingly back

It had not been hard | abor, but weariness dragged at his mnd and he did not relish the
househol d chores yet to be perfornmed, cooking and cleaning and all the rest. Wy couldn't they
hurry up and get him sone hel pers?

Hi s eyes sought the sky resentfully. Mwon Five was hidden; down here, at the bottomof the air
ocean, you saw not hing but the sun and the four Galilean satellites. He wasn't even sure where
Five was just now, in relation to hinself. Wit a nminute, it’'s sunset here, but i/l went out to
the viewdone i’'d see Jupiter in the last quarter, or would 1, oh, hell, it only takes us half an
Earth day to swing around the planet anyhow—Joe shook his head. After all this tinme, it was stifi
damabl y hard,

now and then, to keep his thoughts straight. |, the essential I, amup in heaven, riding Jupiter
Five between cold stars. Renmenber that. Qpen your eyes, if you will, and see the dead control room
superinposed on a living hillside.

He didn’t, though. Instead, he regarded the boul ders strewn w ndbl asted gray over the
tough nossy vegetation of the slope. They were not nmuch |ike Earth rocks, nor was the soil beneath
his feet like terrestrial hunus.

For a nmonent Angl esey specul ated on the origin of the silicates, alum nates, and other
stony conmpounds. Theoretically, all such materials should be inaccessibly |ocked in the Jovian
core, down where the pressure got vast enough for atons to buckle and coll apse. Above the core
should Iie thousands of miles of allotropic ice, and then the nmetallic-hydrogen |ayer. There
shoul d not be conplex mnerals this far up, but there were.

Wl |, possibly Jupiter had formed according to theory, but had thereafter sucked enough
cosm ¢ dust, neteors, gases and vapors down its great throat of gravitation to forma crust
several miles thick. O nore likely the theory was altogether wong. Wuat did they know, what
coul d they know, the soft pale worns of Earth?

Angl esey stuck his—Joe’s—fingers in his nouth and whistled. A baying sounded in the brush,
and two midnight fornms | eaped toward him He grinned and stroked their heads; training was
progressing faster than he’'d hoped, with these pups of the black caterpillar beasts
he had taken. They woul d nmake guardi ans for him herders, servants. On the crest of the hill,
Joe was building hinself a hone. He had
| ogged off an acre of ground and erected a stockade. Wthin the grounds there now stood a |lean-to

for hinself and his stores, a nmethane well, and the beginnings of a |arge, confortable cabin.
But there was too nuch work for one being. Even with the halfintelligent caterpillars to help, and
with cold storage for nmeat, nost of his tine would still go to hunting. The gane woul dn’t | ast

forever, either; he had to start agriculture within the next year or so—Jupiter year, twelve Earth
years, thought Anglesey. There was the cabin to finish and furnish; he wanted to put a waterwheel,
no, nethane wheel, in the river to turn any of a dozen machines he had in mind, he wanted to
experinent with alloyed ice and—And, quite apart fromhis need of help, why should he renain

al one, the single thinking creature on an entire planet? He was a nale in this body, with nale
instincts—n the long run, his health was bound to suffer if he remained a hermit, and right now

t he whol e project depended on Joe's health.

It wasn’t right!

But | amnot alone. There are fifty nen on the satellite with nme. | can talk to any of
them anytime 1 wish. it’s only that | seldomw sh it, these days. | would rather be Joe.
Nevertheless . . . |, the cripple, feel all the tiredness, anger, hurt, frustration, of

t hat wonderful biol ogical machine called Joe. The others don’t understand. Wen the anmonia gal e
flays open his skin, it is! who bl eed.

Joe lay down on the ground, sighing. Fangs flashed in the nouth of the bl ack beast which
hunped over to lick his face. His belly grow ed with hunger, but he was too tired to fix a neal.
Once he had the dogs trained.

Anot her pseudo woul d be so nmuch nore rewardi ng to educate.

He coul d al nost see it, in the weary darkening of his brain. Down there, in the valley
bel ow the hifi, fire and thunder as the ship came to rest. And the steel egg would crack open, the
steel arms—al ready crunbling, puny work of worns!—+ift out the shape within and lay it on the
eart h.

She woul d stir, shrieking in her first lungful of air, |ooking about with blank m ndl ess
eyes. And Joe woul d cone and carry her home. And he would feed her, care for her, show her how to
wal k—+t woul dn’t take long, an adult body would | earn those things very fast.
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In a few weeks she woul d even be tal king, be an individual, a soul. Did you ever think,
Edward Angl esey, in the days when you al so
wal ked, that your wife would be a gray four-|egged nonster?

Never mind that. The inportant thing was to get others of his kind down here, fermale and
mal e. The station’s niggling little plan would have himwait two nore Earth years, and then send
hi m only another dummy |ike hinmself, a contenptible human m nd | ooki ng through eyes which bel onged
rightfully to a Jovian. It was not to be tolerated!

If he weren’t so tired.

Joe sat up. Sleep drained fromhimas the realization entered. He wasn't tired, not to
speak of. Angl esey was. Angl esey, the human side of him who for nonths had slept only in cat
naps, whose rest had lately been interrupted by Cornelius—+t was the human body which drooped,
gave up, and sent wave after soft wave of sleep down the psibeamto Joe

Somatic tension travel ed skyward; Angl esey jerked awake.

He swore. As he sat there beneath the helnet, the vividness of Jupiter faded with his
scattering concentration, as if it grew transparent; the steel prison which was his | aboratory
strengthened behind it. He was |l osing contact. Rapidly, with the skifi of experience, he brought
hi nsel f back into phase with the neural currents of the other brain. He willed sl eepiness on Joe,
exactly as a man wills it on hinself.

And, like any other insomiac, he failed. The Joe body was too hungry. It got up and
wal ked across the conmpound toward its shack

The K tube went wild and blew itself out.

The night before the ships left, Viken and Cornelius sat up |ate.

It was not truly a night, of course. In twelve hours the tiny noon was hurled cl ear around
Jupiter, from darkness back to darkness, and there might well be a pallid little sun over its
crags when the clocks said witches were abroad in Geenwi ch. But nost of the personnel were asleep
at this hour.

Vi ken scomed. “I don't like it,” he said. “Too sudden a change of plans. Too big a
ganbl e.”

“You are only riski ng—how many?—three nal e and a dozen fenal e pseudos,” Cornelius replied.

“And fifteen J ships. All we have. If Anglesey’'s notion doesn’t work, it will be nonths, a
year or nore, till we can have others built and resune aerial survey.”

“But if it does work,” said Cornelius, “you won't need any | ships, except to carry down
nmore pseudos. You will be too busy evaluating data fromthe surface to piddle around in the upper
at nrosphere.”

“Cf course. But we never expected it so soon. W were going to bring nore esnen out here,
to operate sone nore pseudos—

“But they aren’t needed,” said Cornelius. He struck a cigar to life and took a | ong pul
on it, while his mind sought carefully for words. “Not for a while, anyhow. Joe has reached a
poi nt where, given help, he can | eap several thousand years of history—he may even have a radi o of
sorts operating in the fairly near future, which would elimnate the necessity of nuch of your
esping. But without help, he'll just have to mark tinme. And it's stupid to make a highly trained
human esman perform nmanual |abor, which is all that the other pseudos are needed for at this
monent. Once the Jovian settlenent is well established, certainly, then you can send down nore
puppets.”

“The question is, though,” persisted Viken, “can Angl esey hinself educate all those
pseudos at once? They' |l be helpless as infants for days. It will be weeks before they really
start thinking and acting for thenselves. Can Joe take care of them neanwhil e?”

“He has food and fuel stored for nonths ahead,” said Cornelius. “As for what Joe’'s
capabilities are—well, hmmm we just have to take Anglesey’'s judgnent. He has the only inside
i nformation.”

“And once those Jovians do becone personalities,” worried Viken, “are they necessarily
going to string along with Joe? Don’t forget, the pseudos are not carbon copies of each other. The
uncertainty principle assures each one a unique set of genes. If there is only one human nind on
Jupiter, anong all those aliens—=>

“One human nind?” It was barely audi ble. Viken opened his nouth inquiringly. The other man
hurried on.

“Ch, I'msure Anglesey can continue to domnate them” said Cornelius. “H's own
personality is rather—trenendous.”

Vi ken | ooked startled. “You really think so?”

The psionicist nodded. “Yes. |’'ve seen nore of himin the past weeks than anyone el se. And
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my profession naturally orients nme nore toward a nan’s psychol ogy than his body or his habits. You
see a waspish cripple. | see a mind which has reacted to its physical handi caps by devel opi ng such
a hellish energy, such an i nhunan power of concentration, that it alnost frightens ne. Gve that

m nd a sound body for its use and nothing is inpossible toit.”

“You may be right, at that,” murnured Viken after a pause. “Not
that it matters. The decision is taken, the rockets go down tonorrow. | hope it all works out.”

He waited for another while. The whirring of ventilators in his little room seened
unnaturally loud, the colors of a girlie picture on the wall shockingly garish. Then he said
slowy, “You' ve been rather close-nmouthed yourself, Jan. Wien do you expect to finish your own
esproj ector and start naking the tests?”

Cornelius | ooked around. The door stood open to an enpty hallway, but he reached out and
closed it before he answered with a slight grin, “It’s been ready for the past few days. But don't
tell anyone.”

“How s that?” Viken started. The novenent, in | ow gee, took himout of his chair and
hal fway across the table between the nmen. He shoved hi nmsel f back and wait ed.

“l have been maki ng nmeani ngl ess tinkering notions,” said Cornelius, “but what | waited for
was a highly enotional nmonent, a time when | can be sure Anglesey’s entire attention will be
focused on Joe. This business tonorrow is exactly what | need.”

13 \My?l!
“You see, | have pretty well convinced nyself that the trouble in the machine is
psychol ogi cal, not physical. | think that for sonme reason, buried in his subconsci ous, Angl esey

doesn’t want to experience Jupiter. A conflict of that type mght well set a psionic-anplifier
circuit oscifiating.”

“Hnmm"” Viken rubbed his chin. “Could be. Lately Ed has been changi ng nore and nore.
When he first cane here, he was peppery enough, and he would at |east play an occasi onal gane of
poker. Now he's pulled so far into his shell you can’'t even see him | never thought of it before,
but . . . yes, by God, Jupiter nust be having sone effect on him”

“Hmmm"” Cornelius nodded. He did not el aborate—did not, for instance, nmention that one
al t oget her uncharacteristic episode when Angl esey had tried to describe what it was like to be a
Jovi an.

“OfF course,” said Viken thoughtfully, “the previous nen were not affected especially. Nor

was Ed at first, while he was still controffing | ower-type pseudos. It’s only since Joe went down
to the surface that he's becone so different.”

“Yes, yes,” said Cornelius hastily. “lI’ve learned that rmuch. But enough shop tal k—=

“No. Wait a mnute.” Viken spoke in a low, hurried tone, |ooking
past him “For the first time, I'mstarting to think clearly about this. Never really stopped to
anal yze it before, just accepted a bad situation. There is sonething peculiar about Joe. It can't
very well involve his physical structure, or the environnment, because |lower forns didn't give this

trouble. Could it be the fact that Joe is the first puppet in all history with a potentially human
intelligence?”

“We speculate in a vacuum” said Cornelius. “Tonorrow, maybe, | can tell you. Now I know
not hi ng.”

Vi ken sat up straight. His pale eyes focused on the other nan and stayed there,
unblinking. “One mnute,” he said.

“Yes?” Cornelius shifted, half rising. “Quickly, please. It is past ny bedtine.”

“You know a good deal nore than you've admtted,” said Viken. “Don’t you?”

“What nmakes you think that?”

“You aren’t the nost gifted liar in the universe. And then, you argued very strongly for
Angl esey’ s schene, this sending down the other pseudos. Mrre strongly than a newconer shoul d.”

“l told you, I want his attention focused el sewhere when—=

“Do you want it that badly?” snapped Viken

Cornelius was still for a mnute. Then he sighed and | eaned back.

“All right,” he said. “I shall have to trust your discretion. | wasn't sure, you see, how
any of you old-tine station personnel would react. So | didn't want to bl abber out ny
specul ations, which may be wong. The confirned facts, yes, | will tell them but | don't wish to

attack a nan’'s religion with a nere theory.”

Vi ken scow ed. “What the devil do you nean?”

Cornelius puffed hard on his cigar; its tip waxed and waned like a nminiature red denon
star. “This Jupiter Five is nore than a research station,” he said gently. “It is a way of life,
is it not? No one would come here for even one hitch unless the work was inportant to him Those
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who re-enlist, they nmust find something in the work, sonmething which Earth with all her riches
cannot offer them No?”

“Yes,” answered Viken. It was al nbst a whisper. “l didn't think you woul d understand so
well. But what of it?”

“Well, | don't want to tell you, unless | can prove it, that naybe this has all gone for
not hi ng. Maybe you have wasted your lives and a | ot of noney, and will have to pack up and go

hone.”

Viken's long face did not flicker a muscle. It seenmed to have congeal ed. But he said
cal My enough, “Wy?”

“Consi der Joe,” said Cornelius. “Hi s brain has as nuch capacity as any adult human’s. It
has been recording every sense datumthat cane to it, fromthe nonent of ‘birth’—al dng a record
initself, inits ow cells, not nerely in Angl esey’'s physical nenory bank up here. Al so, you
know, a thought is a sense datum too. And thoughts are not separated into neat little railway
tracks; they forma continuous field. Every time Anglesey is in rapport with Joe, and thinks, the
t hought goes through Joe’s synapses as well as his own—and every thought carries its own
associ ations, and every associ ated nmenory is recorded. Like if Joe is building a hut, the shape of
the 1 ogs mght rem nd Angl esey of sone geonetric figure, which in turn would renind himof the
Pyt hagor ean t heor em—=>

“I get the idea,” said Viken in a cautious way. “Gven time, Joe’s brain will have stored
everything that ever was in Ed's.”

“Correct. Now, a functioning nervous systemw th an engrammatic pattern of experience, in
this case a nonhuman nervous system—sn’'t that a pretty good definition of a personality?”

“l suppose so, Good Lord!” Viken junped. “You nean Joe is—taking over?”

“In a way. A subtle, automatic, unconscious way.” Cornelius drew a deep breath and pl unged
into it. “The pseudojovian is so nearly perfect a life-form your biologists engineered into it
all the experience gained fromnature’s m stakes in designing us. At first, Joe was only a renote-
control |l ed biological machine. Then Angl esey and Joe becane two facets of a single personality.
Then, oh, very slowy, the stronger, healthier body. . . nore anmplitude to its thoughts.
do you see? Joe is becoming the dom nant side. Like this business of sending down the other
pseudos—Angl esey only thinks he has | ogical reasons for wanting it done. Actually, his ‘reasons
are nmere rationalizations for the instinctive desires of the Joe facet.

“Angl esey’ s subconsci ous must conprehend the situation, in a dimreactive way; it nust
feel his hunman ego gradual |y being subnmerged by the steanroller force of Joe's instincts and Joe's
wi shes. It tries to defend its own identity, and is swatted down by the superior force of Joe's
own nascent subconsci ous.

“I put it crudely,
oscifiation in the K tubes.”

he finished in an apol ogetic tone, “but it will account for that

Vi ken nodded, slowy, like an old man. “Yes, | see it,” he answered. “The alien
environment down there . . . the different brain
structure. .. . . Good God! Ed's being swallowed up in Joe! The puppet master is beconing the

puppet!” He | ooked ifi.

“Only speculation on ny part,” said Cornelius. Al at once, he felt very tired. It was not
pl easant to do this to Viken, whomhe |iked. “But you see the dilemm, no? If | amright, then any
esman wi fi gradually becone a Jovian—a nonster with two bodies, of which the human body is the
uni nportant auxiliary one. This means no esman will ever agree to control a pseudo—therefore, the
end of your project.”

He stood up. “lI’msorry, Arne. You made ne tell you what | think, and now you wifi lie
awake worrying, and | am nmaybe quite wong and you worry for nothing.”

“I't’s all right,” nmunbled Viken. “Muybe you' re not wong.”

“l don’t know.” Cornelius drifted toward the door. “lI amgoing to try to find sone answers
tomorrow. Good night.”

The noon-shaki ng thunder of the rockets, crash, crash, crash, leaping fromtheir cradles,
was | ong past. Now the fleet glided on netal wings, with straining secondary ramjets, through the
rage of the Jovian sky.

As Cornelius opened the control -roomdoor, he |looked at his telltale board. El sewhere a
voice tolled the word to all the stations, One ship wecked, two ships wecked, but Angl esey woul d
I et no sound enter his presence when he wore the helnmet. An obliging technician had haywired a
panel of fifteen red and fifteen blue |ights above Cornelius’ esprojector, to keep himinformed,
too. Ostensibly, of course, they were only there for Anglesey’'s benefit, though the esman had
insisted he wouldn’t be | ooking at them
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Four of the red bulbs were dark and thus four blue ones would not shine for a safe
| anding. A whirlwind, a thunderbolt, a floating ice meteor, a flock of mantalike birds with flesh
as dense and hard as iron—there could be a hundred things which had crunpled four ships and tossed
themtattered across the poison forests.

Four ships, hell! Think of four living creatures, with an excellence of brain to riva
your own, dammed first to years in unconscious night and then, never awakeni ng save for one
unconpr ehendi ng i nstant, dashed in bloody splinters against an ice nountain. The wastefu
cal l ousness of it was a cold knot in Cornelius’ belly. It had to be done, no doubt, if there was
to be any thinking Iife on Jupiter at all; but then
let it be done quickly and mininmally, he thought, so that the next generation could be begotten by
| ove and not by machi nes!

He cl osed the door behind himand waited for a breathl ess nonent. Angl esey was a whee
chair and a coppery curve of helnet, facing the opposite wall. No novenent, no awareness
what soever. Good! It would be awkward, perhaps ruinous, if Anglesey |earned of this nost intimte
peering. But he needn't, ever. He was blindfolded and ear-plugged by his own concentration

Nevert hel ess, the psionicist noved his bulky formw th care, across the roomto the new
esprojector. He did not nmuch like his snooper’s role, he would not have assuned it at all if he
had seen any other hope. But neither did it nake himfeel especially guilty. If what he suspected
was true, then Angl esey was all unawares being twi sted into something not human; to spy on him
m ght be to save him
Gently, Cornelius activated the neters and started his tubes warm ng up. The oscill oscope built
into Angl esey’ s machi ne gave himthe other man’s exact al pha rhythm his basic biological clock
First you adjusted to that, then you discovered the subtler elenents by feel, and when your set
was fully in phase you could probe undetected and—Fi nd out what was wong. Read Angl esey’s
tortured subconsci ous
and see what there was on Jupiter that both drew and terrified him Five ships wecked.

But it nmust be very nearly time for themto |and. Maybe only five would be lost in all
Maybe ten woul d get through. Ten conrades for—Joe?

Cornelius sighed. He | ooked at the cripple, seated blind and deaf to the human world which
had crippled him and felt a pity and an anger. It wasn’'t fair, none of it was.

Not even to Joe. Joe wasn't any kind of soul-eating devil. He did not even realize, as
yet, that he was Joe, that Angl esey was becom ng a nere appendage. He hadn't asked to be created,
and to withdraw his human counterpart fromhimwuld very likely be to destroy him

Sonehow, there were always penalties for everybody when nen exceeded the decent limts.

Cornelius swore at hinself, voicelessly. Wrrk to do. He sat down and fitted the hel net on
his own head. The carrier wave nade a faint pulse, inaudible, the trenbling of neurones lowin his
awar eness. You couldn’t describe it.

Reachi ng up, he turned to Anglesey’s al pha. H s own had a sone-
what | ower frequency, it was necessary to carry the signhals through a heterodyning process. Stil
no reception. Well, of course he had to find the exact wave form tinbre was as basic to thought
as to nusic. He adjusted the dials slowy, with enornous care.

Sonet hi ng flashed through his consciousness, a vision of clouds roiled in a violet-red
sky, a wind that galloped across horizonless imensity-he lost it. His fingers shook as he turned
back.

The psi beam bet ween Joe and Angl esey broadened. It took Cornelius into the circuit. He
| ooked t hrough Joe’'s eyes, he stood on a hill and stared into the sky above the ice nountains,
straining for sign of the first rocket; and simultaneously he was still Jan Cornelius, blurrily
seeing the neters, probing about for enotions, synbols, any key to the locked terror in Anglesey’s
soul

The terror rose up and struck himin the face.

Psionic detection is not a matter of passive listening in. Mich as a radio receiver is
necessarily also a weak transmitter, the nervous systemin resonance with a source of psionic-
spectrumenergy is itself emtting. Normally, of course, this effect is uninportant; but when you
pass the inmpul ses, either way, through a set of heterodyning and anplifying units, with a high
negati ve feedback

In the early days, psionic psychotherapy vitiated itself because the anplified thoughts of
one man, entering the brain of another, would conbine with the latter’s own neural cycles
according to the ordinary vector laws. The result was that both nen felt the new beat frequencies
as a nightmarish fluttering of their very thoughts. An analyst, trained into self-control, could
ignore it; his patient could not, and reacted violently.

But eventually the basic human wave tinbres were neasured, and psionic therapy resuned.
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The nodern esprojector analyzed an inconming signal and shifted its characteristics over to the
“listener’s” pattern. The really different pulses of the transmtting brain, those which could not
possi bly be mapped onto the pattern of the receiving neurones—as an exponential signal cannot very
practicably be napped onto a sinusoi d—those were filtered out.

Thus conpensated, the other thought could be apprehended as confortably as one’s own. |f
the patient were on a psibeamcircuit, a skilled operator could tune in w thout the patient being
necessarily aware of it. The operator could either probe the other nman’'s thoughts or inplant
t houghts of his own.

Cornelius’ plan, an obvious one to any psionicist, had depended
on this. He would receive froman unwitting Angl esey-Joe. If his theory was right and the esman’s
personality was being distorted into that of a nonster, his thinking would be too alien to cone
through the filters. Cornelius would receive spottily or not at all. If his theory was wong, and
Angl esey was still Anglesey, he would receive only a normal human stream of consci ousness and
coul d probe for other troubl emaking factors.

H s brain roared

What ' s happening to nme?

For a nmonent, the interference which turned his thoughts to saw oothed gi bberish struck
hi m down with panic. He gul ped for breath, there in the Jovian wind, and his dreadful dogs sensed
the alienness in himand whined.

Then, recognition, renmenbrance, and a bl aze of anger so great that it left no roomfor
fear. Joe filled his lungs and shouted it aloud, the hillside boomed wth echoes:

“Get out of my mind!”

He felt Cornelius spiral down toward unconsci ousness. The overwhel niing force of his own
ment al bl ow had been too nuch. He laughed, it was nore like a snarl, and eased the pressure.

Above him between thunderous clouds, w nked the first thin descending rocket flare.

Cornelius’ mind groped back toward the light. It broke a watery surface, the man’s nouth
snhapped after air and his hands reached for the dials, to turn his machine off and escape.

“Not so fast, you.” Gimy, Joe drove hone a command that |ocked Cornelius’ mnuscles rigid.
“I want to know the neaning of this. Hold still and let nme | ook!” He smashed home an inpul se which
coul d be rendered, perhaps, as an incandescent question nmark. Renenbrance expl oded in shards
through the psionicist’s forebrain.

“So. That’'s all there is? You thought | was afraid to cone down here and be Joe, and
wanted to know why? But | told you | wasn't!”

I shoul d have believed, whispered Cornelius.

“Well, get out of the circuit, then.” Joe continued growing it vocally. “And don't ever
cone back in the control room understand? K tubes or no, | don't want to see you again. And | may
be a cripple, but | can still take you apart cell by cell. Now sign of f—-+eave ne alone. The first
ship will be landing in mnutes.”

You a crippl e—you, Joe Angl esey?

“What ?” The great gray being on the hill lifted his barbaric head as if to sudden
trunpets. “What do you nean?”

Don't you understand? said the weak, dragging thought. You know how t he esprojector works.
You know | coul d have probed Anglesey’s mnd in Angl esey’s brain w thout maki ng enough
interference to be noticed. And | could not have probed a wholly nonhunman mind at all, nor could
it have been aware of me. The filters would not have passed such a signal. Yet you felt nme in the
first fractional second. It can only nean a human nind in a nonhuman brain.

You are not the half-corpse on Jupiter Five any |onger. You re Joe—Joe Angl esey.

“Well, 1'Il be dammed,” said Joe. “You're right.”
He turned Angl esey off, kicked Cornelius out of his mind with a single brutal inpulse, and
ran down the hill to neet the spaceship.

Cornelius woke up minutes afterward. His skull felt ready to split apart. He groped for
the main switch before him clashed it down, ripped the helnmet off his head and threw it clanging
on the floor. But it took a little while to gather the strength to do the same for Angl esey. The
ot her man was not able to do anything for hinself.

They sat outside sick bay and waited. It was a harshly lit barrenness of nmetal and
plastic, snelling of antiseptics—down near the heart of the satellite, with mles of rock to hide
the terrible face of Jupiter.

Only Viken and Cornelius were in that cranped little room The rest of the station went
about its business nechanically, filling in the time till it could | earn what had happened. Beyond
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the door, three biotechnicians, who were also the station’s medical staff, fought with death’s
angel for the thing which had been Edward Angl esey.

“Ni ne ships got down,” said Viken dully. “Two nales, seven fermales. It’'s enough to start a
col ony.”

“I't would be genetically desirable to have nore,” pointed out Cornelius. He kept his own
voice low, in spite of its underlying cheerful ness. There was a certain awesone quality to al
this.

“I still don't understand,” said Viken

“Ch, it's clear enough—ow. | should have guessed it before, naybe. W had all the facts,
it was only that we couldn’'t nmake the sinple, obvious interpretation of them No, we had to
conjure up Frankenstein's nonster.”

“Wel'l,” Viken's words grated, “we have played Frankenstein, haven't we? Ed is dying in
there.”

“I't depends on how you define death.” Cornelius drew hard on his cigar, needing anything
that mght steady him His tone grew purposely dry of enotion.

“Look here. Consider the data. Joe, now. a creature with a brain of human capacity, but
wi thout a mind—a perfect Lockean tabula rasa for Anglesey’'s psibeamto wite on. W deduced,
correctly enough—if very bel at edl y—that when enough had been witten, there would be a
personality. But the question was, whose? Because, | suppose, of normal human fear of the unknown,
we assuned that any personality in so alien a body had to be nonstrous. Therefore it nust be
hostil e to Angl esey, nust be swanping hi m=

The door opened. Both nen jerked to their feet.

The chi ef surgeon shook his head. “No use. Typical deep-shock traumata, close to term nus
now. |If we had better facilities, maybe . . .*

“No,” said Cornelius. “You cannot save a man who has decided not to |live any nore.”

“I know.” The doctor renmpved his nmask. “lI need a cigarette. W' s got one?” Hi s hands
shook a little as he accepted it from Vi ken

“But how coul d he—deci de—anyt hi ng?” choked t he physicist. “He’'s been unconsci ous ever
since Jan pulled himaway fromthat
that thing.”

“I't was decided before then,” said Cornelius. “As a matter of fact, that hulk in there on
the operating table no longer has a mind. | know | was there.” He shuddered a little. A stiff
shot of tranquilizer was all that held nightmare away fromhim Later he would have to have that
menory exorci sed

The doctor took a long drag of snoke, held it in his lungs a noment, and exhal ed gustily.
“l guess this winds up the project,” he said. “W’' Il never get another esman.”

“1"l1'l say we won’t.” Viken's tone sounded rusty. “lI’mgoing to snmash that devil’s engine
nmysel f.”

“Hold on a mnute!” exclainmed Cornelius. “Don’t you understand? This isn't the end. It’'s
t he begi nni ng!”

“I1"d better get back,” said the doctor. He stubbed out his cigarette and went through the
door. It closed behind himwith a deathlike quietness.

“What do you nmean?” Viken said it as if erecting a barrier

“Whn't you understand?” roared Cornelius. “Joe has all Anglesey’'s habits, thoughts,
menories, prejudices, interests. Ch, yes, the
different body and the different environnent—they do cause sone changes, but no nore than any man
m ght undergo on Earth. |If you were suddenly cured of a wasting di sease, wouldn’t you nmaybe get a
little boisterous and rough? There is nothing abnormal in it. Nor is it abnormal to want to stay
heal t hy—0? Do you see?”

Vi ken sat down. He spent a while w thout speaking.

Then, enornously slow and careful: “Do you nean Joe is Ed?”
“Or Ed is Joe. Whatever you like. He calls himself Joe now, | think—as a synbol of
freedombut he is still himself. What is the ego but continuity of existence?

“He hinself did not fully understand this. He only knew-he told ne, and | shoul d have
bel i eved hi mthat on Jupiter he was strong and happy. Wiy did the K tube oscillate? A hysterica
synmpt om  Angl esey’ s subconsci ous was not afraid to stay on Jupiter—t was afraid to cone back

“And then, today, | listened in. By now, his whole self was focused on Joe. That is, the
primary source of libido was Joe's virile body, not Anglesey’'s sick one. This neant a different
pattern of inpulses—not too alien to pass the filters, but alien enough to set up interference.
So he felt ny presence. And he saw the truth, just as | did.

“Do you know the last emotion | felt as Joe threw ne out of his mind? Not anger any nore.
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He plays rough, him but all he had roomto feel was joy.

“l knew how strong a personality Angl esey has! \Watever nade ne think an overgrown child
brain like Joe’s could override it? In there, the dOctors—bah! They're trying to salvage a hul k
whi ch has been shed because it is useless!”

Cornelius stopped. His throat was quite raw fromtal king. He paced the floor, rolled cigar
snmoke around his nouth but did not draw it any farther in.

When a few m nutes had passed, Viken said cautiously, “All right. You should know-as you
said, you were there. But what do we do now? How do we get in touch with Ed? WII| he even be
interested in contacting us?”

“Ch, yes, of course,” said Cornelius. “He is still hinself, renmenber. Now that he has none
of the cripple’ s frustrations, he should be nore am abl e. Wen the novelty of his new friends
wears off, he will want soneone who can talk to himas an equal .”

“And precisely who will operate another pseudo?” asked Vi ken
sarcastically. “I"'mquite happy with this skinny frame of mne, thank you!”

“Was Angl esey the only hopel ess cripple on Earth?” asked Cornelius quietly.

Vi ken gaped at him

“And there are aging nen, too,” went on the psionicist, half to hinself. “Soneday, ny
friend, when you and | feel the years close in, and so nuch we would |ike to | earn—+mybe we too
woul d enjoy an extra lifetinme in a Jovian body.” He nodded at his cigar. “A hard, lusty, storny
kind of life, granted—dangerous, brawing, violent—but |life as no human, perhaps, has lived it
since the days of Elizabeth the First. Oh, yes, there will be small trouble finding Jovians.”

He turned his head as the surgeon cane out again.

“Wel | ?” croaked Viken.

The doctor sat down. “It’s finished,” he said.

They waited for a nonment, awkwardly.

“Qdd,” said the doctor. He groped after a cigarette he didn't have. Silently, Viken
offered himone. “Qdd. |’ve seen these cases before. People who sinply resign fromlife. This is
the first one | ever saw that went out smling—sniling all the tine.”
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