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CHAPTER 1-MEDIC

Thedien occupying O'Mara's degping compartment weighed roughly hdf a ton, possessed gx short,
thick appendages which served both as arms or legs and had a hide like a flexible armour plate. Coming
asit did from Hudlar, afour-G world with an atmaospheric pressure nearly seven times Earth normd, such
ruggedness of physque was to be expected. But despite its enormous srength the being was hdpless,
O'Mara knew, because it was barely Sx months old, it had just seen its parents die in a congruction
accident, and its brain was aufficently well devel oped for the Sght to have frightened it badly.

"I've b-b-brought the kid" sad Waring, one of the section's tractorbeam operators. He hated
O'Mara, and with good reason, but he was trying not to gloat. "C-C-Caxton sent me. He says your leg
makes you unfit for norma duty, so you can look after the young one until somebody arrives from its
home planet. He's on hisway over n-now..."

Waring trailed off. He began checking the sedl's of his spacesuit, obvioudy ina hurry to get out before
O'Mara could mention the accident. "I brought some of its food with me" he ended quickly. "It'sin the
arlock.”

O'Mara nodded without spesking. He was a young man cursed with the kind of physique which
ensured im winning every fight he had ever been in, and there had been a grest many of them recently,
and a face which was as square, heavy and roughly formed as was his over-muscled body. He knew that
if he dlowed himsdf to show how much that accident had affected him, Waring would think that he was
amply putting on an act. Men who were put together as he was, O'Mara had long ago discovered, were
not supposed to have any of the softer emotions.

Immediately Waring departed he went to the arlock for the glorified paint-sprayer with which
Hudlarians away from their home planet were fed. While checking the gadget and its spare food tanks he
tried to go over the story he would have to tdl Caxton when the section chief arrived. Staring moodily
through the airlock port at the bits and pieces of the gigantic jigsaw puzzle spread across fifty cubic miles
of space outside, he tried to think. But hismind kept ducking away from the accident and dipping instead
into generdities and events which werein the far past or future.

The vast structure which was dowly taking shape in Gaactic Sector Twelve, midway between the rim
of the parent gdaxy and the densdy populated systems of the Greater Magelan Cloud, was to be a



hospital-a hospitd to end dl hospitals. Hundreds of different environments would be accurately
reproduced here, any extreme of heat, cold, pressure, gravity, radiation or atmosphere necessary for the
patients and daff it would contain. Such a tremendous and complex structure was far beyond the
resources of any one planet, so that hundreds of worlds had each fabricated sections of it and
transported them to the assembly point.

But fitting the jigsaw together was no easy job.

Each of the worlds concerned had their copies of the master plan. But errors occurred despite
this—probably through the plan having to be trandated into so many different languages and systems of
measurement. Sections which should have fitted shugly together very often had to be modified to make
them join properly, and this necessitated moving the sections together and apart severd times with
massed tractor and pressor beams. This was very tricky work for the beam operators, because while the
weight of the sections out in space was nil, their mass and inertia was tremendous.

And anyone unlucky enough to be caught between the joining faces of two sections in the process of
being fitted became, no mater how tough a lifeform they happened to be, an dmos perfect
representation of a two-dimensiona body.

The beings who had died belonged to atough species, physologicd dassfication FROB to be exact.
Adult Hudlarians weighed in the region of two Earth tons, possessed an incredibly hard but flexible
tegument which, as wel as protecting them from their own native and externd pressures, dlowed them to
live and work comfortably in any atmaosphere of lesser pressure down to and induding the vacuum of
space. In addition they had the highest radiaion tolerance levd known, which made them particularly
invauable during power pile assembly.

The loss of two such vauable beings from his section would, in any case, have made Caxton mad,
quite apart from other consderations. O'Mara sighed heavily, decided that his nervous system demanded
amore pogitive release than that, and swore. Then he picked up the feeder and returned to the bedroom.

Normadly the Hudlarians absorbed food directly through their skin from the thick, soupy atmosphere
of ther planet, but on any other world or in space a concentrated food compound had to be sprayed
onto the absorbent hides a certain intervas. The young e-t was showing large bare patches and in other
places the previous food coating had worn very thin. Definitdy, thought O'Mara, the infant was due for
another feed. He moved as close as seemed safe and began to spray carefully.

The process of being painted with food seemed to be a pleasant one for the young FROB. It ceased
to cower in the corner and began blundering excitedly about the smdl bedroom. For O'Mara it became a
maiter of trying to hit arapidly moving object while practicing violent evasve manoeuvres himsdf, which
st hisinjured leg throbbing more painfully than ever. His furniture suffered, too.

Practicaly the whole interior surface of his degping compartment was covered with the dicky,
sharp-amelling food compound, and aso the exterior of the now-quiescent young dien, when Caxton
arived.

"What's going on?' said the Section Chief.

Space condruction men as a class were smple, uncomplicated persondities whose reactions were
eedly predictable. Caxton was the type who dways asked what was going on even when, as now, he
knew—and especidly when such unnecessary questions were meant Smply to needle somebody. In the
proper circumstances the section chief was probably a quite likegble individud, O'Mara thought, but
between Caxton and himsdf those circumstances had yet to come about.

O'Mara answered the question without showing the anger he fdt, and ended, "... after this| think I'l
keep the kid in space, and feed it there...

"Youwill not!" Caxton snapped. "Youll keep it here with you, dl the time. But more about thet later.
At the moment | want to know about the accident. Your Sde of it, that is™

His expression sad that he was prepared to ligen, but tha he dready doubted every word that
O'Mara would say in advance.

"Before you go any further,” Caxton broke in after O'Mara had completed two sentences, "you know
that this project is under Monitor Corps jurisdiction. Usudly the Monitors let us settle any trouble that
crops up inour own way, but this case involves extra-terrestrials and they'll have to be brought in on it.



Therell be an invedigation.” He tapped the amdl, fla box hanging from his chest. "It's only fair to warn
you that I'm tgping everything you say."

O'Mara nodded and began giving his account of the accident in a low monotone. It was a very weak
gtory, he knew, and sressing any particular incident so as to point it up in his favor would make it sound
even more atifida. Severd times Caxton opened his mouth to speak, but thought better of it. FAndly he
sad:

"But did anyone see you doing these things? Or even see the two e-ts moving about in the danger area
while the warning lights were burning? You have a neat little story to explain this madness on their
part—which, incidentaly, makes you quite a hero—but it could be that you switched on the lights after
the accident, that it was your negligence regarding the lights which caused it, and that dl this about the
draying younggter is a pack of lies designed to get you out of a very serious charge—"

"Waing saw me" O'Mara cut in.

Caxton stared a him intently, his expression changing from suppressed anger to one of utter disgust
and scorn. Despite himsdf O'Mara fdt his face hegting up.

"Waing eh?' said the section chief tonelesdy. "A nice touch, tha. You know, and we dl know, that
you have been riding Waring congtantly, needling him and playing on his disability to such an extent that
he mugt hate you like poison. Evenif he did see you, the court would expect him to keep quiet about it.
Andif he did not see you, they would think that he had and was keeping quiet about it anyway. O'Mara,
you make me Sick.”

Caxton wheded and stamped toward the airlock. With one foot through the inner sed he turned
agan.

"Y ou're nothing but a troublemaker, OMara," he said angrily, "a surly, quarrelsome lump of bone and
musde with just enough kill to make you worth keeping. You may think that it was technicd dbility
which got you these quarters on your own. It wasn't, you're good but not that good! The truth is that
nobody eseinmy section would share accommodation with you..."

The section chief's hand moved to the cut-off switch on his recorder. His voice, as he ended, became
aquiet, deadly thing.

"... And, O'Mara, if you let any harm come to that youngdter, if anything happens to it at dl, the
Monitors won't even get the chance to try you."

Theimplications behind those find words were clear, O'Mara thought angrily as the section chief Ieft;
he was sentenced to live with this organic haf-ton tank for a period that would fed like eternity no matter
how short it was. Everybody knew that exposing Hudlarians to space was like putting a dog out for the
night—there were no harmful effects at dl. But what some people knew and what they fdt were two
vadly different things and O'Mara was deding here with the persondities of smple, uncomplicated,
over-sentimenta and very angry construction men.

When he had joined the project sx months before, O'Mara found that he was doomed again to the
performance of a job which, while important in itsdf, gave hm no satisfaction and was far below his
cgpabilities. Since schoal his life had been a series of such frudrations. Personnd officers could not
bdieve that a young man with such square, ugly features and shoulders so huge that his head looked
moronically small by comparison could be interested in subtle subjects like psychology or eectronics. He
had gone into space in the hope of finding things different, but no. Despite congtant efforts during
interviews to impress people with his quite consderable knowledge, they were too dazzled by his
muscle-power to ligen, and his gpplications were invariably stamped "Approved Suiteble for Heavy,
Sustained Labour.”

On joining this project he had decided to make the best of what promised to be another boring,
frudrating job—he decided to become an unpopular character. As a result his life had been anything but
boring. But now he was wishing that he had not been so successful at making himsdf didiked.

Whét he needed mogt at this moment was friends, and he hadn't asngle one.

O'Maras mind was dragged back from the dismd past to the even less pleasant present by the sharp
al-pervading odour of the Hudlarian's food compound. Something would have to be done about that,
and quickly. He hurriedly got into his lightweight suit and went through the lock.



His living quarters were in a tiny sub-assembly which would one day form the theetre surgicd ward
and adjoining storage compartments of the hospitd's low-gravity MSVK section. Two amdl rooms with
aconnecting section of corridor had been pressurized and fitted with artificd gravity grids for O'Mara's
bendfit, the rest of the structure remaining both arless and weightless. He drifted dong short, unfinished
corridors whose ends were open to space, Saring into the bare, angular compartments which did past.
They were dl full of trailing plumbing and haf-built machinery, the purpose of which it was impossble to
guess without actudly teking an MSVK educator tape. But dl the compartments he examined were
dther too andl to hold the dien or they were open in one direction to space. O'Mara swore with
redraint but great feding, pushed himsdf out to one of the ragged edges of his tiny domain and glared
around him.

Above, below and dl around him out to a distance of ten miles floated pieces of hospitd, invisble
except for the bright blue lights scattered over them as a warning to ship traffic in the area. It was a little
like being at the centre of a dense globular star cluster, O'Mara thought, and rather beautiful if you were
in a mood to appreciate it. He wasn't, because on most of these floating sub-assemblies there were
pressor-beam men on watch, placed there to fend off sections which threatened to collide. These men
would see and report it to Caxton if O'Mara took his baby dien outsde even for feeding.

The only answer gpparently, he told himsdf disgustedly as he retraced his way, was nose-plugs.

Ingde the lock he was greeted by a noise like a tinny foghorn. It blared out in long, discordant blasts
with just enough interva in between to make him dread the arriva of the next one. Investigation reveaed
bare patches of hide showing through the last coat of food, so presumably his little darling was hungry
agan. O'Mara went for the sprayer.

When he had about three square yards covered there was an interruption. Dr. Pdling arrived.

The project doctor took off his hdmet and gauntlets only, flexed the gtiffness out of his fingers and
growled, "I believe you hurt your leg. Let's have alook."

Pdling could not have been more gentle as he explored O'Mara's injured leg, but what he was doing
was plainly a duty rather than an act of friendship. His voice was reserved as he said, "Severe bruisng
and a couple of pulled tendons is dl—you were lucky. Rest. I'll give you some guff to rub on it. Have
you been redecorating?’

"Wha...?' began O'Mara, then saw where the doctor was looking. "That's food compound. The little
so-and-so kept moving while | was spraying it. But spesking of the youngster, can you tdl me—"

"No, | cant," sad Pdling. "My brain is overloaded enough with the ills and remedies of my own
species without my trying to suff it with FROB physology tapes. Besides, they're tough—nothing can
happen to them!" He sniffed loudly and made a face. "Why don't you keep it outsde?’

"Certain people are too soft-hearted,” O'Mara replied bitterly. "They are horrified by such apparent
crudties as lifting kittens by the scruff of the neck..."

"Humph," said the doctor, looking dmost sympathetic. "Wdl, that's your problem. See you in a
couple of weeks."

"Wait!" O'Mara cdled urgently, hobbling after the doctor with one empty trouser leg flapping. "What
if something does happen? And there has to be rules about the care and feeding of these things, Smple
rules. You can't just leave meto... to..."

"l see what you mean,” said Pdling. He looked thoughtful for a moment, then went on, "Theres a
book kicking around my place somewhere, a sort of Hudlarian firs ad handbook. But it's printed in
Univer."

"l read Universal,” said O'Mara.

Pdling looked surprised. "Bright boy. All right, I'll send it over." He nodded curtly and |eft.

O'Mara closed the bedroom door in the hope that this might cut down the intensty of the food amell,
then lowered himsdf carefully into the living room couch for what he told himsdf was a well-deserved
rest. He settled his leg so that it ached amos comfortably and began trying to talk himsdf into an
acceptance of the Stuation. The best he could achieve was a seething, philosophica calm.



But he was s0 weary that even the effort of feding angry became too much for him. His eydids
dropped and awarm deadness began cregping up from his hands and feet. O'Mara sghed, wriggled and
prepared to deep...

The sound which blasted him out of his couch had the strident, authoritetive urgency of dl the darm
grens that ever were and a volume which threstened to blow the bedroom door off its runners. O'Mara
grabbed indinctively for his spacesuit, dropped it with a curse as he redized what was hgppening, then
went for the sprayer.

Junior was hungry again...!

During the eighteen hours which followed it was brought home to O'Mara how much he did not know
about infant Hudlarians. He had spoken many times to its parents via Trandator, and the baby had been
mentioned often, but somehow they had not spoken of the important things. Sleep, for instance.

Judging from recent observation and experience, infant FROBs did not deep. In the dl too short
intervals between feeds they blundered around the bedroom smashing dl items of furniture which were
not meta and bolted down—and these they bent beyond recognition or usefulness—or they huddled in a
corner knotting and unknotting ther tentacles. Probably this Sght of a baby doing the equivdent of
playing with its fingers would have brought coos of ddight from an adult Hudlarian, but it merdy made
OMarasick and cross-eyed.

And every two hours, plus or minus a few minutes, he had to feed the brute. If he was lucky it lay
quiet, but more often he had to chase it around with the sprayer. Normaly FROBs of this age were too
weak to move about—but that was under Hudlar's crushing gravity-pull and pressure. Here in conditions
which were to it less than one quarter-G, the infant Hudlarian could move. And it was having fun.

O'Mara wasn't: his body fdt like a thick, dumsy sponge saturated with fatigue. After each feed he
dropped onto the couch and let his bone-weary body dive blindly into unconsciousness. He was S0
utterly and completely spent, he told himsdf after every spraying, that he could not possbly hear the
brute the next time it complained—he would be too deeply out. But dways that blaring, discordant
foghorn jerked him at least hdf awake and sent him staggering like a drunken puppet through the motions
which would end thet horrible, mind-wrecking din.

After nearly thirty hours of it O'Mara knew he couldn't take much more. Whether the infant was
collected in two days or two months the result as far as he was concerned would be the same; he would
be araving lundic. Unlessin a weak moment he took awak outside without his suit. Pdling would never
have alowed him to be subjected to this sort of punishment, he knew, but the doctor was an ignoramus
where the FROB lifeform was concerned. And Caxton, only a little less ignorant, was the smple, direct
type who ddighted in this sort of violent practica joke, especiadly when he considered that the vicim
deserved everything he got.

But just suppose the section chief was a more devious character than O'Mara had suspected?
Suppose he knew exactly what he was sentencing him to by leaving the infant Hudlarian in his charge?
OMara cursed tiredly, but he had been at it so condantly for the last ten or twelve hours that bad
language had ceased to be an emotiond safety vave. He shook his head angrily in a vain attempt to
digod the weariness which clogged his brain.

Caxton wasn't going to get away with it.

He was the strongest man on the whole project, O'Mara knew, and his reserves of strength must be
condderable. All this fatigue and nervous twitching was Smply in his mind, he told himsdf inggently, and
a couple of days with practicaly no degp meant nothing to his tremendous physique—even dfter the
sheking up held received in the accident. And anyway, the present stuation with the infant couldn't get
any worse, S0 it must soon begin to improve. He would beat them yet, he swore. Caxton would not drive
him mad, or even to the point of caling for help.

Thiswas a chdlenge, he inssted with weary determination. Up to now he had bemoaned the fact that
no job had fully exploited his capabilities. Well, this was a problem which would tax both his physicd
gamina and deductive processes to the limit. An infant had been placed in his charge and he intended
taking care of it whether it was here for two weeks or two months. What was more, he was going to see
thet the kid was a credit to im when its foster parents arrived...



After the forty-eighth hour of the infant FROB's company and the fifty-saventh since he had had a
good deep, such illogica and somewhat maudin thinking did not seem strange to O'Mara at dl.

Then abruptly there came a change in what O'Mara had accepted as the order of things. The FROB
after complaining, was fed and refused to shut up!

O'Mards fird reaction was a feding of hurt surprise; this was againg the rules. They cried, you fed
them, they stopped crying—at least for a while. This was so unfar that it left him too shocked and
helpless to react.

The noise was bedlam, with variations. Long, discordant blasts of sound beat over him. Sometimes
the pitch and volume varied in an insandy arbitrary manner and a others it had a grinding, staccato
qudity asif broken glass had got into its voca gears. There were intervas of quiet, varying between two
seconds and hdf aminute, during which O'Mara cringed waiting for the next blast. He struck it out for as
long as he could—a matter of ten minutes or so—then he dragged his leaden body off the couch again.

"What the blazes is wrong with you?' O'Mara roared againg the din. The FROB was thoroughly
covered by food compound o it couldn't be hungry.

Now that the infant had seen him the volume and urgency of its cries increased. The externd,
bellows-like flap of muscle on the infant's back—used for sound production only, the FROBs being
non-breathers—continued swdling and deflating rapidly. O'Mara jammed the pams of his hands againgt
his ears, an action which did no good at dl, and yelled, "Shut up!"

He knew that the recently orphaned Hudlarian must il be feding confused and frightened, that the
mere process of feeding it could not possibly fulfill dl of its emotiona needs—he knew dl this and fdt a
deep pity for the being. But these fedings were in some quiet, sane and dvilized portion of his mind and
divorced from dl the pain and weariness and frightful ondaughts of sound currently torturing his body. He
was redly two people, and while one of hm knew the reason for the noise and accepted it, the
other—the purely physcd O'Mara—reacted indinctively and vidoudy to stop it.

"Shut up! SHUT UP" screamed O'Mara, and started swinging with hisfists and feet.

Miraculoudy after about ten minutes of it, the Hudlarian stopped crying.

O'Mara returned to the couch shaking. For those ten minutes he had been in the grip of a murderous,
uncontrollable rage. He had punched and kicked savagdly until the pains from his hands and injured leg
forced him to stop usng those members, but he had gone on kicking and screeching invective with the
only other weapons left to him, his good leg and tongue. The sheer viciousness of what he had done
shocked and sickened him.

It was no good tdling hmsdf that the Hudlarian was tough and might not have felt the beeting; the
infant had stopped crying so he must have got through to it somehow. Admittedly Hudlarians were hard
and tough, but this was a baby and babies had weak spots. Human babies, for ingance, had a very soft
spot on the top of their heads...

When O'Maras utterly exhausted body plunged into deep his last coherent thought was that he was
the dirtiest, lowest louse thet had ever been born.

Sixteen hours later he awoke. It was adow, naurd process which brought him barely above the leve
of unconsciousness. He had a brief feding of wonder at the fact that the infant was not responsible for
waking him before he drifted back to deep again. The next time he wakened was five hours later and to
the sound of Waring coming through the airlock.

"Dr. P-Pdling asked me to bring this" he said, tossng O'Mara a andl book. "And I'm not doing you
afavor, understand—it's just that he said it was for the good of the youngster. How isit doing?'

"Sesping,” said O'Mara.

Waring moigtened hislips. "I'm-I'm supposed to check. C-C-Caxton says so."

"Ca-Ca-Caxton would," mimicked O'Mara.

He watched the other dlently as Waring's face grew a deeper red. Waring was a thin young man,
sendtive, not very strong, and the suff of which heroes were made. On his arrivd O'Mara had been
overwhemed with stories about this tractor-beam operator. There had been an accident during the fitting
of a power pile and Waring had been trapped in a section which was inadequately shielded. But he had
kept his head and, fallowing ingructions radioed to him from an engineer outside, had managed to avert a



dow aomic exploson which neverthdess would have taken the lives of everyone in his section. He had
done thiswhile dl the time fully convinced that the levd of radiation in which he worked would, in a few
hours time, certainly cause his death.

But the shidding had been more effective than had been thought and Waring did not die. The accident
hed left its mark on him, however, they told O'Mara. He had blackouts, he stuttered, his nervous system
hed been subtly affected, they said, and there were other things which O'Mara himsdf would see and
was urged to ignore. Because Waring had saved dl therr lives and for that he deserved specid treatment.
That was why they made way for im wherever he went, let him win dl fights, arguments and games of
ill or chance, and generdly kept him wrapped in a swathe of sentimenta cottonwool.

And that was why Waring was a spoiled, insufferable, smpering brat.

Waiching his white-lipped face and clenched figs, O'Mara amiled. He had never let Waring win &
anything if he could possibly help it, and the fird time the tractor-beam man had started a fight with him
hed aso been the last. Not that he had hurt him, he had been just tough enough to demonstrate that
fighing O'Mara was not a good idea.

"Goinand have alook,” O'Mara sad eventudly. "Do what Ca-Ca-Caxton says."

They went in, observed the gently twitching infant briefly and came out. Stammering, Waring said that
he had to go and headed for the airlock. He didn't often Stutter these days, O'Mara knew; probably he
was scared the subject of the accident would be brought up.

"Jug aminute” said O'Mara. "I'm running out of food compound, will you bring—"

"G-get it yoursdf!”

O'Mara stared at him until Waring looked away, then he said quitly, "Caxton can't have it both ways.
If this infant has to be cared for so thoroughly that I'm not alowed to either feed or keep it in arless
conditions, it would be negligence on my part to go away and leave it for a couple of hours to get food.
Surdly you see that. The Lord adone knows what harm the kid might come to if it was left one. I've been
made responsible for thisinfant's welfare so | ing<..."

"B-b-but it won't—"

"It only means an hour or so of your rest period every second or third day,” said O'Mara sharply.
"Cut the bdlyaching. And stop sputtering a me, you're old enough to talk properly.”

Waring's teeth came together with a click. He took a deep, shuddering breath then with his jaws dill
clenched furioudy together he exhded. The sound was like an airlock vave being cracked. He said:

“It... will... take... dl of... my next two rest periods. The FROB quarters... where the food is kept...
are being fitted to the main assembly the day after tomorrow. The food compound will have to be
transferred before then.”

"See how easy it is when you try," said O'Mara, grinning. "You were a bit jerky at firg there, but |
understood every word. Y ou're doing fine. And by the way, when you're stacking the food tanks outside
the airlock will you try not to make too much noise in case you wake the baby?'

For the next two minutes Waring caled O'Mara dirty names without repeating himsdf or duttering
once.

" said you were doing fing" said O'Mara reprovingly. "You don't have to show off."

After Waring left, O'Mara thought about the dismantling of the Hudlarian's quarters. With gravity grids
&t to four Gs and what few other amenities they required the FROBs had been living in one of the key
sections. If it was about to be fitted to the man assembly then the completion of the hospita structure
itdf could only be five or 9x weeks off. The find stages, he knew, would be excting. Tractor men a
their safe positions—depressions actudly on the joining faces—tossing thousand-ton |oads about the sky,
bringing them together gently while fitters checked dignment or adjusted or prepared the dowly cosing
faces for joining. Many of them would disregard the warning lights until the last possible moment, and
take the mogt hair-raising risks imaginable, just to save the time and trouble of having their sections pulled
apart and rgoined again for a possible refitting.

O'Marawould have liked to bein on the finish, instead of babystting!



Thought of the infant brought back the worry he had been concedling from Waring. It had never dept
thislong before—it mus be twenty hours since it had gone to deep or he had kicked it to deep. FROBs
were tough, of course, but wasnt it possble that the infant was not smply aseep but unconscious
through concussion...?

O'Mara reached for the book which Pdlting had sent and began to read.

It was dow, heavy going, but & the end of two hours O'Mara knew a little about the hendling of
Hudlarian babies, and the knowledge brought both reief and despair. Apparently his fit of temper and
subsequent kicking had been a good thing—FROB babies needed constant petting and a quick
cdculation of the amount of force used by an adult of the species adminidering a gentle pat to its
offgoring showed that O'Mara's furious attack had been a very weak pat indeed. But the book warned
agang the dangers of over-feeding, and O'Mara was definitely guilty on this count. Seemingly the proper
thing to do was to feed it every five or Sx hours during its waking period and use physicd methods of
soothing—ypaiting, that was—if it appeared restless or dill hungry. Also it appeared that FROB infants
required, & farly frequent intervals, a bath.

On the home planet this involved something like a mgor sandblagting operation, but O'Mara thought
that this was probably due to the pressure and stickiness of the atmosphere. Another problem which he
would have to solve was how to administer a hard enough consoling pat. He doubted very much if he
could fly into a temper every time the baby needed its equivdent of a nursang.

But at least he would have plenty of time to work out something, because one of the things he had
found out about them was that they were wakeful for two full days a a stretch, and dept for five

During the firg five-day period of degp O'Mara was able to devise methods of petting and bathing his
charge, and even had a couple of days free to rdax and gather his strength for the two days of hard
labour ahead when the infant woke up. It would have been a killing routine for a man of ordinary
grength, but O'Mara discovered thet after the firs two weeks of it he seemed to make the necessary
physca and menta adjustment to it. And at the end of four weeks the pain and giffness had gone out of
hisleg and he had no worries regarding the baby at dl.

Outside, the project neared completion. The vast, three-dimensiond jigsaw puzzle was finished except
for a few unimportant pieces around the edges. A Monitor Corps investigator had arrived and was
asking questions—of everybody, apparently, except O'Mara.

He couldn't help wondering if Waring had been questioned yet, and if he had, what the tractor man
had said. The investigator was a psychologigt, unlike the mere Engineer officers dready on the project,
and very likdy no fool. O'Mara thought thet he, hmsdlf, was no foal either; he had worked things out and
by rights he should fed no anxiety over the outcome of the Monitor's investigations. O'Mara had szed up
the gtuation here and the people init, and the reactions of everyone were predictable. But it dl depended
on what Waring told that Monitor.

Y ou're turning ydlow! O'Mara thought in angry self-disgust. Now that your pet theories are being put
to the test you're scared dlly they won't work. Y ou want to crawl to Waring and lick his boots!

And that course, O'Mara knew, would be introducing a wild varigble into what should be a
predictable stuation, and it would dmost certainly wreck everything. Yet the temptation was strong
nevertheess.

It was at the beginning of the sxth week of his enforced guardianship of the infant, while he was
reading up on some of the weird and wonderful diseases to which baby FROBSs were prone, his airlock
tdltale indicated a vistor. He got off the couch quickly and faced the opening sedl, trying hard to look as
if he hadn't aworry in the world.

But it was only Caxton.

"l was expecting the Monitor,” said O'Mara

Caxton grunted. "Hasn't seen you yet, eh? Maybe he figures it would be a waste of time. After what
weve told him he probably thinks the case is open and shut. Hell have cuffs with him when he comes.”

O'Mara just looked at him. He was tempted to ask Caxton if the Corpsman had questioned Waring
yet, but it was only a amdl temptation.

"My reason for coming,” said Caxton hardhly, "is to find out about the water. Stores department tdls



me you've been requistioning treble the amount of water that you could conceivably use. You sarting an
aguarium or something?"

Deiberately O'Mara avoided giving a direct answer. He said, "It'stime for the baby's bath, would you
like to watch?'

He bent down, deftly removed a section of floor plating and reached insde.

"What are you doing?' Caxton burst out. "Those are the gravity grids, you're not alowed to touch—"

Suddenly the floor took on a thirty degree lig. Caxton staggered againg a wall, svearing. OMara
draightened up, opened the inner sedl of the arlock, then started up what was now a diff gradient
toward the bedroom. Siill insging loudly that O'Mara was nether dlowed nor qudified to dter the
atifidd gravity settings, Caxton followed.

Insde, O'Mara said, "This is the spare food sprayer with the nozzle modified to project a high
pressure jet of water." He pointed the indrument and began to demonstrate, playing the jet agang a
ardl area of the infant's hide. The subject of the demondtration was engaged in pushing what was left of
one of O'Mara's charsinto even more unrecognizable shapes, and ignored them.

"You can see" O'Mara went on, "the area of skin where the food compound has hardened. This has
to be washed at intervas because it dogs the being's absorption mechaniam in those areas, causng the
food intake to drop. This makes a young Hudlarian very unhappy and, ah, noisy..."

O'Maratraled off into dlence. He saw that Caxton wasn't looking at the infant but was watching the
water which rebounded from its hide streaming dong the now steeply danted bedroom door, across the
living room and into the open airlock. Which was just as well, because O'Maras sprayer had uncovered
apatch of the youngster's hide which had a texture and colour he had never seen before. Probably there
was nothing to worry about, but it was better not to have Caxton see it and ask questions.

"What's that up there?' said Caxton, pointing toward the bedroom celling.

In order to give the infant the petting it deserved O'Mara had had to knock together a sysem of
levers, pulleys and counterweights and suspend the whole ungainly mass from the celing. He was rather
proud of the gadget; it enabled him to administer a good, solid pat—a blow which would have ingantly
killed a human being—anywhere on that hdf ton carcass. But he doubted if Caxton would appreciate the
gadget. Probably the section chief would swear that he was torturing the baby and forbid its use.

O'Mara gtarted out of the bedroom. Over his shoulder he said, "Jugt lifting tackle.”

He dried up the wet patches of floor with a cloth which he threw into the now partly water filled
arlock. His sandds and coverdls were wet so he threw them in, also, then he closed the inner sed and
opened the outer. While the water was bailing off into the vacuum outside he readjusted the gravity grids
S0 that the floor was flat and the walls verticd again, then he retrieved his sandas, coverals and cloth
which were now bone dry.

"You seem to have everything wel organized,” said Caxton grudgingly as he fastened his hdmet. "At
least you're looking after the youngster better than you did its parents. See it Says that way.

"The Monitor will be dong to see you a hour nine tomorrow," he added, and left.

O'Mara returned quickly to the bedroom for a closer look at the coloured patch. It was a pae bluish
grey and in that area the smooth, dmost stedl-hard surface of the skin had taken on a sort of crackle
finsh. O'Mara rubbed the patch gently and the FROB wriggled and gave a blast of sound that was
vagudy interrogatory.

"You and me both," said O'Mara absently. He couldn't remember reading about anything like this, but
then he had not read dl the book yet. The sooner he did so the better.

The chief method of communicating between beings of different species was by means of a Trandator,
which dectronicdly sorted and classified dl sense-bearing sounds and reproduced them in the native
language of its user. Another method, used when large amounts of accurate data of a more subjective
nature had to be passed on, was the Educator tape system. This trandferred bodily dl the sensory
impressions, knowledge and persondity of one being into the mind of another. Coming a long way third
both in popularity and accuracy was the written language which was somewhat extravagantly caled
Univerd.

Universal was of use only to beings who possessed brains linked to opticad receptors capable of



abdracting knowledge from patterns of markings on a flat surface—in short, the printed page. While
there were many species with this ahility, the response to colour in each species was very rardy matched.
What appeared to be a bluish-grey patch to O'Mara might look like anything from yellow-grey to dirty
purple to another being, and the trouble was that the other being might have been the author of the book.

One of the gppendices gave a rough colour-equivaent chart, but it was a tedious, time-consuming job
checking back onit, and his knowledge of Universd was not perfect anyway.

Fve hours later he was ill no nearer diagnosing the FROB's allment, and the sngle blue-grey patch
on its hide had grown to twice its origind Sze and been joined by three more. He fed the infart,
wondering anxioudy whether that was the right thing to do in a case like this, then returned quickly to his
dudies.

According to the handbook there were literdly hundreds of mild, short-lived diseases to which young
Hudlarians were subject. This youngster had escaped them soldy because it had been fed on tanked
food compound and had avoided the air-borne bacteria so prevadent on its home planet. Probably this
disease was nothing worse than the Hudlarian equivdent of a dose of meades, O'Mara told himsdf
resssuringly, but it looked serious. At the next feeding the number of patches had grown to seven and
they were a deeper, angrier blue, dso the baby was continualy dapping at itsdf with its appendages.
Ohbvioudy the coloured patches itched badly. Armed with this new datum O'Mara returned to the book.

And suddenly he found it. The symptoms were given as rough, discoloured patches on the tegument
with severe itching due to unabsorbed food particles. Treatment was to cleanse the irritated patches after
each feed so asto kill the itching and let nature take care of the rest. The disease was a very rare one on
Hudlar these days, the symptoms appeared with dramatic suddenness and it ran its course and
disappeared equdly quickly. Provided ordinary care was taken of the patient, the book stated, the
disease was not dangerous.

O'Mara began converting the figuresinto his own time and Sze scale. As accurately as he could come
to it the coloured patches should grow to about eighteen inches across and he could expect anything up
to twelve of them before they began to fade. This would occur, cdculaing from the time he had noticed
the firg spot, in gpproximately Sx hours.

He hadn't a thing to worry abouit.

v

At the concdluson of the next feeding O'Mara carefully sprayed the blue patches clean, but dill the
young FROB kept dgpping furioudy at itsdf and quivering ponderoudy. Like a kneding eephant with sx
angrily waving trunks, he thought. O'Mara had another look at the book, but it dill maintained that under
ordinary conditions the disease was mild and short-lived, and that the only pdliative treetment possible
was rest and seeing that the affected areas were kept clean.

Kids, thought O'Mara digtractedly, were a blasted worrisome thing...! All that quivering and dapping
looked wrong, common sense told him, and should be stopped. Maybe the infant was scratching through
sheer force of habit, though the violence of the process made this seem doubtful, and a distraction of
some kind would make it stop. Quickly O'Mara chose a fifty-pound weight and used his lifting tackle to
awing it to the caling. He began raisng and dropping it rhythmicaly over the spot which he had
discovered gave the infant the most pleasure—an area two feet back of the hard, transparent membrane
which protected its eyes. Ffty pounds dropping from a heght of eght feet was a nice gentle pat to a
Hudlarian.

Under the patting the FROB grew less vident in its movements. But as soon as O'Mara stopped it
began lashing & itsdf worse than ever, and even running ful tilt into walls and what was left of the
furniture. During one frenzied charge it nearly escaped into the living room, and the only thing which
stopped it was the fact thet it was too big to go through the door. Up to that moment O'Mara did not
redize how much weight the FROB had put on in five weeks.

Fndly sheer faigue made him give up. He &t the FROB threshing and blundering about in the
bedroom and threw himsdf onto the couch outside to try to think.

According to the book it was now time for the blue patches to begin to fade. But they weren't



fading—they had reached the maximum number of twelve and instead of being eighteen or less inches
across they were nearly double that Size. They were so large that at the next feeding the absorption area
of theinfant would have shrunk by a hdf, which meant that it would be further weakened by not getting
enough food. And everyone knew that itchy spots should not be scratched if the condition was not to
spread and become more serious...

A raucous foghorn note interrupted his thoughts. O'Mara had experience enough to know by the
sound thet the infant was badly frightened, and by the rdative decrease in volume that it was growing
week as well.

He needed help badly, but O'Mara doubted very much if there was anyone available who could
furnish it. Tdling Caxton about it would be usdess—the section chief would only cdl in Pdling and
Pdling was much less informed on the subject of Hudlarian children than was O'Mara, who had been
specidizing in the subject for the past five weeks. That course would only waste time and not help the kid
a dl, and there was a strong posshility that—despite the presence of a Monitor investigator—Caxton
would see to it that something pretty violent happened to O'Mara for dlowing the infant to take sick, for
that was the way the section chief would look at it.

Caxton didn't like O'Mara. Nobody liked O'Mara.

If he had been wdl-liked on the project nobody would have thought of blaming him for the infant's
sckness, or immediady and unanimoudy assuming that he was the one respongble for the death of its
parents. But he had made the decison to appear a pretty lousy character, and he had been too damned
successful.

Maybe he redly was a despicable person and that was why the role had come so easy to him.
Perhaps the congtant frudiration of never having the chance to redly use the brain which was buried in his
ugly, muscle-bound body had gradudly soured him, and the part he thought he was playing was the red
OMara

If only he had stayed clear of the Waring business. That was what had them redly mad at him.

But this sort of thinking was getting him nowhere. The solution of his own problems lay—in part, at
least—in showing that he was respongible, patient, kind and possessed the various other attributes which
his fdlow men looked on with respect. To do that he mud firg show that he could be trusted with the
care of ababy.

He wondered suddenly if the Monitor could help. Not persondly; a Corps psychologist officer could
hardly be expected to know about obscure diseases of Hudlar children, but through his organizetion. As
the Gdlaxy's police, maid-of-al-work and supreme authority generdly, the Monitor Corps would be able
to find a short notice a being who would know the necessary answers. But again, that being would
amog certainly be found on Hudlar itsdf, and the authorities there dready knew of the orphaned infant's
postion and help had probably been on the way for weeks. It would certainly arrive sooner then the
Monitor could bring it. Help might arrive in time to save the infant. But again maybe it might not.

The problem was dill O'Mara's.

About as serious as a dose of mesdes.

But meades, in a human baby, could be very seriousif the patient was kept in a cold room or in some
other environment which, dthough not deedly in itsdf, could become lethd to an organism whose
resstance was lowered by disease or lack of food. The handbook had prescribed rest, deansng and
nothing else. Or had it? There might be a large and wel hidden assumption there. The kicker was that the
patient under discusson was resding on its home world at the time of the illness Under ordinary
conditions like that the disease probably was mild and short-lived.

But O'Maras bedroom was not, for a Hudlaian baby with the disease, anything like normd
conditions.

With that thought came the answer, if only he waan't too late to apply it. Abruptly O'Mara pushed
himsdf out of the couch and hurried to the spacesuit locker. He was dimbing into the heavy duty mode
when the communicator beeped a him.

"OMara," Caxton's voice brayed at him when he had acknowledged, "the Monitor wants to tak to
you. It wasn't supposed to be until tomorrow but—"



"Thank you, Mr. Caxton,” broke in a quiet, firmer voice. There was a pause, then, "My name is
Craythorne, Mr. OMara. | had planned to see you tomorrow as you know, but | managed to clear up
some other work which left me time for a prdiminary chat..."

What, thought O'Mara fuminaingly, a damned awkward time you had to pick! He finished putting on
the suit but left the gauntlets and hdmet off. He began tearing into the pand which covered the air-supply
controls.

"To tdl you the truth," the quiet voice of the Monitor went on, "your case is incidenta to my man
work here. My job isto arrange accommodation and so on for the various life-forms who will shortly be
ariving to gaff this hospitd, and to do everything possible to avoid friction developing between them
when they do come. There are alot of finicky detalls to attend to, but a the moment I'm free. And I'm
curious about you, O'Mara. I'd like to ask some questions”

This is one smooth operator! thought one hdf of O'Mara's mind. The other hdf noted that the
ar-supply controls were set to suit the conditions he had in mind. He left the pand hanging loose and
began pulling up a floor section to get at the atificid gravity grid underneath. A little absently he said,
"Youll have to excuse meif | work while we talk. Caxton will explan—"

"I've told him about the kid," Caxton broke in, "and if you think you're fooling him by pretending to be
the harassed mother type..."

"l undergand,” said the Monitor. "I'd dso like to say that forcing you to live with an FROB infant
when such a course was unnecessary comes under the heading of crud and unusud punishment, and that
about ten years should be knocked off your sentence for what you've taken this past five weeks—that is,
of course, if you're found guilty. And now, | dways think it's better to see who one is tdking to. Can we
have vison, please?’

The suddenness with which the artificid gravity grids switched from one to two Gs caught O'Mara by
surprise. His arms folded under him and his chest thumped the floor. A frightened bawl from his patient in
the next room must have disguised the noise he made from his listeners because they didnt mention it. He
did the great-grand-daddy of dl pressups and heaved himsdf to his knees.

He fought to keep from gasping. " Sorry, my vison trangmitter is on the blink."

The Monitor was slent just long enough to let O'Mara know that he knew he was lying, and that he
would disregard the lie for the moment. He sad findly, "Wadl, a least you can see me" and O'Maras
vison plate lit up.

It showed a youngish man with close-cropped har whose eyes seemed twenty years older than the
rest of his features. The shoulder tabs of a Mgor were visble on the trim, dark-green tunic and the collar
bone bore a caduceus. O'Mara thought that in different circumstances he would have liked this man.

"I've something to do in the next room," O'Mara lied again. "Be with you in a minute—"

He began the job of setting the anti-gravity belt on his suit to two Gs repulsion, which would exactly
counteract the floor's present attraction and dlow him to increase the pull to four Gs without too much
discomfort to himsdf. He would then reset the bt for three Gs, and that would give him back a norma
gravity apparent of one G.

At leadt that was what should have happened.

Instead the G-belt or the floor grids or both started producing haf-G fluctuations, and the room went
mad. It was like being in an express devator which was condantly being started and stopped. The
frequency of the surges built up rapidly until O'Mara was being shaken up and down so hard his teeth
rattled. Before he could react to this a new and more devastating complication occurred. As wel as
vaidions in srength the floor grids were no longer acting a right angles to ther surface, but yawed
erraicaly from ten to thirty degrees from the verticd. No storm tossed ship had ever pitched and rolled
as vidoudy as this. O'Mara staggered, grabbed franticdly for the couch, missed and was flung heavily
agang the wdl. The next surge sent him skidding againgt the opposite wal before he was able to switch
off the G-bdlt.

The room settled down to a steady gravity-pull of two Gs again.

"Will this take long?' asked the Monitor suddenly.

O'Mara had dmog forgotten the Mgjor during the past hectic seconds. He did his best to make his



voice sound both naturd and as if it was coming from the next room as he replied, "It might. Could you
cdl back later?!

"Il wait," sad the Monitor.

For the next few minutes O'Mara tried to forget the bruisng he had received despite the protection
given him by the heavy spacesuit, and concentrate on thinking his way out of this latet mess. He was
beginning to see what must have happened.

When two anti-gravity generators of the same power and frequency were used close together, a
pattern of interference was st up which affected the sability of both. The grids in O'Mara's quarters
were merdy a temporary job and powered by a generator smilar to the one used in his suit, though
normdly a difference in frequency was built in againg the chance of such indability occurring. But
O'Mara had been fiddling with the grid settings congtantly for the past five weeks—every time the infant
hed a bath, to be exact—so that he mugt have unknowingly altered the frequency.

He didn't know what he had done wrong and there wasn't enough time to try fixing it if he had known.
Gingely, O'Mara switched on his G-belt agan and dowly began increesing power. It registered over
three quarters of a G before the firgt Sgns of indahility appeared.

Four Gs less three-quarters made alittle over three Gs. It looked, O'Mara thought grimly, like he was
going to have to do thisthe hard way...

\Y,

O'Mara closed his hdmet quickly, then srung a cable from his suit mike to the communicator so that
hewould be able to tak without Caxton or the Monitor redizing that he was sealed ingde his suit. If he
was to have time to complete the treatment they must not suspect tha there was anything out of the
ordinary going on here. Next came the find adjustments to the air-pressure regulator and gravity grids.

Ingde two minutes the atmosphere pressurein the two rooms had multiplied sx times and the gravity
apparent was four Gs—the nearest, in fact, that O'Mara could get to "ordinary conditions' for a
Hudlarian. With shoulder muscles draining and cracking with the effort—for his under-powered G-belt
took only three-quarters of a gravity off the four-G pull in the room—he withdrew the incredibly
awkward and ponderous thing which his am had become from the grid servicing space and rolled
heavily onto his back.

He fdt asif his baby was tting on his chest, and large, black blotches hung throbbing before his eyes.
Through them he could see a section of caling and, a a crazy angle, the vison pandl. The face in it was
becoming impatient.

“I'm back, Mgor," gasped O'Mara. He fought to control his breathing so that the words would not be
sueezed out too fadt. "l suppose you want to hear my sde of the accident?”

"No," sad the Monitor. "I've heard the tgpe Caxton made. What I'm curious about is your
background prior to coming here. I've checked up and there is something which doesn't quitefit..."

A thunderous eruption of noise blasted into the conversation. Despite the deeper note caused by the
increased ar pressure O'Mara recognized the sgnd for what it was, the FROB was angry and hungry.

With a mighty effort O'Mara rolled onto his sde, then propped himsdf up on his elbows. He stayed
that way for a while gathering strength to rall over onto his hands and knees. But when he findly
accomplished this he found that his ams and legs were sweling and fdt as if they would burst from the
pressure of blood piling up in them. Gasping, he eased himsdf down fla onto his chest. Immediatdy the
blood rushed to the front of his body and his vison began to red oui.

He couldn't crawl on hands and knees nor wriggle on his somach. Most certainly, under three Gs, he
could not stand up and walk. What else was there?

O'Mara gtruggled onto his side again and ralled back, but this time with his elbows propping him up.
The neck-rest of his suit supported his head, but the ingdes of the deeves were very lightly padded and
his elbows hurt. And the drain of holding up even part of his three times heavier than norma body made
his heart pound. Worst of dl, he was beginning to black out again.

Surdy there mugt be some way to equdize, or at least didribute, the pressures in his body so that he
could stay conscious and move. O'Mara tried to visudize the layout of the acceleration chairs which had



been used in ships before atificd gravity came dong. It had been a not-quite prone postion, he
remembered suddenly, with the knees drawn up...

Inching dong on his elbows, bottom and feet, O'Mara progressed snail-like toward the bedroom. His
embarrassment of riches where muscles were concerned was certainly of use now—in these conditions
any ordinary man would have been plastered helplesdy againg the floor. Even so it took him fifteen
minutes to reach the food sprayer in the bedroom, and during practicdly every second of the way the
baby kept up its earsplitting racket. With the increased pressure the noise was so tremendoudy loud and
deep that every bonein O'Maras body seemed to vibrate to it.

"I'm trying to talk to you!" the Monitor yeled during alull. "Can't you keep that blasted kid shut up!”

"It's hungry,” sad O'Mara. "Itll quiet down when it'sfed..."

The food sprayer was mounted on atrolley and O'Mara had fitted a pedal control so as to leave both
hands free for aming. Now that his patient was immobilized by four gravities he didn't have to use his
hands. Instead he was able to nudge the trolley into pogtion with his shoulders and depress the pedd
with his elbow. The high-pressure jet tended to bend floorward owing to the extra gravity but he did
findly manage to cover the infant with food. But deaning the affected areas of food compound was
another matter. The water jet, which handled very awkwardly from floor leve, had no accuracy & dl.
The best he could manage was to wash down the wide, vivid blue patch—formed from three separate
patches which had grown together—which covered nearly one quarter of itstotd skin area.

After that O'Mara straightened out hislegs and lowered his back gently to the floor. Despite the three
Gs acting on him, the drain of maintaining that haf-gtting pogtion for the last hdf hour made him fed
amog comfortable.

The baby had stopped crying.

"Whet | was about to say," said the Monitor heavily when the silence looked like ladting for a few
minutes, "was that your record on previous jobs does not fit what | find here. Previoudy you were, as
you are now, a restless, discontented type, but you were invariably popular with your colleagues and only
alittle less so with your superiors—this last being because your superiors were sometimes wrong and
you never were..."

"l was every bit as smart as they were" said O'Mara tiredly, "and proved it often. But | didn't ook
intdligent, | had mucker written al over me"

It was strange, O'Mara thought, but he felt dmost disinterested in his own persona trouble now. He
couldn't take his eyes off the angry blue patch on the infant's side. The colour had degpened and dso the
centre of the patch seemed to have swelled. It was as if the super-hard tegument had softened and the
FROB's enormous internd pressure had produced a swdling. Increasing the gravity and pressure to the
Hudlarian normd should, he hoped, hdt that particular development—if it wasn't a symptom of
omething else entirdly.

O'Mara had thought of carrying his idea a step further and spraying the ar around the patient with
food compound. On Hudlar the natives food was comprised of tiny organisms floating in ther
super-thick atmosphere, but then again the handbook expressy stated that food particles must be kept
away from the affected areas of tegument, so that the extra gravity and pressure should be enough...

"Neverthdess" the Monitor was saying, "if a dmilar accident had happened on one of your previous
jobs, your story would have been believed. Even if it had been your fault they would have rdlied around
to defend you from outsiders like mysdf.

"What caused you to change from afriendly, likeable type of persondity to this...”

"l was bored,” said O'Mara shortly.

There had been no sound from the infant yet, but he had seen the characteristic movements of the
FROB's appendages which foretold of an outburst shortly to come. And it came. For the next ten
minutes speech was, of course, impossible,

O'Mara heaved himsdf onto his Sde and rolled back onto his now raw and bleeding elbows. He
knew what was wrong; the infant had missed its usud after-feed nurang. O'Mara humped his way dowly
across to the two counterweight ropes of the gadget he had devised for petting the infant and prepared to
remedy this omisson. But the ends of the ropes hung four feet above the floor.



Lying propped by one elbow and draining to raise the dead weight of his other am, O'Mara thought
that the rope could just as eadlly have been four miles away. Sweat poured off his face and body with the
intendty of the effort and dowly, trembling and wobbling so much that his gauntleted hand went past it
fird time, he reached up and grabbed hold. Sill gripping it tightly he lowered himsdf gently back bringing
the rope with him.

The gadget operated on a sysem of counterweights, so that there was no extra pull needed on the
contralling ropes. A heavy weight dropped neatly onto the infant's back, administering a reassuring pat.
O'Mara rested for afew minutes, then struggled up to repesat the process with the other rope, the pull on
which would aso wind up the first weight ready for use again.

After about the eighth pat he found that he couldn't see the end of the rope he was reaching for,
though he managed to find it dl the same. His head was being kept too high above the levd of the rest of
his body for too long a time and he was congantly on the point of blacking out. The diminished flow of
blood to his brain was having other effects, too...

"...There, there” O'Mara heard himsdf saying in a ddfinitdy maudin voice. "Youre dl right now,
pappy will take care of you. There now, shush..."

The funny thing about it was that he redly did fed a responghility and a sort of angry concern for the
infant. He had saved it once only to let this happen! Maybe the three Gs which jammed him againg the
floor, making every breath a day's work and the smdlest movement an operation which cdled for dl the
reserves of strength he possessed, was bringing back the memory of another kind of pressure—the dow,
inexorable movement together of two large, inanimate and uncaring masses of metd.

The accident.

Asfitter-in-charge of that particular shift O'Mara had just switched on the warning lights when he had
seen the two adult Hudlarians chasing after their offspring on one of the faces being joined. He had called
them through his trandator, urging them to get to safety and leave him to chase the youngster
clear—being much smdler than its parents the dowly dosing faces would take longer to reach it, and
during those extra few minutes O'Mara would have been adle to herd it out of danger. But ether thar
trandators were switched off or they were reluctant to trust the safety of their child to a diminutive human
being. Whatever the reason, they remained between the faces urtil it was too late. O'Mara had to watch
heplesdy as they were trapped and crushed by the joining Structures.

The sght of the young one, dill unharmed because of its smdler girth, floundering about between the
bodies of its late parents sent O'Mara into belated action. He was able to chase it out of danger before
the sections came close enough to trap it, and had just bardly made it hmsdf. For a few heart-stopping
seconds back there O'Mara had thought he would have to leave aleg behind.

This was no place for kids anyway, he told himsdf angrily as he looked a the quivering, twitching
body with the patches of vivid, scabrous blue. People shouldn't be alowed to bring kids out here, even
tough people like the Hudlarians.

But Maor Craythorne was spesking again.

"...Judging by what | hear going on over there" said the Monitor acidly, "you're taking very good care
of your charge. Keeping the youngster happy and hedthy will definitdy be a point in your favour..."

Happy and hedthy, thought O'Mara as he reached toward the rope yet again. Hedlthy...

"But there are other congderations” the quiet voice went on. "Were you guilty of negligence in not
awitching on the warning lights until after the accident occurred, which is what you are dleged to have
done? And your previous record notwithstanding, here you have been a surly, quarredlsome bully and
your behaviour toward Waring especidly...”

The Monitor broke off, looked faintly disgpproving, then went on, "A few minutes ago you sad that
you did al these things because you were bored. Explain that.”

"Wat a minute, Mgor," Caxton broke in, his face appearing suddenly behind Craythorne's on the
screen. "He's gdling for some reason, I'm sure of it. All those interruptions, this gasping voice he's usng
and this shush-a-bye-baby quff is just an act to show what a greet little nursemaid he is. | think Il go
over and bring im back here to answer you face to face—"

"That won't be necessary,” said O'Mara quickly. "I'l answer any questions you want, right now.



He had a horrible picture of Caxton's reection if the other saw the infant in its present state; the Sght
of it made O'Mara fed queasy and he was used to it now. Caxton wouldn't stop to think, or wait for
explanations, or ask himsdf if it was far to place an et in charge of a human who was completdy
ignorant of its physiology or weaknesses. He would just react. Vidlently.

And as for the Monitor...

O'Mara thought that he might get out of the accident part, but if the kid died as well he hadn't a hope.
Theinfant had had a mild though uncommon disease which should have responded to trestment days
ago, and ingtead had become progressively worse, so it would die anyway if O'Mards last desperate try
a reproducing its home planet's conditions did not come off. What he needed now was time. According
to the book, about four to Sx hours of it.

Suddenly the futility of it dl hit him. The infant's condition had not improved—it heaved and twitched
and generdly looked to be the most desperately ill and pitiable creature that had ever been born. O'Mara
swore hdplesdy. What he was trying to do now should have been tried days ago, his baby was as good
as dead, and continuing this trestment for another five or 9x hours would probably kill or cripple him for
life And it would serve him right!

VI

The infant's appendages curled in the way O'Mara knew meant that it was going to cry again, and
gimly he began pushing himsdf onto his elbows for another patting sesson. That was the very least he
could do. And even though he was convinced that going on was usdess, the kid had to be given the
chance. O'Mara had to have time to finish the treetment without interruptions, and to insure that he would
have to answer this Monitor's questions in afull and satisfactory manner. If the kid started crying again he
wouldn't be able to do that.

For your kind cooperation,” the Mgor was saying dryly. "Hrg off, | want an explanation for your
sudden change of persondity.”

"l was bored,” said O'Mara. "Hadn't enough to do. Maybe I'd become a bit of a sorehead, too. But
the main reason for setting out to be a lousy character was tha there was a job | could do here which
could not be done by a nice guy. I've studied a lot and think of mysdf as a pretty good rule-of-thumb
psychologigt..."

Suddenly came disaster. O'Mara's supporting e bow dipped as he was reaching for the counterweight
rope and he crashed back to the floor from a distance of two-and-a-half feet. At three Gs this was
equivdent to afdl of seven feet. Luckily he wasin a heavy duty suit with a padded hdmet so he did not
lose consciousness. But he did cry out, and inginctively held onto the rope as he fdll.

That was his mistake.

One weight dropped, the other swung up too far. It hit the celing with a crash and loosened the
bracket which supported the light metd girder which carried it. The whole structure began to sag, and
dip, then was suddenly yanked floorward by four Gs onto the infant below. In his dazed state O'Mara
could not guess a the amount of force expended on the infant—whether it was a harder than usud pat,
the equivaent of a sharp smack on the bottom, or something very much more serious. The baby was
very quiet afterward, which worried him.

"For the third time" shouted the Monitor, "whet the blazes is going on in there?

O'Mara muttered something which was unintdligible even to himsdf. Then Caxton joined in.

"Theré's something fisy going on, and | bet it involves the kid! I'm going over to see—"

"No wait!" said O'Mara desperately. "Give me Sx hours..."

"Il see you," said Caxton, "in ten minutes”

"Caxton!" O'Mara shouted, "if you come through my airlock youll kill me! Il have the inner sed
jammed open and if you open the outer one youll evacuate the place. Then the Mgor will lose his
prisoner.”

There was a sudden slence, then:

"What," asked the Monitor quietly, "do you want the Sx hours for?"

O'Maratried to shake his head to clear it, but now that it weighed three times heavier than normd he



only hurt his neck. What did he want sx hours for? Looking around him he began to wonder, because
both the food sprayer and its connecting water tank had been wrecked by the fdl of tackle from the
caling. He could nether feed, wash, nor scarcely see his patient for fdlen wreckage, so dl he could do
for 9x hours was watch and wait for a miracle.

"I'm going over," said Caxton doggedly.

"You're nat," said the Mgor, dill polite but with a no-nonsense tone. "l want to get to the bottom of
this. Youll wait outside until I've spoken with O'Mara done. Now O'Mara, what... is... hgppening?'

Hat on his back agan O'Mara fought to gain enough bregth to carry on an extended conversation. He
hed decided that the best thing to do would be to tdl the Monitor the exact truth, and then apped to him
to back O'Mara up in the only way possible which might save the infant—by leaving him done for ax
hours. But O'Mara was feding very low as he talked, and his vison was so poor that he couldnt tel
sometimes whether his eydids were open or shut. He did see someone hand the Mgor a note, but
Craythorne didn't read it until O'Mara had finished speaking.

"You are in amess" Craythorne sad findly. He briefly looked sympathetic, then his tone hardened
agan. "And ordinarily 1 should be forced to do as you suggest and give you that Sx hours. After dl, you
have the book and so you know more than we do. But the Stugtion has changed in the lagt few minutes
I've just had word tha two Hudlarians have arrived, one of them a doctor. You had better step down,
O'Mara. You tried, but now let some skilled help sdvage what they can from the Stuation. For the kid's
sake" he added.

It was three hours later. Caxton, Waring and O'Mara were facing the Mgor across the Monitor's
desk. Craythorne had just comein.

He said briskly, "I'm going to be busy for the next few days so well get this business settled quickly.
Firg, the accident. O'Mara, your case depends entirdy on Waring's corroboration for your story. Now
there seems to be some pretty devious thinking here on your part. I've dready heard Waring's evidence,
but to satisfy my own curiogity 1'd like to know what you think he said?”

"He backed up my story,” said O'Mara wesarily. "He had no choice.”

He looked down a his hands, 4ill thinking about the desperate sick infant he had Ieft in his quarters.
He told himsdf again that he wasn't responsible for what had happened, but deep indde he fdt that if he
hed shown more flexibility of mind and had started the pressure trestment sooner the kid would have
been dl right now. But the result of the accident enquiry didn't seem to matter now, one way or the other,
and nather did the Waring business.

"Why do you think he had no choice?' prodded the Monitor sharply.

Caxton had his mouth open, looking confused. Waring would not meet O'Mara's eyes and he was
beginning to blush.

"When | came here)” O'Mara said dully, "l was looking out for a secondary job to fill my spare time,
and hounding Waring was it. He is the reason for my being an obnoxious type, that was the only way |
could go to work on him. But to understand that you have to go a hit further back. Because of tha
power pile accident,” O'Mara went on, "dl the men of his section were very much in Waring's
debt—you've probably heard the details by now. Waring himsdf was a mess. Physcaly he was below
par—had to get shots to keep his blood-count up, was just about strong enough to work his control
console, and was farly walowing in sdf-pity. Psychologicdly he was a wreck. Despite dl Pdling's
assurances tha the shots would only be necessary for a few more months he was convinced tha he had
pernicious anemia. He aso believed that he had been made derile, again despite everything the doctor
told him, and this conviction made him act and tak in a way which would give any normd man the
creeps—because that sort of thing is pathologicd and there wasn't anything like that wrong with him.
When | saw how things were | started to ridicule him every chance | got. | hounded him unmercifully. So
theway | see it he had no other choice but to support my story. Smple gratitude demanded it."

"l begin to see thelight,” said the Mgor. "Go on."

"The men around him were very much in his debt,” O'Mara continued. "But instead of puitting the
brakes on, or giving him a good taking to, they smothered him with sympathy. They let him win dl fights,
card games or whatever, and generdly treated him like a little tin god. | did none of these things



Whenever he ligped or stuttered or was awkward about anything,” O'Mara went on, "whether it was due
to one of his mentd and sdf-inflicted disabilities or a physicd one which he honestly couldn't help, |
jumped on him hard with both feet. Maybe | was too hard sometimes, but remember that | was one man
trying to undo the harm that was being done by fifty. Naturaly he hated my guts, but he dways knew
exactly where he was with me. And | never pulled punches. On the very few occasons when he was
able to get the better of me, he knew that he had won despite everything | could do to stop him—unlike
hisfriends who let him beat them at everything and in so doing made his winning meaningless. That was
exactly what he needed for what aled him, somebody to treat him as an equa and made no alowances
a dl. So when this trouble came” O'Mara ended, "l was pretty sure he would begin to see what I'd
been doing for him—conscioudy as wdl as subconscioudy—and that Smple gratitude plus the fact that
bascdly heis a decent type would keep him from withholding the evidence which would clear me. Was |
right?'

"You were" sad the Mgjor. He paused to quel Caxton who had jumped to his fet, protesting, then
continued, "Which brings us to the FROB infant.

"Apparently your baby caught one of the mild but rare diseases which can only be treated successfully
on the home planet,” Craythorne went on. He smiled suddenly. "At least, that was what they thought until
afew hours ago. Now our Hudlarian friends state that the proper treatment has aready been initiated by
you and that dl they have to do is wait for a couple of days and the infant will be as good as new. But
they're very annoyed with you, OMara," the Monitor continued. "They say that you've rigged specid
equipment for petting and soothing the kid and that you've done this much more often than is desirable.
The baby has been overfed and spoiled shamdesdy, they say, so much so that a the moment it prefers
humean beings to members of its own species—"

Suddenly Caxton banged the desk. "You're not going to let him get away with this" he shouted,
red-faced. "Waring doesn't know what he's saying sometimes. .."

"Mr. Caxton,” said the Monitor sharply, "All the evidence available proves tha Mr. O'Mara is
blamdess, both at the time of the accident and while he was looking after the infant later. However, | an
not quite finished with him here, so perhaps you two would be good enough to leave..."

Caxton stormed out, followed more dowly by Waring. At the door the tractor-beam man paused,
addressed one printable and three unprintable words to O'Mara, grinned suddenly and Ieft. The Mgor
sghed.

"OMarg" he sad gernly, "youre out of a job again, and while | don't as a rule give unasked for
advice | would like to remind you of afew facts. In afew weeks time the saff and maintenance engineers
for this hospitd will be ariving and they will be comprised of practicaly every known species in the
gdaxy. My job is to sttle them in and keep friction from developing between them so that eventudly
they will work together as a team. No text-book rules have been written to cover this sort of thing yet,
but before they sent me here my superiors said that it would require a good rule-of-thumb psychologist
with plenty of common sense who was not afraid to take caculated risks. | think it goes without saying
that two such psychologists would be even better..."

O'Mara was ligening to him dl right, but he was thinking of that grin hed got from Waring. Both the
infant and Waring were going to be dl right now, he knew, and in his present happy state of mind he
could refuse nothing to anybody. But gpparently the Mgor had mistaken his abstraction for something
dse

"...Dammit I'm offering you ajob! You fit here, can't you see that? This is a hospita, man, and you've
cured our fird patient..."

CHAPTER 2- SECTOR GENERAL

Like a sorawling, misshgpen Chrismas tree the lights of Sector Twelve Generd Hogpital blazed
agang the midy backdrop of the stars. From its view-ports shone lights that were ydlow and red-orange
and soft, liquid green, and others which were a searing actinic blue. There was darkness in places dso.
Behind these areas of opague meta plating lay sections wherein the lighting was o vicioudy incandescent
that the eyes of gpproaching ships pilots had to be protected from it, or compartments which were so



dark and cold that not even the light which filtered in from the stars could be dlowed to penetrate to their
inhabitants.

To the occupants of the Tdfi ship which did out of hyper-space to hang some twenty miles from this
mighty structure, the garish display of visud radiation was too dim to be detected without the use of
indruments. The Tdfi were energy-eaters. Ther ship's hul shone with a crawling blue glow of
radioactivity and its interior was awash with a high levd of hard radiation which was aso in dl respects
normd. Only in the stern section of the tiny ship were the conditions not norma. Here the active core of a
power pile lay scattered in smdl, sub criticd and unshidded masses throughout the ship's Planetary
Engines room, and here it was too hot even for the Tdfi.

The group-mind entity that was the Tdfi gpaceship Captain—and Crew—energized its short-range
communicator and spoke in the staccato dicking and buzzing language used to converse with those
benighted beings who were unable to merge into a Tdfi gedtalt.

"This is a Tdfi hundred-unit gestdt,” it sad dowly and didinctly. "We have casudties and require
assigtance. Our Classfication to one group isVTXM, repeat VTXM..."

"Dealls, please, and degree of urgency,” said a voice briskly as the Tdfi was about to repeat the
message. It was trandated into the same language used by the Captain. The Tdfi gave details quickly,
then waited. Around it and through it lay the hundred specidized units that were both its mind and
multiple body. Some of the units were blind, deaf and perhaps even dead cdls that recelved or recorded
no sensory impressions whatever, but there were others who radiated waves of such sheer, excruciating
agony that the group-mind writhed and twisted slently in sympathy. Would that voice never reply, they
wondered, and if it did, would it be able to help them...?

"You mugt not approach the Hospita nearer than a distance of five miles” said the voice suddenly.
"Otherwise there will be danger to unshidded traffic in the vidnity, or to beings within the establishment
with low radiation tolerance.”

"We understand,” said the Tdfi.

"Vay wdl," sad the voice. "You mugt dso redize that your race is too hot for us to handle directly.
Remote controlled mechanisms are dready on the way to you, and it would ease the problem of
evacudtion if you arranged to have your casudties brought as closdy as possible to the ship's largest
entry port. If this cannot be done, do not worry—we have mechanisms capable of entering your vessdl
and removing them.”

The voice ended by saying that while they hoped to be able to hdp the patients, any sort of accurate
prognoss was impossible at the present time.

The Tdfi gestdt thought that soon the agony that tortured its mind and wide-flung multiple body would
be gone, but so dso would nearly one quarter of that body...

With that feding of happiness possible only with eight hours deep behind, a comfortable breskfast
within and an interesting job in front of one, Conway stepped out briskly for his wards. They were not
redly his wards, of course—if anything went serioudy wrong in one of them the most he would be
expected to do would be to scream for help. But congdering the fact that he had been here only two
months he did not mind that, or knowing that it would be a long time before he could be trusted to dedl
with cases requiring other than mechanicd methods of trestment.

Complete knowledge of any dien physiology could be obtained within minutes by Educator tape, but
the skill to use that knowledge—especidly in surgery—came only with time. Conway was looking
forward with conscious pride to spending his life acquiring thet skill.

At an intersection Conway saw an FGLJ he knew—a Trdthan intern who was humping his
eephantine body dong on 9x gpongy feet. The stubby legs seemed even more rubbery than usud and the
litte OTSB who lived in symbioss with it was practicaly comatose. Conway said brightly, "Good
morning,” and received a trandated—and therefore necessarily emotionless—reply of "Drop dead.”
Conway grinned.

There had been consderable activity in and about Reception last evening. Conway had not been
cdled, but it looked as though the Trathan had missed both his recreation and rest periods.

A few yards beyond the Trathan he met another who was waking dowly aongsde a smdl DBDG



like himsdf. Not entirdy like himsdf, though—DBDG was the one-group classfication which gave the
grosser physcd attributes, the number of arms, heads, legs, etc., and thair placement. The fact that the
being had sevenfingered hands, stood only four feet tdl and looked like a very cuddly teddy
bear—Conway had forgotten the being's system of origin, but remembered being told that it came from a
world which had suffered a sudden bout of glaciation which had caused its highest lifeform to develop
intdligence and a thick red fur coat—would not have shown up unless the Classfication were taken to
two or three groups. The DBDG had his hands clasped behind his back and was garing with vacant
intendty at the floor. His hulking companion showed dmilar concentration, but favoured the caling
because of the different pogtion of his visud organs. Both wore their professond inggnia on golden
armbands, which meant that they were lordly Diagnogticians, no less. Conway refrained from saying
good morning to them as he passed, or from making undue noise with his feet.

Possbly they were deeply immersed in some medicd problem, Conway thought, or equdly likely,
they had just had a tiff and were pointedly ignoring each other's existence. Diagnogticians were peculiar
people. It wasn't that they were insane to begin with, but their job forced aform of insanity onto them.

At each corridor intersection annunciators had been pouring out an dien gabble which he had only half
heard in passing, but when it switched suddenly to Terran English and Conway heard his own name being
cdled, surprise hdted him dead in his tracks.

"...to Admittance Lock Twelve a once" the voice was repegting monotonoudy. "Classficaion
VTXM-23. Dr. Conway, please go to Admittance Lock Twelve & once. A VTXM-23..."

Conway's firg thought was that they could not possbly mean him. This looked as if he was being
asked to ded with a case—a big one, too, because the "23" after the classfication code referred to the
number of patients to be treated. And that Classfication, VTXM, was completely new to him. Conway
knew what the letters stood for, of course, but he had never thought that they could exig in tha
combingtion. The nearest he could make of them was some form of telepathic species—the V prefixing
the dassficatiion showed this as their most important attribute, and that mere physica equipment was
secondary—who existed by the direct converson of radiant energy, and usudly as a dosdy cooperative
group or gedtat. While he was 4ill wondering if he was ready to cope with a case like this, his feet had
turned and were taking him toward Lock Twelve.

His patients were waiting for im at the lock, in asmal metd box heaped around with lead bricks and
dready loaded onto a power dretcher carrier. The orderly told him briefly that the beings cdled
themsaves the Tdfi, that prdiminary diagnods indicated the use of the Radiation Theatre, which was
being readied for him, and that owing to the portability of his patients he could save time by cdling with
them to the Educator room and leaving them outside while he took his Tdfi physiology tape.

Conway nodded thanks, hopped onto the carrier and set it moving, trying to give the impresson that
he did this sort of thing every day.

In Conway's pleasurable but busy life with the high unusud establishment that was Sector Generd
there was only one sour note, and he met it again when he entered the Educator room: there was a
Monitor in charge. Conway didiked Monitors. The presence of one affected him rather like the close
proximity of a carrier of a contagious disease. And while Conway was proud of the fact that as a sane,
avilized and ethica being he could never bring himsdf actudly to hate anybody or anything, he didiked
Monitors intensdy. He knew, of course, that there were people who went off the beam sometimes, and
that there had to be somebody who could take the action necessary to preserve the peace. But with his
abhorrence of violencein any form, Conway could not like the men who took that action.

And what were Monitors doing in a hospita anyway?

Thefigurein neat, dark green coverdls seated before the Educator control console turned quickly at
his entrance and Conway got another shock. As wel as a Mgor's indgnia on his shoulder, the Monitor
wore the Staff and Serpents emblem of a Doctor!

"My name is OMara" sad the Mgor in a pleasant voice. "I'm the Chief Psychologist of this
madhouse. You, | take it, are Dr. Conway." He amiled.

Conway made himsdf amilein return, knowing that it looked forced, and that the other knew it aso.

"You want the Tdfi tape" O'Mara sad, a trifle less warmly. "Wel, Doctor, you've picked a red



weirdie this time. Be sure you get it erased as soon as possble after the job is done—beieve me, this
it one youll want to keep. Thumb-print this and gt over there”

While the Educator head-band and electrodes were being fitted, Conway tried to keep his face
neutrd, and keep from flinching away from the Magjor's hard, capable hands. O'Mara’s hair was a dulll,
metdlic grey in colour, cut short, and his eyes dso had the piercing qudities of metd. Those eyes had
observed his reactions, Conway knew, and now an equdly sharp mind was forming conclusons
regarding them.

"W, that's it," said O'Mara when findly it was dl over. "But before you go, Doctor, | think you and
| should have alittle chat; a re-orientation talk, let's cdl it. Not now, though, you've got a case—but very
soon.

Conway fdt the eyes boring into his back as he |eft.

He should have been trying to make his mind a blank as he had been told to do, so the knowledge
newly impressed there could bed down comfortably, but dl Conway could think about was the fact that
a Monitor was a high member of the hospital's permanent staff-and a doctor, to boot. How could the
two professions mix? Conway thought of the armband he wore which bore the Trdthan Black and Red
Circle, the Haming Sun of the chlorine-breathing Illensa and intertwining Serpents and Staff of Earth—all
the honoured symbols of Medicine of the three chief races of the Galactic Union. And here was this Dr.
O'Mara whose collar said he was a heder and whose shoulder tabs said he was something e se entirely.

One thing was now sure: Conway would never fed redly content here again until he discovered why
the Chief Psychologigt of the hospita was a Monitor.

Thiswas Conway's fird experience of an dien physology tape, and he noted with interest the menta
double vison which had increasingly begun to affect his mind-a sure Sgn that the tape had "taken." By the
time he had reached the Radiaion Thesatre, he fdt himsdf to be two people-an Eath-human cdled
Conway and the great, five-hundred unit Tdfi gestalt which had been formed to prepare a mentd record
of dl that was known regarding the physiology of thet race. That was the only disadvantage-if it was a
disadvantage-of the Educator Tape system. Not only was knowledge impressed on the mind undergoing
"tution,” the persondities of the entities who had possessed that knowledge was transferred as well.
Smdl wonder then that the Diagnodticians, who held in their mind sometimes as many as ten different
tapes, were alittle bit queer.

A Diagnodtician had the most important job in the hospital, Conway thought, as he donned radiation
amour and readied his patients for the prdiminary examination. He had sometimes thought in his more
sdf-confident moments of becoming one himsdf. Thar chief purpose was to perform origind work in
xenological medicine and surgery, usng ther tape-stuffed brains as a jumping-off ground, and to rdly
round, when a case arrived for which there was no physiology tape available, to diagnose and prescribe
trestment.

Not for them were the smple, mundane injuries and diseases. For a Diagnogtician to look at a patient
that patient had to be unique, hopdess and a least three-quarters dead. When one did take charge of a
case though, the patient was as good as cured-they achieved miracles with monotonous regularity.

With the lower orders of doctor there was dways the temptation, Conway knew, to keep the
contents of a tape rather than have it erased, in the hope of making some origind discovery that would
bring them fame. In practica, level-headed men like himsdf, however, it remained judt that, a temptation.

Conway did not see histiny patients even though he examined them individualy. He couldn't unless he
went to a lot of unnecessary trouble with shidding and mirrors to do so. But he knew what they were
like, both ingde and out, because the tape had practicaly made him one of them. That knowledge, taken
together with the results of his examinations and the case history supplied him, told Conway everything he
wanted to know to begin treatment.

His patients had been part of a Tdfi gestat engaged in operating an interstdlar cruiser when there had
been an accident in one of the power piles. The amdl, beetle-like and-individudly-very stupid beings
were radiation eaters, but that flare-up had been too much even for them. Ther trouble could be classed



as an extremdy severe case of over-eating coupled with prolonged over-gimulation of their sensory
equipment, especidly of the pain centres. If he Imply kept them in a shidded container and starved them
of radiation-a course of treatment impossible on their highly radioactive ship-about seventy percent of
them could be expected to cure themselvesin a few hours. They would be the lucky ones, and Conway
could even tdl which of them came into that category. Those remaining would be a tragedy because if
they did not suffer actua physica death ther fate would be very much worse: they would lose the ahility
to join minds, and that in a Tdfi was tantamount to being a hopeless cripple.

Only someone who shared the mind, persondity and indtincts of a Tdfi, could appreciate the tragedy
it was.

It was a gresat pity, especidly as the case higtory showed that it was these individuas who had forced
themsalves to adapt and reman operative during that sudden flare of radiation for the few seconds
necessary to scatter the pile and so save their ship from complete destruction. Now their metabolism had
found a precarious baance based on three times the Tdfi normd energy intake. If this intake of energy
was interrupted for any lengthy period of time, say afew more hours, the communications centres of their
brains would suffer. They would be left like so many dismembered hands and feet, with just enough
intdligence to know that they had been cut off. On the other hand, if their upped energy-intake was
continued they would literaly burn themselves out within a week.

But there was aline of treatment indicated for these unfortunates, the only one, in fact. As Conway
prepared his servos for the work ahead he fdt that it was a highly unsatisfactory line-a matter of
caculated risks, of cold, medicd datistics which nothing he could do would influence. He fdt himsdf to
be little more than a mechanic.

Working quickly, he ascertained that Sixteen of his patients were suffering from the Tdfi equivaent of
acute indigestion. These he separated into shielded, absorbent bottles so that re-radiation from ther ill
"hat" bodies would not dow the "sarving" process. The bottles he placed in a smdl pile furnace st to
radiate at Tdfi norma, with a detector in each which would cause the shidding to fdl awvay from them as
soon as thelr excess radioactivity had gone. The remaining seven would require specid treatment. He had
placed them in another pile, and was stting the controls to Smulate as closdy as possible the conditions
which had obtained during the accident in their ship, when the nearby communicator beeped at him.
Conway finished what he was doing, checked it, then said "Yes?'

"Thisis Enquiries, Dr. Conway. We've had a sgnd from the Tdfi ship asking about their casudties.
Have you any news for them yet?'

Conway knew that his news was not too bad, congdering, but he wished intensdly that it could be
better. The bresking up or modification of a Tdfi gestat once formed could only be likened to a death
trauma to the entities concerned, and with the empathy which came as a result of absorbing ther
physology tape Conway fdt for them. He said carefully, "Sixteen of them will be good as new in roughly
four hours time. The other seven will be fifty percent fatdities, I'm afraid, but we won't know which for
another few days. | have them baking in a pile a over double their normd radiation requirements, and
thiswill gradudly be reduced to normd. Haf of them should live through it. Do you understand?

"Got you." After afew minutes the voice returned. It said, "The Tdfi say that is very good, and thank
you. Out."

He should have been pleased at deding successfully with his firgt case, but Conway somehow fdt let
down. Now that it was over hismind fdt srangely confused. He kept thinking thet fifty percent of seven
was three and a hdf, and what would they do with the odd hdf Tdfi? He hoped that four would pull
through instead of three, and that they would not be mentd cripples. He thought that it must be nice to be
a Tdfi, to soak up radiaion dl the time, and the rich and varied impressons of a corporate body
numbering perhaps hundreds of individuds. It made his body fed somehow cold and aone. It was an
effort to drag himsdf away from the warmth of the Radiation Thestre.

Outside he mounted the carrier and I€ft it back at the admittance lock. The right thing to do now was
to report to the Educator room and have the Tdfi tape erased-he had been ordered to do thet, in fact.
But he did not want to go; the thought of O'Mara made him intensdy uncomfortable, even a little afraid.
Conway knew that al Monitors made him fed uncomfortable, but this was different. It was O'Mara's



attitude, and that little chat he had mentioned. Conway had fdt amdl, asif the Monitor was his superior in
some fashion, and for the life of im Conway could not understand how he could fed smdl before alousy
Monitor!

Theintengty of his fedings shocked him; as a cvilized, wel integrated being he should be incapable of
thinking such thoughts. His emotions had verged upon actud hatred. Frightened of himsdf this time,
Conway brought his mind under a semblance of control. He decided to side-step the question and not
report to the Educator room until after he had done the rounds of his wards. It was a legitimate excuse if
OMara should query the dday, and the Chief Psychologis might leave or be cdled away in the
meantime. Conway hoped so.

Hisfirg cal was on an AUGL from Chaderescol 11, the sole occupant of the ward reserved for that
gpecies. Conway climbed into the appropriate protective garment-a Smple diving suit in this instance-and
went through the lock into the tank of green, tepid water which reproduced the being's living conditions.
He collected the indruments from the locker ingde, then loudy sgnded his presence. If the Chalder was
redly adeep down there and he startled it the results could be serious. One accidentd flick of thet tall and
the ward would contain two petients instead of one.

The Chader was heavily plated and scaled, and dightly resembled a forty-foot-long crocodile except
that indtead of legs there was an gpparently haphazard arrangement of stubby fins and a fringe of
ribbon-like tentacles encirding its middle. It drifted limply near the bottom of the huge tank, the only Ign
of life being the periodic fogging of the water around its gills Conway gave it a perfunctory
examindion-he was way behind time due to the Tdfi job-and asked the usud question. The answer came
through the water in some unimaginable form to Conway's trandator attachment and into his phones as
dow, tondless speech.

"l am grievoudy ll," said the Chalder, "I suffer.”

You lie, thought Conway Slently, in dl 9x rows of your teeth! Dr. Ligter, Sector Generd's Director
and probably the foremost Diagnogtician of the day, had practicaly taken this Chalder apart. His
diagnogs had been hypochondria and the condition incurable. He had further stated that the dgns of
drainin certain sections of the patient's body plating, and its discomfort in those areas, were due Smply
to the big so-and-so's laziness and gluttony. Anybody knew that an exoskeeta life-form could not put on
weight except from ingde! Diagnogticians were not noted for their bedside manners.

The Chalder became redly ill only when it was in danger of being sent home, so the Hospitd had
acquired a permanent patient. But it did not mind. Vidting as wel as Staff medics and psychologists had
gvenit agoing over, and continued to do so; aso dl the interns and nurses of dl the multitudinous races
represented on the hospitd's daff. Regulaly and at short intervas it was probed, pried into and
unmedfuly pounded by trainees of varying degrees of gentleness, and it loved every minute of it. The
hospital was happy with the arrangement and so was the Chader. Nobody mentioned going home to it
anymore,

Conway paused for amoment as he swam to the top of the great tank; he fdt peculiar. His next cdll
was supposed to be on two methane breathing life-forms in the lower temperature ward of his section,
and he fdt grongly loath to go. Despite the warmth of the water and the heet of his exertions while
svimming around his massve patient he fdt cold, and he would have given anything to have a bunch of
sudents come flgoping into the tank just for the company. Usudly Conway did not like company,
epecidly that of trainees, but now he fdt cut-off, done and friendless. The fedings were so strong they
frightened him. A talk with a psychologist was definitely indicated, he thought, though not necessarily with
O'Mara

The congruction of the hospitd in this section resembled a hegp of spaghetti-straight, bent and
indescribably curved pieces of spaghetti. Each corridor containing an Earth-type atmosphere, for
indance, was paralded above, below and on each side-as well as being crossed above and below a
frequent intervas-by others having different and mutudly deadly variations of atmosphere, pressure and
temperature. This was to fadilitate the vigting of any given patient-species by any other species of doctor



in the shortest possible time in case of emergency, because travdling the length of the hospita in a suit
designed to protect a doctor agang his patient's environment on ariva was both uncomfortable and
dow. It had been found more eficient to change into the necessary protective suit outsde the wards
being visted, as Conway had done.

Remembering the geography of this section Conway knew that there was a shortcut he could use to
get to his frigid-blooded patients-along the water filled corridor which led to the Chader operating
theatre, through the lock into the chlorine atmosphere of the lllensan PV SJs and up two levds to the
methane ward. This way would mean his saying in warm water for a little longer, and he was definitdy
feding cold.

A convaescent PV SJ rustled past him on spiny, membranous appendages in the chlorine section and
Conway found himsdf wanting desperately to tak to it, about anything. He had to force himsdf to go on.

The protective suit worn by DBDGs like himsdf while visting the methane ward was in redity a amdl
mohbile tank. It was fitted with heaters ingde to keep its occupant dive and refrigerators outsde so that
the leakage of heat would not immediatey shrive the patients to whom the dightest glow of radiant
heat-or even light-was lethd. Conway had no idea how the scanner he used in the examinations
worked-only those gadget-mad beings with the Engineering armbands knew that-except that it wasn't by
infrared. That also was too hot for them.

As he worked Conway turned the heaters up until the sweet rolled off him and 4ill he fdt cold. He
was suddenly afraid. Suppose he had caught something? When he was outsde in ar again he looked a
the tiny tell-tae that was surgicdly embedded on the inner surface of his forearm. His pulse, respiration
and endocrine baance were normd except for the minor irregularities caused by his worrying, and there
was nathing foreign in his bloodstream. What was wrong with him?

Conway finished his rounds as quickly as possible. He fdt confused again. If his mind was playing
tricks on him he was going to take the necessary steps to rectify the matter. It must be something to do
with the Tdfi tape he had absorbed. O'Mara had said something about it, though he could not remember
exactly what at the moment. But he would go to the Educator room right away, O'Mara or no OMara.

Two Monitors passed him while he was on the way, both armed. Conway knew that he should fed
hisusud hodility toward them, aso shock that they were armed insde a hospitd, and he did, but he adso
wanted to dgp thar backs or even hug them: he desperately wanted to have people around, taking and
exchanging ideas and impressions so that he would not fed so terribly alone. As they drew levd with him
Conway managed to get out a shaky "Hdlo." It was the firgt time he had spoken to a Monitor in hislife

One of the Monitors amiled dightly, the other nodded. Both gave him odd looks over their shoulders
as they passed because his teeth were chattering so much.

His intention of going to the Educator room had been dearly formed, but now it did not seem to be
such a good idea. It was cold and dark there with dl those machines and shaded lighting, and the only
company might be O'Mara. Conway wanted to lose himsdf in a crowd, and the bigger the better. He
thought of the nearby dining hal and turned toward it. Then at an intersection he saw a Sgn reading "Digt
Kitchen, Wards 52 to 68, Species DBDG, DBLF & FGLI." That made him remember how terribly cold
hefdt...

The Dietitians were too busy to notice him. Conway picked an oven which was farly glowing with
heat and lay down againd it, letting the germ-killing ultraviolet which flooded the place bathe him and
ignoring the charred amdl given off by hislight dothing. He ft warmer now, alittle warmer, but the awful
sense of being utterly and completely aone would not leave him. He was cut off, unloved and unwanted.
He wished that he had never been born.

When a Monitor-one of the two he had recently passed whose curiosty had been aroused by
Conway's drange behaviour-wearing a hedily borrowed heat it bdonging to one of the
Cook-Dietitians got to hm a few minutes later, the big, dow tears were running down Conway's
cheeks...

"You," sad awell-remembered voice, "are a very lucky and very stupid young man.
Conway opened his eyes to find that he was on the Erasure couch and that O'Mara and another



Monitor were looking down a him. His back fdt as though it had been cooked medium rare and his
whole body sung asif with a bad dose of sunburn. O'Mara was gaing furioudy a him, he spoke again.

"Lucky not to be serioudy burned and blinded, and stupid because you forgot to inform me on one
very important point, namdly that this was your firg experience with the Educator..."

O'Mards tone became faintly self-accusatory at this point, but only fantly. He went onto say that had
he been thus informed he would have given Conway a hypno-trestment which would have enabled the
doctor to differentiate between his own needs and those of the Tdfi sharing his mind. He only redized
that Conway was a firg-timer when he filed the thumb-printed dip, and dammit how was he to know
who was new and who wasnt in a place this 9ze! And anyway, if Conway had thought more of his job
and less of the fact that a Monitor was giving him the tape, thiswould never have happened.

Conway, O'Mara continued bitingly, appeared to be a sdf-righteous bigot who made no pretense a
hiding hisfedings of defilement at the touch of an unavilized brute of a Monitor. How a person intdligent
enough to gain appointment to this hospital could adso hold those sort of fedings was beyond O'Mara's
understanding.

Conway fdt hisface burning. It had been stupid of him to forget to tdl the psychologist that he was a
firg-timer. O'Mara could easly bring charges of persona negligence againg him-a charge dmogt as
serious as carelessness with a patient in a multi-environment hospital-and have Conway kicked out. But
that posshility did not weigh too heavily with him a the moment, terrible though it was. Wha got him
was the fact that he was being told off by a Monitor, and before another Monitor!

The man who mug have carried him here was gazing down at him, alook of haf-humorous concernin
his steady brown eyes. Conway found that harder to take even than O'Mara's abusiveness. How dare a
Monitor fed sorry for him!

"... And if youre dill wondering what happened,” O'Mara was saying in withering tones, "you
dlowed-through inexperience, | admit- the Tdfi persondity contained in the tape to temporarily
overcome your own. Its need for hard radiation, intense heat and light and above dl the mentd fuson
necessary to a group-mind entity, became your needs- transferred into their nearest human equivaents,
of course. For a while you were experiencing life as a angle Tdfi being, and an individud Tdfi- cut off
from dl menta contact with the others of its group-is an unhappy beagtie indeed.”

O'Mara had cooled somewhat as his explanation proceeded. His voice was dmos impersond as he
went on, "Youre suffering from little more than a bad case of sunburn. Your back will be tender for a
while and later it will itch. Serves you right. Now go away. | don't want to see you again until hour nine
the day after tomorrow. Keep that hour free. That's an order-we have to have alittle talk, remember?"

Outsde in the corridor Conway had a feding of complete deflation coupled with an anger that
threatened to burst out of dl control-an intensdy frustrating combination. In dl his twenty-three years of
life he could not remember being subjected to such extreme menta discomfort. He had been made to fed
like a amdl boy-a bad, maadjusted smdl boy. Conway had dways been a very good, wel-mannered
boy. It hurt.

He had not noticed that his rescuer was gill beside him until the other spoke.

"Don't go worrying yoursdf about the Mgor,” the Monitor said sympatheticaly. "He's redly a nice
mean, and when you see him again youll find out for yoursdf. At the moment he's tired and a bit touchy.
You see, there are three companies just arrived and more coming. But they won't be much use to usin
their present state-they're in a bad way with combat fatigue, most of 'em. Mgor O'Mara and his saff
have to give them some psychologica first aid before-"

"Combat fatigue" said Conway in the most insulting tone of which he was capable. He was heatily
sck of people he consdered hisintdlectud and mord inferiors either ranting at him or sympathizing with
him. "'l suppose,”" he added, "that means they've grown tired of killing people?*

He saw the Monitor's young-old face diffen and something that was both hurt and anger burn in his
eyes. He stopped. He opened his mouth for an O'Mara-type blast of invective, then thought better of it.
He sad quidly, "For someone who has been here for two months you have, to put it mildly, a very
unredidic atitude toward the Monitor Corps. | can't understand that. Have you been too busy to tak to



people or something?'
"No," replied Conway coldly, "but where | come from we do not discuss persons of your type, we

prefer pleasanter topics.”

"l hope," said the Monitor, "that dl your friends-if you have friends, that is-indulge in backdapping.”
He turned and marched off.

Conway winced in spite of himsdf at the thought of anything heavier than a festher hitting his scorched
and tender back. But he was thinking of the other's earlier words, too. So his atitude toward Monitors
was unredigtic? Did they want him, then, to condone violence and murder and befriend those who were
responsible for it? And he had dso mentioned the arriva of several companies of Monitors. Why? What
for? Anxiety began to eat a the edges of his hitherto solid block of self-confidence. There was something
here that he was missng, something important.

When he had fird arrived a Sector Generd the being who had given Conway his origind ingructions
and assgnments had added alittle pep talk. It had said that Dr. Conway had passed a grest many tests
to come here and that they welcomed him and hoped he would be happy enough in hiswork to stay. The
period of trid was now over, and henceforth nobody would be trying to catch him out, but if for any
reason-friction with his own or any other species, or the appearance of some xenological psychosis-he
became so distressed that he could no longer stay, then with great reluctance he would be alowed to
leave.

He had aso been advised to meat as many different entities as possble and try to gan mutud
undergtanding, if not ther friendship. Findly he had been told that if he should get into trouble through
ignorance or any other reason, he should contact ather of two Earth-human beings who were cdled
O'Mara and Bryson, depending on the nature of his trouble, though a qudified being of any species
would, of course, hdp him on request.

Immediately afterward he had met the Surgeon-in-Charge of the wards to which he had been posted,
avery able Earth-human called Mannon. Dr. Mannon was not yet a Diagnogtician, though he was trying
hard, and was therefore dill quite human for long periods during the day. He was the proud possessor of
asmdl dog which stuck so close to him that vidting extra-terrestrials were indined to assume a symbolic
relationship. Conway liked Dr. Mannon a lot, but now he was beginning to redize that his superior was
the only being of his own species toward whom he had any feding of friendship.

That was a bit srange, surdly. It made Conway begin to wonder about himsdlf.

After that reassuring pep-talk Conway had thought he was dl set- especidly when he found how easy
it was to make friends with the e-t members of the Staff. He had not warmed to his human colleagues-
with the one exception-because of ther tendency to be flippant or cynicd regarding the very important
and worthwhile work he, and they, were doing. But the idea of friction developing was laughable.

That was before today, though, when O'Mara had made him fed smdl and stupid, accused him of
bigotry and intolerance, and generdly cut his ego to pieces. This, quite definitdy, was friction developing,
and if such trestment at the hands of Monitors continued Conway knew that he would be driven to leave.
He was aavilized and ethica human being-why were the Monitors in a pogtion to tdl him off? Conway
just could not understand it at dl. Two things he did know, however; he wanted to remain at the hospitd,
and to do that he needed help.

v

The name "Bryson” popped into his mind suddenly, one of the names he had been given should he get
into trouble. O'Mara, the other name, was out, but this Bryson now...

Conway had never met anyone with that name, but by asking a passng Trdthan he received
directions for finding him. He got only as far as the door, which bore the legend, "Captain Bryson,
Monitor Corps, Chaplain," then he turned angrily away. Another Monitor! There was just one person left
who might help him: Dr. Mannon. He should have tried him fird.

But his superior, when Conway ran him down, was sedled in the LSVO theatre where he was
asssing a Trdthan Surgeon-Diagnogtician in a very tricky piece of work. He went up to the observation
gdlery to wait until Mannon had finished.



The LSV O came from a planet of dense atmosphere and negligible gravity. It was a winged lifeform
of extreme fragility, which necessitated the theatre being at dmost zero gravity and the surgeons strapped
to their postion around the table. The litle OTSB who lived in symbiosis with the eephantine Trathen
was not strapped down, but held securdly above the operative fidd by one of its host's secondary
tentaclesthe OTSB life-form, Conway knew, could not lose physical contact with its host for more then
a few minutes without suffering severe mentd damage. Interested despite his own troubles, he began to
concentrate on what they were doing.

A section of the patient's digedtive tract had been bared, reveding a spongy, bluish growth adhering to
it. Without the LSV O physology tape Conway could not tel whether the patient's condition was serious
or not, but the operation was certanly a technicdly difficult one. He could tdl by the way Mannon
hunched forward over it and by the tightly-coiled tentacles of the Trathan not then in use. As was normd,
the litle OTSB with its cluster of wirethin, eye- and sucker-tipped tentacles was doing the fine,
exploratory work-sending infinitdy detailed visud informetion of the fidd to its giant host, and recelving
back indructions based on that data. The Trathan and Dr. Mannon attended to the rdatively crude work
of damping, tying-off and swabbing out. Dr. Mannon had little to do but watch as the super-sengtive
tentacles of the Trdthan's parasite were guided in their work by the host, but Conway knew that the
other was proud of the chance to do even that. The Trathan combination were the greatest surgeons the
Gdaxy had ever known. All surgeons would have been Trdthans had not their bulk and operating
procedure made it impossible to treet certain forms of life

Conway was waiting when they came out of the theatre. One of the Trdthan's tentacles flicked out
and tapped Dr. Mannon sharply on the head-a gesture which was a high compliment-and immediatdy a
gmdl bundle of fur and teeth streaked from behind a locker toward the great being who was apparently
atacking its master. Conway had seen this game played out many times and it dill seemed wildy
ludicrous to him. As Mannon's dog barked furioudy a the creature towering above both itsdf and its
master, chdlenging it to adud to the deeth, the Trdthan shrank back in mock terror and cried, "Save me
from this fearsome beast!" The dog, ill barking furioudy, circled it, snapping & the lesthery tegument
protecting the Trathan's sx, blocky legs. The Trathan retreated precipitoudy, the while caling loudly for
ad and being very careful that its tiny attacker was not splattered under one of its eephantine feet. And
90 the sounds of battle receded down the corridor.

When the noise had diminished aufficently for him to be heard, Conway said, "Doctor, | wonder if
you could help me. | need advice, or a least information. But it's a rather delicate matter.

Conway saw Dr. Mannon's eyebrows go up and a amile quirk the corners of his mouth. He said, "I'd
be glad to help you, of course, but I'm afraid any advice | could give you at the moment would be pretty
poor duff." He made a disgusted face and flapped his arms up and down. "I've dill got an LSV O tape
working on me. You know how it ishdf of me thinks I'm a bird and the other hdf is a little confused
about it. But what sort of advice do you need?' he went on, his head perking to one dde in an oddly
bird-like manner. "If it's that peculiar form of madness cdled young love, or any other psychologicd
disturbance, 1'd suggest you see O'Mara."

Conway shook his head quickly; anybody but O'Mara. He said, "No. It's more of a philosophica
nature, a matter of ethics, maybe..."

"Isthat dl'" Mannon burst out. He was about to say something more when his face took on a fixed,
ligening expression. With a sudden jerk of his thumb he indicated a nearby wal annunciator. He said
quietly, "The solution to your weighty problems will have to wait-you're wanted.”

"...Dr. Conway," the annunciator was saying briskly, "Go to room 87 and administer pep-shots...

"But 87 in't even in our section!” Conway protested. "What's going on here...?"

Dr. Mannon had become suddenly grim. "I think | know," he said, "and | advise you to keep a few of
those shots for yoursdf because you are going to need them.” He turned abruptly and hurried off,
muittering something about getting a fast erasure before they started screaming for him, too.

Room 87 was the Casudty Section's Saff recreation room, and when Conway arived its tables,



chairs and even parts of its floor were asprawl with green-clad Monitors, some of whom had not the
enargy to lift therr heads when he came in. One figure pushed itsdf out of a chair with extreme difficulty
and weaved toward him. It was another Monitor with a Mgor's inggnia on his shoulders and the Staff
and Serpents on his collar. He said, "Maximum dosage. Start with me" and began shrugging out of his
tunic.

Conway looked around the room. There must have been nearly a hundred of them, dl in stages of
advanced exhaudtion and their faces showing that tdll-tae grey colouration. He ill did not fed wdl
disposed toward Monitors, but these were, after afashion, patients, and his duty was clear.

"As a doctor | advise drongly agang this™ Conway sad gravely. "It's obvious that youve had
pep-shots aready-far too many of them. What you need is deep-"

"Segp?’ sad avoice somewhere. "What's that?'

"Quiet, Teirnan,” said the Mgor tiredly, then to Conway; "And as a doctor | understand the risks. |
uggest we waste no more time."

Rapidly and expertly Conway set about administering the shots. Dull eyed, bone-weary men lined up
before him and five minutes later left the room with a oring in their step and their eyes too bright with
atifigd vitdity. He had just finished when he heard his name over the annunciator again, ordering him to
Lock Six to await indructions there. Lock Six, Conway knew, was one of the subsidiary entrances to the
Casudty section.

While he was hurrying in that direction Conway redlized suddenly that he was tired and hungry, but he
did not get the chance to think about it for long. The annunciators were giving out a cdl for dl junior
interns to report to Casuaty, and directions for adjacent wards to be evacuated where possible to other
accommodation. An dien gabble interspersed these messages as other species receved Smilar
indructions.

Obvioudy the Casudty section was being extended. But why, and where were dl the casudties
coming from? Conway's mind was a confused and rather tired question mark.

\Y,

At Lock Sx a Trdthan Diagnogtician was deep in conversation with two Monitors. Conway fdt a
sense of outrage at the Sght of the highest and the lowest being so chummy together, then reflected with a
touch of bitterness that nothing about this place could surprise him anymore. There were two more
Monitors beside the Lock's direct vison pand.

"Hdlo, Doctor," one of them said pleasantly. He nodded toward the view port. "They're unloading at
Locks Eight, Nine and Eleven. Well be getting our quota any minute now.

The big transparent panel framed an awesome sght: Conway had never seen so many ships together
a one time. More than thirty deek, dlver needles, ranging from ten-man pleasure yachts to the
gargantuan trangports of the Monitor Corps wove a dowly, complicated pattern in and around each
other as they waited permission to lock-on and unload.

"Tricky work, that," the Monitor observed.

Conway agreed. The repulson fidds which protected ships againg collison with the various forms of
cosmic detritus required plenty of space. Meteorite screens had to be set up a minimum of five miles
away from the ship they protected if heavenly bodies large and amdl were to be successfully deflected
from them-further away if it was a bigger ship. But the ships outside were a mere matter of hundreds of
yards apart, and had no callison protection except the ill of ther pilots. The pilots would be having a
trying time at the moment.

But Conway had little time for sght-seeing before three Earth-human interns arrived. They were
followed quickly by two of the red-furred DBDGs and a caterpillar-like DBLF, dl wearing medica
indggnia There came a heavy scrape of metd againgt metd, the lock tell-tdes turned from red to green
indicating that a ship was properly connected up, and the patients began to stream through.

Carried in stretchers by Monitors they were of two kinds only:

DBDGs of the Earth-human type and DBLF caterpillars. Conway's job, and that of the other doctors
present, was to examine them and route them through to the proper department of Casudty for



treetment. He got down to work, asssted by a Monitor who possessed dl the atributes of a trained
nurse except the indgnia He said his name was Williamson.

The sght of the first case gave Conway a shock-not because it was serious, but because of the nature
of theinjuries. The third made him stop so that his Monitor assstant looked at him questioningly.

"What sort of accident was this?' Conway burst out. "Multiple punctures, but the edge of the wounds
cauterized. Lacerated punctures, asif from fragments thrown out by an exploson. How..."

The Monitor said, "We kept it quiet, of course, but | thought here at least the rumour would have got
to everybody." His lips tightened and the look that identified dl Monitors to Conway deepened in his
eyes. "They decided to have awar,” he went on, nodding at the Earth-human and DBLF patients around
them. "I'm afraid it got alittle out of control before we were able to damp down."

Conway thought sckly, A war...! Human beings from Earth, or an Earth-seeded planet, trying to kill
members of the species that had so much in common with them. He had heard that there were such
things occasondly, but had never redly beieved any intdligent species could go insane on such a large
scae. So many casudties..

He was not so bound up in his thoughts of loathing and disgust at this frightful business that he missed
noticing a very srange fact-that the Monitor's expresson mirrored his own! If Williamson thought that
way about war, too, maybe it was time he revised his thinking about the Monitor Corpsin generd.

A sudden commoation afew yards to his right drew Conway's atention. An Earth-human patient was
objecting srenuoudy to the DBLF intern trying to examine him, and the language he was usng was not
nice. The DBLF was regigering hurt bewilderment, though possbly the humen had not sufficient
knowledge of its physognomy to know that, and trying to reassure the patient in flat, Trandated tones.

It was Williamson who settled the business. He siwung around on the loudly protesting patient, bent
forward until their faces were only inches apart, and spoke in a low, amog conversationa tone which
nevertheless sent shivers dong Conway's spine.

"Liden, friend,” he said. "You say you object to one of the ginking crawlers that tried to kill you trying
to patch you up, right? Wedll, get this into your head, and keep it there-this particular crawler is a doctor
here. Als, in this establishment there are no wars. You dl beong to the same amy and the uniform is a
nightshirt, so lay 4ill, shut up and behave. Otherwise I'll dip you one.”

Conway returned to work underlining his mentad note about revisng his thinking regarding Monitors.
As the torn, battered and burnt life forms flowed past under his hands his mind seemed srangely
detached from it dl. He kept surprisng Williamson with expressions on his face that seemed to give the
lieto some of the things he had been told about Monitors. This tireless, quiet man with the rock-steady
hands-was he akiller, a sadist of low intdligence and nonexistent moras? It was hard to believe. As he
watched the Monitor covertly between patients, Conway gradudly came to a decison. It was a very
difficult decison. If he wasn't careful he would very likely get clipped.

O'Mara had been impossible, so had Bryson and Mannon for various reasons, but Williamson now...

"Ah...er, Williamson,” Conway began hestantly, then finished with a rush, "have you ever killed
anybody?'

The Monitor graightened suddenly, his lips a thin, bloodless line He said tondesdy, "You should
know better than to ask a Monitor that question, Doctor. Or should you?' He hedtated, his curiogity
keeping check on the anger growing in him because of the tangle of emotion which mugt have been
mirrored on Conway's face, then said heavily, "What's egting you, Doc?'

Conway wished fervently thet he had never asked the question, but it was too late to back out now.
Sammering at firgt, he began to tdl of hisideds of service and of his darm and confusion on discovering
that Sector Generd-an establishment which he had thought embodied dl his high ideds-employed a
Monitor as its Chief Psychologist, and probably other members of the Corps in postions of
respongihility. Conway knew now that the Corps was not dl bad, that they had rushed units of their
Medica Divison here to aid them during the present emergency. But even so, Monitors...!

"Il give you another shock,” Williamson said dryly, "by tdling you something that is so widdy known
that nobody thinks to mention it. Dr. Ligter, the Director, aso belongs to the Monitor Corps.

"He doesn't wear uniform, of course” the Monitor added quickly, "because Diagnogticians grow



forgetful and are cardess about amdl things The Corps frowns on untidiness, even in a
Lieutenant-Generd."

Ligter, a Monitor! "But, why?" Conway burst out in spite of himsdf. "Everybody knows what you are.
How did you gain power hereinthefirg place..."

"Everybody does not know, obvioudy," Williamson cut in, "because you don't, for one."

Vi

The Monitor was no longer angry, Conway saw as they finished with their current patient and moved
onto the next. Instead there was an expression on the other's face oddly reminiscent of a parent about to
lecture an offgoring on some of the unpleasant facts of life

"Badcdly,” sad Williamson as he gently pedled back a fidd dressng of a wounded DBLF, "your
trouble is that you, and your whole socid group, are a protected species.”

Conway sad, "Wha?'

"A protected species,” he repeated. "Shieded from the crudities of present-day life. From your socid
strata-on dl the worlds of the Union, not only on Earth-come practicdly dl the great artists, muscians
and professona men. Mot of you live out your livesin ignorance of the fact that you are protected, that
you are insulated from childhood againgt the grosser redlities of our interstdlar so-called dvilization, and
that your ideas of pacifiam and ethica behaviour are a luxury which a great many of us Smply cannot
afford. You are alowed this luxury in the hope that from it may come a philosophy which may one day
make every being in the Gaaxy truly civilized, truly good."

"l didn't know," Conway stammered. "And.., and you make us- me, | mean-look so usdess...”

"Of course you didn't know," said Williamson gently. Conway wondered why it was that such ayoung
men could tak down to him without giving offence; he seemed to possess authority somehow.
Continuing, he said, "You were probably reserved, untalkative and dl wrapped up in your high idedls.
Not that there's anything wrong with them, understand, it's just that you have to dlow for a little grey with
the black and white. Our present culture,” he went on, returning to the main line of discusson, "is based
on maximum freedom for the individua. An entity may do anything he likes provided it is not injurious to
others. Only Monitors forgo this freedom.”

"What about the 'Normals reservations?’ Conway broke in. At last the Monitor had made a
gtatement which he could definitdly contradict. "Being policed by Monitors and confined to certain areas
of country isnot what 1'd cdl freedom."

"If you think back carefully,” Williamson replied, "I think you will find that the Normals-that is, the
group on nearly every planet which thinks that, unlike the brutish Monitors and the spineless aesthetes of
your own strata, it is truly representative of its species-are not confined. Instead they have naurdly
drawn together into communities, and it isin these communities of saif-styled Normdls thet the Monitors
have to be mogt active. The Normals possess dl the freedom induding the right to kill each other if thet is
what they desire, the Monitors being present only to see that any Norma not sharing this desire will not
suffer in the process.

"We a0, when a suffidently high pitch of massinsanity overtakes one or more of these worlds, dlow
awar to be fought on a planet set aside for that purpose, generdly aranging things so that the war is
neither long nor too bloody.” Williamson sighed. In tones of bitter sdf-accusation he concluded, "We
underestimated them. This one was both."

Conway's mind was il baking at this radicdly new dant on things. Before coming to the hospita
hed had no direct contact with Monitors, why should he? And the Normals of Earth he had found to be
rather romantic figures, indined to strut and swagger a bit, that was dl. Of course, mogt of the bad things
he had heard about Monitors had come from them. Maybe the Normas had not been as truthful or
objective as they could have been...

"Thisis dl too hard to bdieve Conway protested. "Youre suggeding thet the Monitor Corps is
greater in the scheme of things than either the Normals or ourselves, the professond class” He shook his
head angrily. "And anyway, thisis afinetime for a philosophicd discusson!”

"You," sad the Monitor, "darted it."



There was no answer to that.

It must have been hours later that Conway fdt a touch on his shoulder and draightened to find a
DBLF nurse behind him. The being was holding a hypodermic. It said, "Pep-shot, Doctor?"

All & once Conway redized how wobbly hislegs had become and how hard it was to focus his eyes.
And he must have been noticeably dowing down for the nurse to approach him in the firg place. He
nodded and rolled up his deeve with fingers which fdt like thick, tired sausages.

"Yipe" he cried in sudden anguish. "What are you usng, a Six-inch nail?"

"l am sorry,” said the DBLF, "but | have injected two doctors of my own species before coming to
you, and as you know our tegument is thicker and more closdy grained than yours is. The needle has
therefore become blunted.”

Conway's fatigue dropped away in seconds. Except for adight tingling in hands and feet and a greyish
blotching which only others could seein hisface he fdt as clear-eyed, dert and physcdly refreshed as if
he had just come out of a shower after ten hours deep. He took a quick look around before finishing his
current examination and saw that here at least the number of patients awaiting attention had shrunk to a
mere handful, and the number of Monitors in the room was less than haf what it had been at the start.
The patients were being taken care of, and the Monitors had become patients.

He had seen it hgppening dl around him. Monitors who had had little or no degp on the transport
coming here, forcing themsdlves to carry on helping the overworked medics of the hospitd with repeated
pep-shots and sheer, dogged courage. One by one they had literdly dropped in ther tracks and been
taken hurriedly away, so exhausted that the involuntary muscles of heart and lungs had given up with
everything ese. They lay in specid wards with robot devices massaging their hearts, gving atificd
respiration and feeding them through a veinin the leg. Conway had heard that only one of them had died.

Taking advantage of the Iull, Conway and Williamson moved to the direct vison pane and looked
out. The waiting swarm of ships seemed only dightly smdler, though he knew that these mugt be new
arivads. He could not imagine where they were going to put these people-even the habitable corridors in
the hospital were beginning to overflow now, and there was condtant re-arranging of patients of dl
species to make more room. But that wasn't his problem, and the weaving pattern of ships was an oddly
retful sght...

"Emergency,” said the wdl annunciator suddenly. "Single ship, one occupant, species as yet unknown
requests immediate treatment. Occupant is in only partid control of its ship, is badly injured and
communications are incoherent. Stand by at dl admittance locks...

Oh, no, Conway thought, not a atime like thid There was a cold sickness in his somach and he had
ahorrible premonition of what was going to happen. Williamson's knuckles shone white as he gripped the
edge of the view port. "Look!" he said in aflat, despairing tone, and pointed.

An intruder was approaching the waiting swarm of ships a an insane velocity and on awildly erratic
course. A stubby, black and featureless torpedo shape, it reached and penetrated the weaving mass of
ships before Conway had time to take two breaths. In milling confusion the ships scattered, narrowly
avoiding collison both with it and each other, and ill it hurtled on. There was only one ship in its path
now, a Monitor transport which had been given the dl-clear to approach and was drifting in toward an
admittance lock. The trangport was big, ungainly and not built for fast acrobatics-it had neither the time
nor the adlity to get out of the way. A calligon was certain, and the transport was jammed with
wounded...

But no. At the last possible ingtant the hurtling ship swerved. They saw it miss the transport and its
Subby torpedo shape foreshorten to a circle which grew in Sze with heart-stopping rapidity. Now it was
headed draight at them! Conway wanted to shut his eyes, but there was a peculiar fascination about
watching that great mass of meta rushing at him. Neither Williamson nor himsdf made any attempt to
jump for a spacesuit- what was to happen was only Solit seconds away.

The ship was dmost on top of them when it swerved again as its injured pilot sought desperately to
avoid this greater obstacle, the hospitd. But too late, the ship struck.

A smashing double-shock struck up at them from the floor as the ship tore through their double skin,



followed by successively milder shocks as it bludgeoned its way into the vitals of the great hospitd. A
cacophony of screams-both human and aien-arose briefly, dso whidlings, rustlings and gutturd jabbering
as beings were maimed, drowned, gassed or decompressed. Water poured into sections containing pure
chlorine. A blast of ordinary air rushed through a gaping hole in the compartment whose occupants had
never known anything but trans Plutonian cold and vacuum-the beings shrivelled, died and dissolved
horribly at the firg touch of it. Water, ar and a score of different atmospheric mixtures intermingled
forming a dudgy, brown and highly corrosive mixture that steamed and bubbled its way out into space.
But long before that had happened the air-tight seds had dammed shut, effectivey containing the terrible
wound made by that bulleting ship.

Vil

There was an indant of shocked pardyss, then the hospitd reacted. Above ther heads the
annuncigtor went into a quiet, controlled frenzy. Engineers and Maintenance men of dl species were to
report for assgnment immediatdy. The gravity neutrdizer grids in the LSVO and MSVK wards were
faling-dl medica q&ff in the area were to encase the patients in protective envelopes and transfer them to
DBLF theatre Two, where one-twentieth G conditions were being set up, before they were crushed by
their own weight. There was an untraced lesk in AUGL corridor Nineteen, and dl DBDG's were warned
of chlorine contaminetion in the area of their dining hall. Also, Dr. Liser was asked to report himsdf,
please.

In an odd corner of his mind Conway noted how everybody else was ordered to their assgnments
while Dr. Ligter was asked. Suddenly he heard his name being caled and he swung around.

It was Dr. Mannon. He hurried up to Williamson and Conway and said, "I see youre free a the
moment. There's a job I'd like you to do." He paused to receive Conway's nod, then plunged on
bresthlesdy.

When the crashing ship had dug a hole haf-way through the hospita, Mannon explained, the volume
seded off by the safety doors was not confined smply to the tunnd of wreckage it had created. The
postion of the doors was respongble for thisthe result being anadogous to a grest tree of vacuum
extending into the hospital structure, with the tunnd created by the ship as its trunk and the open sections
of corridors leading off it the branches. Some of these arless corridors served compartments which
themselves could be sedled off, and it was possible that these might contain survivors.

Normdly there would be no necessty to hurry the rescue of these beings, they would be quite
comfortable where they were for days, but in this indance there was an added complication. The ship
had come to rest near the centre-the nerve centre, in fact-of the hospita, the section which contained the
controls for the atificdd settings of the entire structure. At the moment there seemed to be a survivor in
that section somewhere-possibly a patient, a member of the Staff or even the occupant of the wrecked
ship-who was moving around and unknowingly damaging the gravity control mechanisms. This state of
afarrs, if continued, could create havoc in the wards and might even cause deaths among the light-gravity
lifeforms.

Dr. Mannon wanted them to go in and bring the being concerned out before it unwittingly wrecked the
place.

"A PVSJ has dready gone in" Mannon added, "but that species is awkward in a spacesuit, so I'm
sending you two aswel to hurry things dong. All right? Hop to it, then."

Wearing gravity neutrdizer packs they exited near the damaged section and drifted dong the
Hospitd's outer skin to the twenty-foot wide hole gouged in its Sde by the crashing ship. The packs
alowed ahigh degree of manoeuvrahility in weightless conditions, and they did not expect anything ese
adong the route they were to travel. They dso carried ropes and magnetic anchors, and Williamson-soldy
because it was part of the equipment issued with the service Standard suit, he said-also carried a gun.
Both had air for three hours.

At firg the going was easy. The ship had sheared a clean-edged tunnd through ward bulkheads, deck
plating and even through items of heavy machinery. Conway could see clearly into the corridors they



passed in ther descent, and nowhere was there a 9gn of life There were gridy remnants of a
high-pressure lifeform which would have blown itsdf agpart even under Eath-norma amospheric
conditions. When subjected suddenly to hard vacuum the process had been that much more violent. And
in one corridor there was disclosed a tragedy; a near-human DBDG nurse-one of the red, bear-like
entities-had been negtly decapitated by the dosng of an ar-tight door which it had just faled to make in
time. For some reason the sght affected him more than anything else he had seen that day.

Increasing amounts of "fordgn' wreckage hampered ther progress as they continued to
descend-plating and structurd members torn from the crashing ship-so that there were times when they
hed to clear away through it with their hands and feet.

Williamson was in the lead-about ten yards below Conway that was-when the Monitor flicked out of
sght. In the suit radio a cry of surprise was aoruptly cut off by the dang of metd againgt meta. Conway's
ogrip on the projecting beam he had been holding tightened indinctively in shocked surprise, and he fdt it
vibrate through his gauntlets. The wreckage was shifting! Panic took him for a moment until he redized
that most of the movement was taking place back the way he had come, above his head. The vibration
ceased afew minutes later without the debris around him Sgnificantly changing its position. Only then did
Conway tie hisline securely to the beam and look around for the Monitor.

Knees bent and arms in front of his head Williamson lay face downward patidly embedded in a
sheving mass of loose wreckage some twenty feet below. Faint, irregular sounds of breathing in his
phones told Conway that the Monitor's quick thinking in wrapping his ams around his head had, by
protecting his suit's fragile face-plate, saved his life. But whether or not Williamson lived for long or not
depended on the nature of his other injuries, and they in turn depended on the amount of gravitic
attraction in the floor section which had sucked him down.

It was now obvious that the accident was due to a square of deck in which the atifida gravity grid
was, despite the wholesde dedtruction of circuits in the crash area, dill operative. Conway was
profoundly thankful thet the attraction was exerted only at right angles to the grid's surface and that the
floor section had been warped dightly. Had it been facing straight up then both the Monitor and himsdf
would have dropped, and from a distance considerably greater than twenty feet.

Caefully paying out his safety line Conway approached the huddled form of Williamson. His grip
tightened convulsvely on the rope when he came within the fidd of influence of the gravity grid, then
eased as he redlized that its power was a mogt only one and a hdf Gs. With a steady attraction now
puling im downward toward the Monitor, Conway began lowering himsdf hand over hand. He could
have used his neutrdizer pack to counteract that pull, of course, and just drifted down, but that would
have been risky. If he accidentaly passed out of the floor section's area of influence, then the pack would
have flung him upward again, with probably fad results.

The Monitor was dill unconscious when Conway reached him, and though he could not tdl for sure,
owing to the other wearing a spacesuit, he suspected multiple fractures in both arms. As he gertly
disengaged the limp figure from the surrounding wreckage it was suddenly borne on him that Williamson
needed atention, immediae atention with dl the resources the hospita could provide. He had just
reelized that the Monitor had been the recipient of a large number of pep-shots; his reserves of strength
mug be gone. When he regained consciousness, if he ever did, he might not be able to withstand the
shock.

VI

Conway was about to cdl through for assstance when a chunk of ragged edged metd spun past his
hemet. He svung around just in time to duck another piece of wreckage which was saling toward him.
Only then did he see the outlines of a nonhuman, space suited figure which was partidly hidden in atangle
of metd about ten yards away. The being was throwing things at him!

The bombardment stopped as soon as the other saw that Conway had noticed it. With visons of
having found the unknown survivor whose blundering about was playing hob with the hospitd's atificid
gravity system he hurried across to it. But he saw immediately that the being was incapable of doing any
moving about a dl, it was pinned down, but miraculoudy unhurt, by a couple of heavy sructurd



members. It was adso meking van attempts to reach around to the back of its suit with its only free
appendage. Conway was puzzled for a moment, then he saw the radio pack which was strapped to the
being's back, and the lead dangling loose from it. Usng surgicd tape he repaired the break and
immediatdy the flat, Trandated tones of the being filled his ear-phones.

It was the PVSJ who had Ieft before them to search the wrecked area for survivors. Caught by the
same trap which had snagged the unfortunate Monitor, it had been able to use its gravity pack to check
its sudden fdl. Overcompensating, it had crashed into its present postion. The crash had been rdaivey
gentle, but it had caused some loose wreckage to subside, trapping the being and damaging its radio.

The PV S}a chlorine-breething lllensan-was solidly planted in the wreckage: Conway's attempts to
free it were usdess. While trying, however, he got a look at the professond indgnia painted on the
other's suit. The Trathan and Illensan symbols meant nothing to Conway, but the third one-which was the
nearest expression of the being's function in Earth-human terms-was a crucifix. The being was a padre.
Conway might have expected that.

But now Conway had two immobilized cases ingead of one. He thumbed the transmit switch of his
radio and cleared his throat. Before he could speak the harsh, urgent voice of Dr. Mannon was dinning in
his ears.

"Dr. Conway! Corpsman Williamson! One of you, report quickly, pleasel”

Conway sad, "'l was just going to," and gave an account of his troubles to date and requested ad for
the Monitor and the PV SJ padre. Mannon cut him off.

“I'm sorry,” he said hurriedly, "but we can't help you. The gravity fluctuations have been getting worse
here, they mug have caused a subsidence in your tunnd, because it's Solidly plugged with wreckage 4l
the way above you. Maintenance men have tried to cut away through but-"

"Let metak to him," broke in another voice, and there were the magnified, fumbling noises of a mike
being snatched out of someone's hand. "Dr. Conway, thisis Dr. Ligter spesking,” it went on. "I'm afraid
that | must tdl you that the well-being of your two accident casesis of secondary importance. Your job is
to contact that being in the gravity control compartment and stop him. Hit him on the head if necessary,
but stop him-he's wrecking the hospital!"

Conway swalowed. He said, "Yes, gdr," and began looking for a way to penetrate further into the
tangle of metd surrounding him. It looked hopeless. Suddenly he fdt himsdf being pulled sdeways. He
grabbed for the nearest solid looking projection and hung on for dear life. Transmitted through the fabric
of his suit he heard the grinding, tearing jangle of moving meta. The wreckage was hifting again. Then
the force pulling him disappeared as suddenly as it had come and smultaneoudy there came a peculiar,
barking cry from the PV SJ. Conway twisted around to see that where the Illensan had been a large hole
led downward into nothingness.

He had to force himsdf to let go of his handhold. The attraction which had seized him had been due,
Conway knew, to the momentary activating of an atifica gravity grid somewhere below. If it returned
while he was floating unsupported... Conway did not want to think about that.

The shift had not affected Williamson's position-he dill lay as Conway had left him-but the PV SJ must
have fdlen through.

"Areyou dl right?" Conway caled anxioudy.

"l think s0," came the reply. "I am dill somewhat numb.”

Cautioudy, Conway drifted across to the newly-created opening and looked down. Bdow him was a
very large compartment, wdl-lit from a source somewhere off to one sde. Only the floor was visble
about forty feet below, the walls being beyond his angle of vison and this was thickly carpeted by a dark
blue, tubular growth with bulbous leaves. The purpose of this compartment baffled Conway until he
redized that he was looking a the AUGL tank minus its water. The thick, flaccid growth covering its
floor served both as food and interior decoration for the AUGL patients. The PV SJ had been very lucky
to have such a soringy surface to land on.

The PVSJ was no longer pinned down by wreckage and it stated that it fdt fit enough to hep Conway
with the bang in the gravity control department. As they were about to resume the descent Conway
glanced toward the source of light he had haf-noticed earlier, and caught his bregth.



One wdl of the AUGL tank was transparent and looked out on a section corridor which had been
converted into atemporary ward. DBLF caterpillars lay in the beds which lined one side, and they were
by turns crushed savagely into the plastifoam and bounced upward into the ar by it as vioent and
random fluctuations rippled dong the gravity grids in the floor. Netting had been hedtily tied around the
patients to keep them in the beds, but despite the beating they were taking they were the lucky ones.

A ward was being evacuated somewhere and through his stretch of corridor there crawled, wriggled
and hopped a processon of beings ressmbling the contents of some cosmic Ark. All the
oxygen-breething life forms were represented together with many who were not, and human nursng
orderlies and Monitors shepherded them aong. Experience must have taught the orderlies that to stand
or wak upright was asking for broken bones and cracked skulls, because they were crawling dong on
their hands and knees. When a sudden surge of three or four Cs caught them they had a shorter distance
to fdl that way. Mot of them were wearing gravity packs, Conway saw, but had given them up as
usdlessin conditions where the gravity constant was awild varigble.

He saw PVSJs in bdloon-like chlorine envelopes being pinned againg the floor, flatened like
gpecimens pressed under glass, then bounced into the air again. And Trathan patients in their massive,
unwiddy harness- Trathans were prone to injury interndly despite their great strength— being dragged
adong. There were DBDGs, DBLFs and CLSRs, dso unidentifiable somethings in spherica, wheded
containers that radiated cold amog vidbly. Strung out in a line being pushed, dragged or menfully
inching dong on their own, the beings crept past, bowing and sraightening up again like whegt in a strong
wind as the gravity grids pulled at them.

Conway could dmost imeagine he fdt those fluctuations where he stood, but knew that the crashing
ship must have destroyed the grid dircuitsin its path. He dragged his eyes away from that grim procession
and headed downward again.

"Conway!" Mannon's voice barked & him a few minutes later. "Tha survivor down there is
responsible for as many casudties now as the crashed ship! A ward of convaescent LSVOs are dead
due to a three-second surge from one-eighth to four gravities. What's happening now?'

The tunnd of wreckage was steadily narrowing, Conway reported, the hull and lighter machinery of
the ship having been pedled away by the time it had reached their present leve. All that could reman
ahead was the massve duff like hyperdrive generators and so on. He thought he must be very near the
end of the line now, and the being who was the unknowing cause of the devastation around them.

"Good," said Mannon, "but hurry it up!”

"But can't the Engineers get through? Surely-"

"They cant,” broke in Dr. Ligter's voice. "In the area surrounding the gravity grid controls there are
fluctuations of up to ten Gs. It'simpossble. And joining up with your route from indde the hospitd is out,
too. It would mean evacuating corridors in the neighbouring area, and the corridors are dl filled with
patients.. ." The voice dropped in volume as Dr. Lider apparently turned away from the mike, and
Conway overhead him saying, "Surdy an intdligent being could not be so panic-stricken that it... it... Oh,
when | get my hands on it-"

"It may not be intdligent,” put in another voice. "Maybe it's a cub, from the FGLI maternity unit...

“If itisI'l tan itslittle-"

A sharp dlick ended the conversaion at tha point as the tranamitter was switched off. Conway,
suddenly redizing what a very important man he had become, tried to hurry it up as best he could.

IX

They dropped another levd into a ward in which foor MSVKsHragile, tripeda stork like
beings-drifted lifdess among loose items of ward equipment. Movements of the bodies and objects in the
room seemed alittle unnaturd, asif they had been recently disturbed. It was the firgd 9gn of the enigmatic
survivor they were seeking. Then they were in a great, metal-walled compartment surrounded by a maze
of plumbing and unshielded machinery. On the floor in a bulge it had created for itsdf, the ship's massve
hyper-drive generator lay with some shreds of control room equipment strewn around it. Undernesth was
the remains of alife form that was now undlassfiable. Beside the generator another hole had been torn in



the severely weakened floor by some other piece of the ship's heavy equipment.

Conway hurried over to it, looked down, then cdled excitedly, "Thereit id"

They were looking into a vast room which could only be the grid control centre. Rank upon rank of
squat, metd cabinets covered the floor, wals and celling-this compartment was adways kept airless and
a zero gravity-with barely room for even Earth-human Engineers to move between them. But Engineers
were sedom needed here because the devices in this al-important compartment were sdf-repairing. At
the moment this ability was being put to a severe test.

A bang which Conway dassified tentatively as AACL sprawled across three of the delicate control
cabinets. Nine other cabinets, dl winking with red distress sgnds, were within range of its sSix,
python-like tentacles which poked through sedls in the doudy plagtic of its suit. The tentacles were a
least twenty feet long and tipped with a horny substance which must have been stedl-hard considering the
damage the being had caused.

Conway had been prepared to fed pity for this hapless survivor, he had expected to find an entity
injured, panic-stricken and crazed with pain. Instead there was a being who appeared unhurt and who
was vidoudy smashing up gravity-grid controls as fagt as the built-in sdf repairing robots tried to fix
them.

Conway swore and began hunting for the frequency of the other's st radio. Suddenly there was a
harsh, high-pitched cheegping sound in his ear-phones. "Got you!" Conway said grimly.

The chegping sounds ceased abruptly as the other heard his voice and so did dl movement of those
highly destructive tentacles. Conway noted the wavelength, then switched back to the band used by the
PVSJ and himsdif.

"It ssemsto me" sad the chlorine-breather when he had told it what he had heard, "thet the being is
deeply afraid, and the noises it made were of fear-otherwise your Trandator would have made you
receive them as words in your own language. The fact that these noises and its dedtructive activity
stopped when it heard your voice is promising, but | think that we should approach dowly and reassure it
congtantly that we are bringing help. Its activity down there gives me the impression that it has been hitting
out a anything which moves, so a certain amount of caution isindicated, | think.”

"Yes, Padre," said Conway with great feding.

"We do not know in what direction the being's visud organs are directed,” the PVSJ went on, "0 |
uggest we approach from opposite sSdes.”

Conway nodded. They set their radios to the new band and dimbed carefully down onto the calling of
the compartment below. With just enough power in ther gravity neutralizers to keep them pressng gently
agang the metd surface they moved away from each other onto opposite walls, down them, then onto
the floor. With the being between them now, they moved dowly toward it.

The robot repair devices were busy making good the damage wrecked by those sx anacondas it used
for limbs but the being continued to lie quiescent. Neither did it speak. Conway kept thinking of the
havoc this entity had caused with its senseless threshing about. The things he fdt like saying to it were
anything but reassuring, so he let the PSV J padre do the talking.

"Do not be afraid,” the other was saying for the twentieth time. "If you are injured, tdl us. We are here
to hdp you. .

But there was neither movement nor reply from the being.

On a sudden impulse Conway switched to Dr. Mannon's band. He said quickly, "The survivor seems
to be an AACL. Can you tdl me what it's here for, or any reason why it should refuse or be unable to
tak to us?'

"Il check with Reception,” said Mannon after a short pause. "But are you sure of that classfication? |
can't remember seeing an AACL here, sureit in't a Creppelian-"

"It isnt a Creppelian octopoid,” Conway cut in. "There are 9x man appendages, and it is just lying
here doing nathing...

Conway stopped suddenly, shocked into slence, because it was no longer true that the being under
discusson was doing nothing. It had launched itsdf toward the cdlling, moving so fadt thet it seemed to



land in the same indant thet it had taken off. Above him now, Conway saw another control unit
pulverized as the being struck and others torn from their mounts as its tentacles sought anchorage. In his
phones Mannon was shouting about gravity fluctuations in a hitherto stable section of the hospita, and
mounting casudty figures, but Conway was ungble to reply.

He was watching helplesdy as the AACL prepared to launch itsdf again.

"..We are here to hdp you," the PV SJ was saying as the being landed with a soundless crash four
yards from the padre. Five great tentacles anchored themsdves firmly, and a sixth lashed out in a gredt,
curving blur of mation that caught the PVSJ and smashed it againg the wall. Life-giving chlorine spurted
from the PV SJs suit, momentarily hiding in mig the shapeless, pathetic thing which rebounded dowly into
the middle of the room. The AACL began making cheegping noises agan.

Conway heard himsaf babbling out a report to Mannon, then Mannon shouting for Lister. Findly the
Director's voice came in to him. It said thickly, "Y ou've got to kill it, Conway."

You've got to kill it, Conway!

It was those words which shocked Conway back to a state of normdity as nothing else could have
done. How very like a Monitor, he thought bitterly, to solve a problem with a murder. And to ask a
doctor, a person dedicated to the preserving of life, to do the killing. It did not matter that the being was
insane with fear, it had caused alat of trouble in the hospitd, so kill it.

Conway had been afraid, he dill was. In his recent state of mind he might have been panicked into
usng this kill-or-be-killed law of the jungle. Not now, though. No matter what happened to him or the
hospital he would not kill an intdligent fellow being, and Lister could shout himsdf bluein the face ...

It was with a start of surprise that Conway redlized that both Lister and Mannon were shouting a him,
and trying to counter his arguments. He must have been doing his thinking adoud without knowing it.
Angrily he tuned them out.

But there was dill another voice gibbering a him, a dow, whispering, unutterably weary voice that
frequently broke off to gasp in pain. For awild moment Conway thought that the ghost of the dead PVSJ
was continuing Lister's arguments, then he caught sght of movement above him.

Drifting gently through the hole in the calling was the space suited figure of Williamson. How the badly
injured Monitor had got there a dl was beyond Conway's understanding-his broken arms made control
of his gravity pack impossible, so that he must have come dl the way by kicking with his feet and trugting
that a dtill-active gravity grid would not pull himin a second time. At the thought of how many times those
multiple fractured members mugt have collided with obstacles on the way down, Conway cringed. And
yet dl the Monitor was concerned with was trying to coax Conway into killing the AACL below him.

Close below him, with the distance lessening every second...

Conway fdt the cold sweat break out on his back. Helpless to stop himsdf, the injured Monitor had
cleared the rent in the calling and was drifting dowly floorward, directly on top of the crouching AACL!
As Conway stared fascinated one of the sted-hard tentacles began to uncurl preparatory to meking a
degth-dedling swipe.

Indinctively Conway launched himsdf in the direction of the floating Monitor, there was no time for
him to fed conscioudy brave-or stupid-about the action. He connected with a muffled crash and hung on,
wrapping his legs around Williamson's waigt to leave his hands free for the gravity pack controls. They
spun furioudy around their common centre of gravity, wals, cellings and floor with its deadly occupant
whirling around so fagt that Conway could barely focus his eyes on the controls. It seemed years before
hefindly had the spin checked and he had them headed for the hole in the caling and safety. They had
amaog reached it when Conway saw the hawser-like tentacle come sweeping up a him...

X

Something smashed into his back with a force that knocked the breath out of him. For a heart-freezing
moment he thought his air-tanks had gone, his suit torn open and that he was aready sucking frenziedly at
vacuum. But his gasp of pure terror brought ar rushing into his lungs. Conway had never known canned
alr to taste so good.

The AACL's tentacle had only caught hm a glancdng blow-his back wasn't broken-and the only



damage was a wrecked suit radio.

"Are you dl right?" Conway asked anxioudy when he had Williamson settled in the compartment
above. He had to press his hdmet againg the other's-that was the only way he could make himsdf heard
NOW.

For severa minutes there was no reply, then the weary, pain-wrecked near-whisper returned.

"My arms hurt. I'm tired,” it said hdtingly. "But Il be OK when...they take me...insde" Williamson
paused, his voice seemed to gather strength from somewhere and he went on, "That isif there is anybody
left divein the hospitd to treat me. If you don't stop our friend down there..."

Sudden anger flared in Conway. "Dammit, do you never give up?' he burst out. "Get this, I'm not
going to kill an intdligent being! My radio's gone o | don't have to ligen to Liger and Mannon
yammering at me, and dl I've got to do to shut you up is pull my hdmet away from yours.™

The Monitor's voice had weakened again. He said, "I can ill hear Mannon and Ligter. They say the
wards in Section Eight have been hit now-that's the other low-gravity section. Patients and doctors are
pinned fla to the floor under three Cs. A few more minutes like that and they'll never get up-MSVKs
aren't a dl surdy, you know..."

"Shut up!" yeled Conway. Furioudy, he pulled away from contact.

When his anger had abated enough for him to see again, Conway observed that the Monitor's lips
were no longer moving. Williamson's eyes were closed, his face grey and sweaty with shock and he did
not seem to be bregthing. The drying chemicds in his hdmet kept the faceplate from fogging, so that
Conway could not tdl for sure but the Monitor could very eesly be dead. With exhaugtion held off by
repeated pep-shots, then his injuries on top of that, Conway had expected him to be dead long since.
For some peculiar reason Conway felt his eyes singing.

He had seen so much death and dismemberment over the last few hours that his sengtivity to suffering
in others had been blunted to the point where he reacted to it merdly as amedica machine. Thisfeding of
loss, of bereavement, for the Monitor must be smply a resurgence of that senstivity, and temporary. Of
one thing he was sure, however, nobody was going to make this medica machine commit a murder. The
Monitor Corps, Conway now knew, was responsible for a lot more good then bad, but he was not a
Monitor.

Yea O'Mara and Liger were both Monitors and Doctors, one of them renowned throughout the
Gdaxy—Are you better than they are? alittle voice nagged in his mind somewhere. And you're all
alone now, it went on, with the hospital disorganized and people dying all over the place because
of that being down there. What do you think your chances of survival are? The way you came is
plugged with wreckage and nobody can come to your aid, SO you're going to die, too. Isn't that
s07?

Desperately Conway tried to hang on to his resolution, to draw it tightly around him like a shdll. But
that ingstent, that cowardly voice in his brain was putting cracks in it. It was with a sense of pure reief
that he saw the Monitor's lips moving again. He touched hemets quickly.

"...hard for you, a Doctor,” the voice came fantly, "but youve got to. Just suppose you were that
being down below, driven mad with fear and pain maybe, and for a moment you became sane and
somebody told you what you had done-what you were doing, and the deaths you had caused..." The
voice wavered, sank, then returned. "Wouldn't you want to die rather than go on killing..."

"But | cant..."

"Wouldn't you want to die, in its place?'

Conway fdt the defengive shel of his resolution begin to disintegrate around him. He said desperately,
inalag attempt to hold firm, to stave off the anvful decison, "Wel, maybe, but | couldn't kill it evenif |
tried- it would tear me to pieces before | got neer it..."

"I've got agun,” said the Monitor.

Conway could not remember adjusting the firing controls, or even teking the wegpon from the
Monitor's holgter. It was in his hand and trained on the AACL below, and Conway fdt sck and cold.
But he had not given in to Williamson completely. Near a hand was a sprayer of the fast-setting plastic
which, when used quickly enough, could sometimes save a person whose suit had been holed. Conway



planned to wound the being, immoahilize it, then re-sedl its suit with cement. It would be a close thing and
risky to himsdf, but he could not ddliberately kill the being.

Caefully he brought his other hand up to steady the gun and took am. He fired.

When he lowered it there was not much left except shredded twitching pieces of tentacles scattered dll
over the room. Conway wished now that he had known more about guns known that this one shot
explosve bullets, and that it had been set for continuous autometic fire...

Williamson's lips were moving again. Conway touched helmets out of pure reflex. He was past caring
about anything anymore.

"It'sdl right, Doctor," the Monitor was saying. "It isn't anybody..."

"It isnt anybody now," Conway agreed. He went back to examining the Monitor's gun and wished
that it wasn't empty. If there had been one bullet Ieft, just one, he knew how he would have used it.

"It was hard, we know tha," sad Mgor O'Mara. The rasp was no longer in his voice and the
iron-grey eyes were soft with sympathy, and something akin to pride. "A doctor doesn't have to make a
decison like that usudly until he's older, more baanced, mature, if ever. You are, or were, just an
over-idedidic kid-a bit on the smug and sdf-righteous side maybe-who didn't even know wha a
Monitor redly was."

O'Mara amiled. His two big, hard hands rested on Conway's shoulders in an oddly fatherly gesture.
He went on, "Doing what you forced yoursdlf to do could have ruined both your career and your mentd
dability. But it doesn't matter, you don't have to fed guilty about a thing. Everything'sdl right.”

Conway wished dully that he had opened his face-plate and ended it dl before those Engineers had
swarmed into the gravity grid control room and carried Williamson and himsdf off to OMara. O'Mara
mug be mad. He, Conway, had violated the prime ethic of his professon and killed an intdligent being.
Everything most definitdly was not al right.

"Ligen to me" O'Mara said serioudy. "The Communications boys managed to get a picture of the
crashed ship's control room, with the occupant in it, before it hit. The occupant was not your AACL,
understand? It was an AMSO, one of the bigger lifeforms who are in the habit of keeping a
non-intdligent AACL-type creature as pets. Also, there are no AACLSs liged in the hospitd, so the
beadtie you killed was amply the equivadent of a fear-maddened dog in a protective suit." O'Mara shook
Conway's shoulder until his head wobbled. "Now do you fed better?!

Conway fdt himsdf coming dive again. He nodded wordlesdly.

"You can go," said O'Mara, amiling, "and catch up on your deep. As for the reorientation talk, I'm
afrad | havent the time to spare. Remind me about it sometime, if you ill think you need it."

During the fourteen hours in which Conway dept, the intake of wounded dropped to a managesble
trickle, and news came that the war was over. Monitor engineers and maintenance men succeeded in
dearing the wreckage and repairing the damaged outer hull. With pressure restored, the internd repair
work proceeded rapidly, so that when Conway awoke and went in search of Dr. Mannon he found
patients being moved into a section which only hours ago had been a dark, airless tangle of wreckage.

He tracked his superior down in a sde ward off the main FGLI Casudty section. Mannon was
working over a badly burned DBLF whose caterpillar-like body was dwarfed by a table which was
designed to take the more massve Trdthan FGLIs. Two other DBLFs, under sedation, showed as white
mounds on a gmilaly outsize bed againg the wall, and another lay twitching dightly on a stretcher-carrier
near the door.

"Where the blazes have you been?' Mannon sad in a voice too tired to be angry. Before Conway
could reply he went on impatiently, "Oh, don't tdl me. Everybody is grabbing everybody else's saff, and
junior interns have to do as they're told. .

Conway fdt his face going red. Suddenly he was ashamed of that fourteen hours deep, but was too
much of a coward to correct Mannon's wrong assumption. Instead he said, "Can | help, sr?’

"Yes" sad Mannon, waving toward his patients. "But these are going to be tricky. Punctured and
incisad wounds, deep. Metdlic fragments ill within the body, abdomind damage and severe internd



haemorrhage. Y ou won't be able to do much without a tape. Go get it. And come sraight back, mind!™

A few minutes later he was in O'Mara's office absorbing the DBLF physology tape. This time he
didnt flinch from the Mgor's hands. While the headband was being removed he asked, "How is
Corpsman Williamson?!

"Heéll live" said O'Mara dryly. "The bones were set by a Diagnogtician. Williamson won't dare die”

Conway rgjoined Mannon as quickly as possible. He was experiencing the characteristic mentd
double-vison and had to resst the urge to crawl on his somach, so he knew that the DBLF tape was
teking. The caerpillar-like inhabitants of Kegia were very close to Eath-humans both in basic
metabolism and temperament, so there was less of the confusion he had encountered with the earlier Tdfi
tape. But it gave him an dfinity for the beings he was treating which was actudly panful.

The concept of gun, bullet and target was a very ample one-just point, pull the trigger, and the target
isdead or disabled. The bullet didn't think &t dl, the pointer didn't think enough, and the target...suffered.

Conway had seen too many disabled targets recently, and lumps of metd which had ploughed ther
way into them leaving red craters in torn flesh, bone splinters and ruptured blood vesss. In addition
there was the long, painful process of recovery. Anyone who would inflict such damage on a thinking,
feding entity deserved something much more painful than the Monitor corrective psychiatry.

A few days previoudy Conway would have been ashamed of such thoughts-and he was now, a little.
He wondered if recent events had initiated inhim a process of mord degeneration, or was it that he was
merdly beginning to grow up?

Fve hours later they were through. Mannon gave his nurse ingructions to keep the four patients under
observation, but told her to get something to eat firgt. She was back within minutes carrying a large pack
of sandwiches and bearing the news that their dining hdl had been taken over by Trdthan Mde Medica.
Shortly after that Dr. Mannon went to deep in the middle of his second sandwich. Conway loaded him
onto the stretcher-carrier and took him to his room. On the way out he was collared by a Trdthan
Diagnogtician who ordered him to a DBDG casudty section.

Thistime Conway found himsdf working on targets of his own species and his maturing, or mora
degeneration, increased. He had begun to think that the Monitor Corps was too damned soft with some

people.

Three weeks later Sector Generd was back to normd. All but the most serioudy wounded patients
hed been transferred to their loca planetary hospitals. The damage caused by the calliding spaceship had
been repaired. Trdthan Made Medicd had vacated the dining hdl, and Conway no longer had to snaich
his meds off assorted ingtrument trolleys. But if things were back to normd for the hospitd as a whole,
such was not the case with Conway persondly.

He was taken off ward duty completdy and transferred to a mixed group of Earth-humans and
e-ts—most of whom were senior to himsaf—taking a course of lectures in Ship Rescue. Some of the
difficulties experienced in fishing survivors out of wrecked ships, especidly those which contained
dill-functioning power sources, made Conway open his eyes. The course ended with an interesting, if
back-breaking, practica which he managed to pass, and was followed by a more cerebral course in e-t
comparative philosophy. Running at the same time was a series on contamingtion emergencies. what to
do if the methane section sprung a leek and the temperature threatened to rise above minus one-forty,
what to do if a chlorine-breather was exposed to oxygen, or a water-breather was srangling in ar, or
vice-versa. Conway had shuddered at the idea of some of his fdlow students trying to give him atificd
respiration-some of whom weighed hdf a ton!-but luckily there was no practicd at the end of tha
course.

Evey one of the lecturers stressed the importance of rapid and accurate dassfication of incoming
patients, who very often were in no condition to give this information themsdves. In the four-letter
classfication system the firgt |etter was a guide to the generd metabolism, the second to the number and
digribution of limbs and sense organs, and the rest to a combinaion of pressure and gravity
requirements, which dso gave an indication of the physca mass and form of protective tegument a being
possessed. A, B and C fird letters were water-breathers. D and F warm-blooded oxygen-bregthers into



which dassfication mogt of the intdligent races fel. C to K were aso oxygen-breathing, but insectile,
light-gravity beings. L and M were aso light-gravity, but bird-like. The chlorine-breathers were contained
inthe O and P dassficaions. After that came the weirdies-radiation-egters, frigid-blooded or crysdline
beings, entities capable of changing physcd shape a will, and those possessing various forms of
extra-sensory powers. Teepathic species such as the Tdfi were given the prefix V. The lecturers would
flash a three-second picture of an e-t foot or a section of tegument onto the screen, and if Conway could
not rettle off an accurate dassfication from this glimpse, sarcastic words would be said.

It was dl very interesting suff, but Conway began to worry a little when he redized that 9x weeks
had passed without him even seeing a patient. He decided to cdl O'Mara and ask what for-in a
respectful, roundabout way, of course.

"Naturdly you want back to the wards,” O'Mara said, when Conway findly arrived at the point. "Dr.
Mannon would like you back, too. But | may have a job for you and don't want you tied up anywhere
else. But don't fed tha you are Imply marking time. Y ou are learning some useful suff, Doctor. At leadt,
| hope you are. Off."

As Conway replaced the intercom mike he was thinking that a lot of the things he was learning had
regard to Mgor O'Mara himsdf. There wasn't a course of lectures on the Chief Psychologist, but there
might well have been, because every lecture had O'Mara cregping into it somewhere. And he was only
beginning to redize how close he had come to being kicked out of the hospitd for his behaviour during
the Tdfi episode.

O'Mara bore the rank of Mgor in the Monitor Corps, but Conway had learned that within the
hospitd it was difficult to draw a limiting line to his authority. As Chief Psychologist he was responsible
for the menta hedth of dl the widdy varied individuads and species on the staff, and the avoidance of
friction between them.

Given even the highest qudities of tolerance and mutud respect in its personnel, there were 4ill
occasons when friction occurred. Potentidly dangerous Stuations arose through ignorance or
misunderdanding, or a being could develop a xenophobic neuross which might affect its effidency, or
mental gability, or both. An Earth-human doctor, for instance, who had a subconscious fear of spiders
would not be able to bring to bear on an lllensan patient the proper degree of dinicd detachment
necessary for its treetment. So it was O'Mara's job to detect and eradicate such sgns of trouble-or if dl
ese faled-remove the potentidly dangerous individud before such friction became open conflict. This
guarding againg wrong, unhedthy or intolerant thinking was a duty which he performed with such zed
that Conway had heard him likened to a latter-day Torquemada

E-ts on the aff whose home-planet histories did not contain an equivadent of the Inquistion likened
him to other things, and often cdled him them to hisface. But in O'Maras book Judtifidble Invective was
not indicative of wrong thinking, so there were no serious repercussions.

OMara was not respongble for the psychologicd shortcomings of patients in the hospitd, but
because it was s0 often impossible to tdl when a purdy physcd pan left off and a psychosometic one
began, he was consulted in these cases a so.

Thefact that the Mgjor had detached him from ward duty could mean ether promotion or demoation.
If Mannon wanted him back, however, then the job which O'Mara had in mind for hm mugt be of
greater importance. So Conway was pretty certain that he was not in any trouble with O'Mara, which
was avery nice way to fed. But curiosty was killing him.

Then next morning he recelved orders to present himsdf at the office of the Chief Psychologist. .

CHAPTER 3-TROUBLE WITH EMILY

It mugt have been one of the big colonid transports of the type which carried four generations of
colonigs between the stars before the hyper-drive made such gargantuan ships obsolete, Conway
thought, as he stared at the greet tear-drop shape framed in the direct vison port besde O'Maras desk.
With the exception of the pilot's greenhouse, its banks of observation gdleries and view ports were
blocked off by thick metd plating, and braced solidly from the outside to withstand considerable internd



pressure. Even beside the tremendous bulk of Sector Generd it looked huge.

"You are to act as liason between the hospital here and the doctor and patient from that ship,” sad
Chief Psychologist O'Mara, watching him closdy. "The doctor is quite a smdl lifeform. The patient is a
dinosaur.

Conway tried to keep the astonishment he fdt from showing in his face. O'Mara was andyzing his
reactions, he knew, and perversely he wanted to make the other's job as difficult as possble. He said
smply, "What's wrong with it?"

"Nothing," ssid O'Mara

"It must be psychologicd, then.. .

O'Mara shook his head.

"Then what is a hedthy, sane and intdligent being doing in a hos"

“Itign't intdligent.”

Conway breathed dowly in and out. O'Mara was obvioudy playing guessng games with him
again-not that Conway minded that, provided he was given a sporting chance to guess the right answers.
He looked again at the great mass of the converted transport, and meditated.

Putting hyper-drive engines into that grest sow of a ship had cost money, and the extensve structura
dterations to the hull a great ded more. It seemed an awful lot of trouble to go to for a...

"I've got it!" said Conway grinning. "It's a new specimen for us to take apart and investigate. .

"Good Lord, no!" cried O'Mara, horrified. He shot a quick, amog frightened look at a smdl sphere
of plagtic which was hdf hidden by some books on his desk, then went on serioudy, "This whole
business has been arranged at the highest levd-a sub-assembly of the Gaactic Council, no less. As to
what exactly it isdl about neither | nor anyone ese in Sector Generad knows. Possibly the doctor who
accompanied the patient and who has charge of it may tdl you sometime..."

O'Mards tone at that point implied that he very much doubted it.

"However, dl that the hospital and yoursdlf are required to do is cooperate.”

Apparently the being who was the doctor in the case came from a race which had been only recently
discovered, O'Mara went on to explain, which had tentatively been given the dassification VUXG: that
was, they were a lifeform possessing certain ps faculties had the adility to convert practicaly any
substance into energy for their physical needs and could adapt to virtudly any environment. They were
gmdl and wdl-nigh indestructible.

The VUXG doctor was telepathic, but ethics and the privecy taboo forbade it usng this faculty to
communicate with a non-telepathic life form, even if its range induded the Earth-human frequency. For
that reason the Trandator would be used exdusvely. This doctor belonged to a species long-ived both
asindividuds and in recorded higory, and in al that vast sweep of time there had been no war.

They were an old, wise and humble race, O'Mara concluded; intensdy humble. So much so that they
tended to look down on other races who were not so humble as they. Conway would have to be very
tactful because this extreme, this dmost overbearing humility might easily be mistaken for something else.

Conway looked dosdy at O'Mara. Was there not a fantly sardonic glean in those keen, iron-grey
eyes and atoo carefully neutrd expresson on that square-chisaled competent face? Then with a feding
of complete bafflement he saw O'Mara wink.

Ignaring it, Conway said, "This race, they sound stuck up to me."

He saw O'Mards lips twitch, then a new voice broke in on the proceedings with dramatic
suddenness. It was aflat, tondess, Trandated voice which boomed, "The sense of the preceding remark
isnot clear to me. We are stuck—adhering—up where?' There was a short pause, then, "While | admit
that my own menta capabilities are very low, at the same time | would suggest in dl humility thet the fault
may not atogether liewith me, but be due in part to the lamentable tendency for you younger and more
impracticd races to make sense-free noises when there is no necessity for anoise to be made at dl.”

It was then that Conway's wildly searching eyes it on the transparent plastic globe on O'Mara's desk.
Now tha he was redly looking at it he could see severd lengths of strgpping attached to it, together with
the unmistakable shape of a Trandator pack. Indde the container there floated a something...



"Dr. Conway," said O'Mara dryly, "meet Dr. Arretapec, your new boss." Mouthing slently, he added,
"You and your big mouth!"

The thing in the plastic globe, which resembled nothing so much as a withered prune floating in a
sphericad gob of syrup, was the VUXG doctor! Conway fdt his face burning. It was a good thing that the
Trandator dedt only with words and did not dso trandfer ther emotiond—in this ingance
sarcastic—connotations, otherwise he would have been in a most embarrassing position.

"As the closest cooperation is required,” O'Mara went on quickly, and the mass of the being
Arretapec is dight, you will wear it while on duty." O'Mara deftly suited actions to his words and
strapped the container onto Conway's shoulder. When he had finished he added, "You can go, Dr.
Conway. Detalled orders, when and where necessary, will be given to you direct by Dr. Arretapec.”

It could only happen here, Conway thought wryly as they left. Here he was with an e-t doctor riding
on his shoulder like a quivering, trangparent dumpling, their patient a hedthy and husky dinosaur, and the
purpose of the whole business was something which his colleague was reluctant to darify. Conway had
heard of blind obedience but blind cooperation was a new—and he thought, rather stupid—concept.

On the way to Lock Seventeen, the point where the hospital was joined to the ship containing their
patient, Conway tried to explan the organizetion of Sector Tweve Generd Hospitd to the
extrarterrestria doctor. Dr. Arretapec asked some pertinent questions from time to time, so presumably
he was interested.

Even though he had been expecting it, the sheer sze of the converted transport's interior shocked
Conway. With the exception of the two levels nearest the ship's outer skin, which at the moment housed
the atificd gravity generators, the Monitor Corps engineer had cut away everything to leave a grest
sphere of emptiness some two thousand feet in diameter. The inner surface of this sphere was a wet and
muddy shambles. Great untidy heaps of uprooted vegetation were piled indiscriminately about, most of it
patidly trampled into the mud. Conway aso noticed that quite alot of it was withered and dying.

After the gleaming, aseptic cleanliness which he was used to Conway found that the 9ght was doing
peculiar things to his nervous system. He began looking around for the patient.

His gaze moved out and upward across the acres of mud and tumbled vegetation until, high above his
head on the opposite Sde of the sphere the swvamp merged into a amdl, deep lake. There were shadowy
movements and swirling below its surface. Suddenly a tiny head mounted on a great Snuous neck broke
the surface, looked around, then submerged again with a tremendous splash.

Conway surveyed the distance to the lake and the qudity of the terrain between it and himsdf. He
sad, "Itsalong way to wak, I'll get an antigravity belt..."

"Thet will not be necessary,” said Arretapec. The ground abruptly flung itsdf away from them and they
were hurtling toward the distant |ake.

Classfication VUXG, Conway reminded himsdf when he got his breath back; possessing certain ps
faculties.

They landed gently near the edge of the lake. Arretapec told Conway that it wanted to concentrate its
thinking processes for a few minutes and requested him to keep both quiet and ill. A few seconds later
an itching started deep indde his ear somewhere. Conway manfully refrained from poking at it with his
finger and instead kept dl his atention on the surface of the lake.

Suddenly a great grey-brown, mountainous body broke the surface, a long tapering neck and tall
dapping the water with explosive violence. For an ingant Conway thought that the great beast had Smply
bobbed to the surface like a rubber bal but then he told himsdf that the bed of the lake mugt have
shelved suddenly under the mongter, giving an opticdly amilar effect. Still threshing madly with neck, tall
and four massve columnar legs the giant reptile gained the lake's edge and floundered onto, or rather
into, the mud, because it sank over its knee joints. Conway estimated that the said knee-joints were a
least ten feet from ground levd, that the thickest diameter of the great body was about eghteen feet and
that from head to tal the brute measured wel over one hundred feet. He guessed its weight a about



80,000 pounds. It possessed no naturd body armour but the extreme end of its tail, which showed
aurprisng mobility for such a heavy member, had an osseous bulge from which spouted two wicked,
forward-curving bony spikes.

As Conway watched, the greet reptile continued to churn up the mud in obvious agitation. Then
abruptly it fdl onto its knees and its great neck curved around and inward until its head muzzed
undernesth its own underbelly. It was aridiculous but oddly pathetic posture.

"It is badly frightened,” sad Arretapec. "These conditions do not adequatdly smulae its true
environment.”

Conway could understand and sympethize with the beast. The ingredients of its environment were no
doubt accuratdy reproduced but rather than being arranged in a lifdike manner they had just been
thrown together into a large muddy stew. Probably not deliberately, he thought, there must have been
some trouble with the atificid gravity grids on the way out to account for this jumbled landscape. He
sad:

"Isthe mentd State of the patient of importance to the purpose of your work?"

"Very much s0," said Arretapec.

"Then the firg step isto make it alittle more happy with its lot," said Conway, and went down on his
haunches. He took a sample of the lake water, the mud and severd of the varieties of vegetation nearby.
Hndly he straightened up and said, "Is there anything e se we have to do here?!

"I can do nothing a present,” Arretapec replied. The Trandated voice was tondess and uiterly
without emotion, naturdly, but from the spacing of the words Conway thought that the other sounded

deeply disgppointed.

Back a the entry lock Conway made determined tracks toward the dining hdl reserved for
warm-blooded, oxygen-bregthing life-forms. He was hungry.

Many of his colleagues were in the hdl-DBLF caterpillars who were dow everywhere but in the
operating theatre, Earth-human DBDGs like hmsdf and the great, dephantine Trathan—classfication
FGLI—who, with thelittle OTSB life-form who lived in symbioss with it, was well on the way to joining
the ranks of the lordly Diagnogticians. But instead of engaging in conversation dl around, Conway
concentrated on gaining dl the data possible on the planet of origin of the reptilian patient.

For greater ease of conversation he had taken Arretapec out of its plastic container and placed it on
the table in a space between the potatoes and gravy dish. At the end of the med Conway was Sartled to
find that the being had dissol ved—ingested—a two inch hole in the tablel

"When in deep cogitation,” Arretapec replied when Conway rather exasperatedly wanted to know
why, "the process of food-gathering and ingestion is automatic and unconscious with us. We do not
indulge in eating as a pleasure as you obvioudy do, it dilutes the qudity of our thinking. However, if |
have caused damage..."

Conway hedily reassured him that a plagic tablecloth was rdaivdy vadudess in the present
circumstances, and beat a quick retreat from the place. He did not try to explan how catering officers
could fed rather peeved over ther rdatively vaueess property.

After lunch Conway picked up the andyss of his test samples, then headed for the Maintenance
Chief's office. This was occupied by one of the Nidian teddy bears wearing an armband with gold
edging, and an Earth-human in Monitor green whose collar bore a Colond's inggnia over an Enginearing
flash. Conway described the stuation and what he wanted done, if such athing was possible.

"It is possible" said the red teddy bear after they had gone into a huddle of Conway's data sheets,
"t

"O'Mara told me expense is no object,” Conway interrupted, nodding toward the tiny being on his
shoulder. "Maximum cooperation, he said."

"In that case we can do it," the Monitor Colonel put in briskly. He was regarding Arretapec with an
expression close to awe. "Let's see, transports to bring the suff from its home planet—quicker and
cheaper in the long run than syntheszing its food here. And well need two ful companies of the
Enginears Divison with ther robots to make its house a happy home, ingead of the twenty-odd men



responsible for bringing it here" His eyes became unfocused as rapid cdculaions went on behind them,
then: "Three days."

Even dlowing for the fact that hyper-drive trave was ingantaneous, Conway thought thet that was
veary fagt indeed. He said so.

The Colond acknowledged the compliment with the thinnest of amiles He said, "What is dl thisin ad
of, you havent told us yet?'

Conway waited for a ful minute to give Arretapec plenty of time to answer the question, but the
VUXG kept slent. He could only mumble "l don't know" and leave quickly.

The next door they entered was boldly labdled "Dietitian-in-Chief- Species DBDG, DBLF and
FGLJ. Dr. K. W. HARDIN." Insde, the white-haired and digtinguished head of Dr. Hardin raised itsdf
from some charts he was studying and bawled, "And what's biting you..."

While Conway was impressed by and greatly respected Dr. Hardin, he was no longer afraid of him.
The Chief Dietitian was a man who was quite charming to strangers, Conway had learned; with
acquaintances he tended to be alittle on the abrupt side, and toward his friends he was downright rude.
As briefly as possble Conway tried to explain what was biting him.

"You mean | have to go around replanting the Suff it's eaten, so thet it doesn't know but thet it grew
naturdly?' Hardin interrupted at one point. "Who the blazes do you think | am? And how much does this
dirty great cow est, anyway?'

Conway gave him the figures he had worked ouit.

"Three and a hdf tons of pdm fronds a day!" Hardin roared, practicdly dimbing his desk. "And
tender green shoots of ... Ye Gods! And they tdl me dietetics is an exact science. Three and a hdf tons of
shrubbery, exact! Hah...!I"

They Ieft Hardin & that point. Conway knew thet everything would be dl right because the dietitian
hed shown no signs of becoming charming.

To the VUXG Conway explained that Hardin had not been non-cooperative, but had just sounded
that way. He was keen to help as had been the other two. Arretapec replied to the effect that members
of such immeature and short-lived races could not help behaving in an insane fashion.

A second vigt to ther patient followed. Conway brought a C-belt dong with him thistime and so was
independent of Arretapec's teleportive ability. They drifted around and above the great, ambulating
mountain of flesh and bone, but not once did Arretapec so much as touch the creature. Nothing whatever
happened except thet the patient once again showed sgns of agitation and Conway suffered a periodic
itch deep indde his ear. He sneaked a quick look at the tell-tde which was surgicaly embedded in his
forearm to see if there was anything foreign in his bloodstream, but everything was norma. Maybe he
was judt dlergic to dinosaurs.

Back in the hospita proper Conway found that the frequency and violence of his yawns was
threstening to didocate his jaw, and he redized that he had had a hard day. The concept of deep was
completely strange to Arretapec, but the being raised no objections to Conway indulging in it if it was
necessary to his physica well-being. Conway gravely assured it thet it was, and headed for his room by
the shortest route.

What to do with Dr. Arretapec bothered him for awhile The VUXG was an important personage; he
could not very well leave it in a Storage closet or in a corner somewhere, even though the being was
tough enough to be comfortable in much more rugged surroundings. Nor could he Smply put it out for the
night without gravely hurting its fedings—at least, if the postions had been reversed his fedings would
have been hurt. He wished O'Mara had given indructions to cover this contingency. Findly he placed the
being on top of hiswriting desk and forgot abot it.

Arretapec must have thought deeply during the night, because there was a three inch hole in the
desktop next morning.



During the afternoon of the second day a row started between the two doctors. At least Conway
considered it arow; what an entirdy dien mind like Arretapec's chose to think of it was anybody's guess.

It started when the VUXG requested Conway to be quiet and gill while it went into one of its
slences. The being had gone back to the old postion on Conway's shoulder, explaining that it could
concentrate more effectively while at rest rather than with part of its mind engaged in levitating. Conway
hed done as he was told without comment though there were saverd things he would have liked to say:
What was wrong with the patient? What was Arretapec doing about it? And how was it being done
when neither of them so much as touched the creature? Conway was in the intensdy frudtrating position
of a doctor confronted with a patient on whom he is not dlowed to practice his créft: he was eaten up
with curiogty and it was bothering him. Y et he did his best to stand lill.

But the itching started indde his ear again, worse than ever before. He barely noticed the geysers of
mud and water flung up by the dinosaur asiit threshed itsway out of the shdlows and onto the bank. The
gnawing, unlocdized itch built up remorseesdy until with a sudden ydl of fright he dapped at the sde of
his head and began poking frantically at his ear. The action brought immediate and blessed rdief, but...

"I cannot work if you fidget," said Arretapec, the rapidity of the words the only indication of their
emotiona content. ™Y ou will therefore leave me a once.

"l wasn't fidgeting,” Conway protested angrily. "My ear itched and 1-"

"An itch, especidly one capable of making you move as this one has done, is a symptom of a physica
disorder which should be treated," the VUXG interrupted. "Or it is caused by a paragitic or symbictic
life-form dwelling, perhaps unknown to you, on your body.

"Now, | expresdy stated that my assstant should be in perfect physica hedth and not a member of a
species who ether conscioudy or unconscioudy harbored parasites-a type, you must understand, which
are paticularly prone to fidget-so that you can understand my displeasure. Had it not been for your
sudden movement | might have accomplished something, therefore go.

"Why you supercilious—"

The dinosaur chose that moment to stagger into the shdlow water again, lose its footing and come the
great grand-daddy of dl bdlyflops. Fdling mud and spray drenched Conway and a smdl tidd wave
surged over his feet. The didraction was enough to make him pause, and the pause gave him time to
redize that he had not been persondly insulted. There were many intdligent species who harbored
parasites—some of them actudly necessary to the hedth of the host body, so that in their case the dang
expression being lousy aso meant being in tiptop condition. Maybe Arretapec had meant to be insulting,
but he could not be sure. And the VUXG weas, after dl, a very important person...

"What exactly might you have accomplished?' Conway asked sarcadticaly. He was ill angry, but
hed decided to fight on the professona rather than the persona leved. Besides, he knew tha the
Trandator would take the insulting edge off his words. "What are you trying to accomplish, and how do
you expect to do it merdy by—from what | can see, anyway—just looking at the patient?'

" cannot tell you," Arretapec replied after afew seconds. "My purpose is...is vadt. It is for the future.
Y ou would not understand.”

"How do you know? If you told me what you were doing maybe | could hdp.”

"You cannot hdp.”

"Look," said Conway exasperated, "you haven't even tried to use the full fadilities of the hospita yet.
No maiter what you are trying to do for your patient, the firg step should have been a thorough
examination—immohilization, followed by X rays, biopsies, the lot. This would have given you vauable
physologicd data upon which to work—"

"To date the matter Imply," Arretapec broke in, "you are saying that in order to understand a
complicated organism or mechanism, one mud firg be broken down into its component parts that they
might be understood individudly. My race does not believe that an object mugt be destroyed—even In
part—before it can be understood. Your crude methods of investigation are therefore worthless to me. |



uggest that you leave.™

Seething, Conway |eft.

His firs impulse was to sorm into O'Mard's office and tdl the Chief Psychologigt to find somebody
ese to run errands for the VUXG. But O'Mara had told him that his present assgnment was important,
and O'Mara would have unkind things to say if he thought that Conway was throwing his hand in Smply
out of pique because his curiogty had not been saisfied or his pride hurt. There were lots of
doctors—the assgtants to Diagnodticians, particularly—who were not dlowed to touch their superior's
patients, or wasit just that Conway resented a being like Arretapec being his superior...?

If Conway went to O'Mara in his present frame of mind there was red danger of the psychologist
deciding that he was temperamentally unsuited for his position. Quite gpart from the prestige attached to
apost a Sector Generd, the work performed in it was both gimulaing and very much worthwhile,
Should O'Mara decide that he was unfit to remain here and pack him off to some planetary hospitd, it
would be the greatest tragedy of Conway's life

But if he could not go to O'Mara, where could he go? Ordered off one job and not having another,
Conway was at loose ends. He stood at a corridor intersection for severa minutes thinking, while beings
representing a cross-section of dl the intdligent races of the gdaxy strode undulated or skittered past
him, then suddenly he had it. There was something he could do, something which he would have done
anyway if everything had not happened with such arush.

The hospitd library had severd items on the prehistoric periods of Earth, both taped and in the
old-fashioned and more cumbersome book form. Conway heaped them on areading desk and prepared
to make an atempt to satidfy his professond curiosity about the patient in this roundabout fashion.

The time passed very quickly.

Dinosaur, Conway discovered a once, was Smply a generd term applied to the giant reptiles. The
patient, except for its larger Sze and bony enlargement of the tip of the tall, was identicd in outward
physcd characteristics to the brontosaurus which lived among the swvamps of the Jurassic Period. It dso
was herbivorous, but unlike their patient had no means of defence againg the carnivorous reptiles of its
time There was a surprisng amount of physiologicd data avalable as wel, which Conway absorbed
greedily.

The soind column was composed of huge vertebrae, and with the exception of the caudd vertebrae
dl were hollon—this saving of osseous materid making possible a rdativey low body weight in
comparison with its tremendous Sze. It was oviparous. The head was amdl, the brain case one of the
gmndles found among the vertebrates. But in addition to this brain there was a well-developed nerve
centrein the region of the sacral vertebrae which was severd times as large as the brain proper. It was
thought that the brontosaur grew dowly, their great Sze being explained by the fact that they could live
two hundred or more years.

Thar only defence agang contemporary rivas was to take to and remain in the water—they could
pasture under water and required only brief mouthfuls of air, apparently. They became extinct when
geologic changes caused their svampy habitats to dry up and leave them a the mercy of ther naurd
enemies,

One authority stated that these saurians were nature's biggest falure. Yet they had flourished, said
another, through three geologic periods—the Triassc, Jurassc and Cretaceous—which totdled 140
million years, along time indeed for a “falure’ to be around, congdering the fact that Man had existed
only for approximeately hdf amillion years...!

Conway left the library with the conviction that he had discovered something important, but what
exactly it was he could not say; it was an intensdy frustrated feding. Over a hurried med he decided that
he badly needed more information and there was only one person who might be able to giveit to him. He
would see O'Mara again.

"Where is our amdl friend?' said the psychologist sharply when Conway entered his office a few
minutes later. "Have you had afight or something?”



Conway gulped and tried to keep his voice steady as he replied, "Dr. Arretapec wished to work with
the patient done for awhile, and I've been doing some research on dinosaursin the library. | wondered if
you had anymore information for me?"

"A litle" O'Mara said. He looked steadily & Conway for severd very uncomfortable seconds, then
grunted, "Hereitis..."

The Monitor Corps survey vessel which had discovered Arretapec’'s home planet had, after redizing
the high stage of dvilization reached by the inhabitants, given them the hyper-drive. One of the firg
planets vidted had been a raw, young world devoid of intdligent life, but one of its lifeforms had
interested them—the giant saurian. They had told the Gdactic powers-that-be that given the proper
ass gtance they might be able to do something which would benefit avilization as a whole, and as it was
impossble for any telepathic race to tdl alie or even understand what a lie is, they were given the
assigtance asked for and Arretapec and his patient had come to Sector Generd. There was one other
gmdl item as wdl, O'Mara told Conway. Apparently the VUXG's ps faculties included a sort of
precognitive ability. This latter did not appear to be of much use because it did not work with individuas
but only with populations, and then so far in the future and in such a hgphazard manner tha it was
practicaly useless.

Conway left O'Mara feding more confused than ever.

He was dill trying to make the odd bits and pieces of information add up to something which made
sense, but either he was too tired or too stupid. And definitdly he was tired; these past two days his brain
hed been just so much thick, weary fog...

There must be an association between the two factors, Arretapec’'s coming and this unaccountable
weariness, Conway thought: he was in good physicad condition and no amount of muscular or mental
exertion had left him feding this way before. And had not Arretapec said something about the itching
sensations he had fet being symptomatic of a disorder?

All of a sudden his job with the VUXG doctor was no longer merdy frudtrating or annoying. Conway
was beginning to fed anxiety for his own persond safety. Suppose theitching was due to some new type
of bacteriawhich did not show up on his persond tell-tale? He had thought something like this when his
fidgeting had caused Arretapec to send him away, but for the rest of the day he had been subconscioudy
trying to convince himsdf that it was nothing because the intengty of the sensations had diminished to
practicdly zero. Now he knew that he should have had one of the senior physicians look into it. He
should, in fact, do it now.

But Conway was very tired. He promised himsdf that he would get Dr. Mannon, his previous
Superior, to give him a going over in the morning. And in the morning he would have to get on the right
dde of Arretapec again. He was gill worrying about the strange new disease he might have caught and
the correct method of gpologizing to a VUXG lifeform when he fell adeep.

v

Next morning there was another two-inch hollow esten in the top of his desk and Arretapec was
nedling indde it. As soon as Conway demonstrated that he was awake by stting up, the being spoke:

"It had occurred to me since yesterday,” the VUXG said, "that | have perhaps been expecting too
much in the way of self-control, emotiond gtability, and the ahility to endure or to discount minor physica
irritantsin a member of a species which is—reatively, you understand—of low mentdity. | will therefore
do my utmost to bear these pointsin mind during our future relations together.”

It took a few seconds for Conway to redize that Arretapec had apologized to him. When he did he
thought that it was the most insulting gpology he had ever had tendered to him, and that it spoke wel for
his sef-control that he did not tdll the other so0. Instead he smiled and indsted thet it was dl his fault. They
|eft to see thar patient again.

Theinterior of the converted transport had changed out of al recognition. Instead of a hollow sphere
covered with a muddy shambles of soil, water and foliage, three-quarters of the avalable surface was
now a perfect representation of a Mesozoic landscape. Yet it was not exactly the same as the pictures
Conway had studied yesterday, because they had been of a digant age of Earth and this flora had been



transplanted from the patient's own world, but the differences were surprisngly smdl. The grestest
change wasin the sky.

Where previoudy it had been possible to look up at the opposite sde of the hollow sphere, now one
looked up into a blue-white migt in which burned a very lifdike sun. The hollow centre of the ship had
been dmog filled with this semi-opague gas so that now it would take a keen eye and amind armed with
foreknowledge for a person to know that he was not anding on ared planet with ared sun in the foggy
sky above him. The engineers had done afine job.

"I had not thought such an elaborate and lifdike recongtruction possble here) sad Arretapec
suddenly. "You are to be commended. This should have a very good effect on the patient.”

The lifeform under discusson—for some peculiar reason the engineers inssed on cdling it
Emily—was contentedly shredding the fronds from the top of athirty foot high pam-like growth. The fact
of its being on dry land ingtead of pasturing under water was indicdive of its state of mind, Conway
knew, because the old-time brontosaur invariably took to the water when threatened by enemies, tha
being its only defence. Apparently this neo-brontosaurus hadn't a care in the world.

"Essntidly it is the same as fitting up a new ward for the treatment of any extra-terrestria patient,”
sad Conway modedtly, "the chief difference here being the scale of the work undertaken.”

"l am nevertheess impressed,” said Arretapec.

Frgt gpologies and now compliments, Conway thought wryly. As they moved closer and Arretapec
once agan warned him to keep quiet and ill, Conway guessed that the VUXG's change of manner was
due to the work of the engineers. With the patient now in ided surroundings the treatment, whatever form
it was taking, might have an increased chance of success .

Suddenly Conway began to itch again. It started in the usud place deep insgde his right ear, but this
time it spread and built up in intengty until his whole brain seemed to be crawling with vicoudy biting
insects. He ft cold sweat break on him, and remembered his fears of the previous evening when he had
resolved to go to Mannon. This wasn't imagination, this was serious, perhaps deadly serious. His hands
flew to his head with a panicky, involuntary mation, knocking the container holding Arretapec to the
ground.

"You are fidgeting again. . ." began the VUXG.

"l ... I'm sorry,” Conway stammered. He mumbled something incoherent about having to leave, that it
was important and couldn't wait, then fled in disorder.

Three hours later he was stting in Dr. Mannon's DBDG examinaion room while Mannon's dog
dternady growled fiercdy a him or rolled on its back and looked gopeding in van attempts to entice
hm to play with it. But Conway had no indination for the ritud pummeling and wrestling that the dog and
himsdf enjoyed when he had the time for it. All his attention was focused on the bent head of his former
superior and on the charts lying on Mannon's desk. Suddenly the other looked up.

"There's nothing wrong with you,” he said in the peremptory manner reserved for sudents and patients
suspected of mdingering. A few seconds later he added, "Oh, I've no doubt youve fdt these
sensations—tiredness, itching, and so on—but what sort of case are you working on & the moment?’

Conway told him. A few times during the narration Mannon grinned.

"I take it this is your first long-term—er—exposure to a teepathic lifeform and that | am the firg
you've mentioned this trouble to?' Mannon's tone was of one meking a statement rather than of asking a
question. "And, of course, dthough you fed thisitching sensation intensdy when close to the VUXG and
the patient, it continuesin a weaker form a other times”

Conway nodded. "I fdt it for awhile just five minutes ago.

"Naturdly, there is attenuation with distance" Mannon said. "But as regards yoursdf, you have
nothing to worry about. Arretapec is—dl unknowingly, you undersand—simply trying to meke a
telepath out of you. I'll explan...”

Apparently prolonged contact with some telepathic life-forms simulated a certain area in the human
brain which was either the beginnings of a teepathic function that would evolve in the future, or the



atrophied remnant of something possessed in the primitive past and since logt.

The result was troublesome but a quite harmless irritation. On very rare occasons however, Mannon
added, this proximity produced in the humen a sort of atifica telepathic faculty—tha was, he could
sometimes receive thoughts from the telepath to whom he had been exposed, but of no other being. The
faculty was in dl cases drictly temporary, and disappeared when the being responsible for bringing it
about left the human.

"But these cases of induced telepathy are extremdy rare," Mannon concluded, "and obvioudy you are
getting only the irritant by-product, otherwise you might know what Arretapec is playing at Smply by
reeding hismind."

While Dr. Mannon had been talking, and relieved of the worry that he had caught some strange new
disease, Conway's mind had been working furioudy. Vaguely, as odd events with Arretapec and the
brontosaurus returned to hismind and were added to scraps of the VUXG's conversations and his own
Sudying of the life—and extinction—of Earth's long gone race of giant reptiles, a picture was forming in
hismind. It was a crazy—or at least cockeyed—picture, and it was 4ill incomplete, but what else could
abeing like Arretapec be doing to a patient like the brontosaurus, a patient who had nothing at dl wrong
with it?

"Pardon?' Conway said. He had become aware that Mannon had said something which he had not
caught.

"l sad if you find out what Arretapec is doing, let me know," Mannon repeated.

"Oh, | know what it's doing,” said Conway. "At least | think | do—and | understand why Arretapec
does not want to tak about it. The ridicule if it tried and failed, why even the idea of its trying is
ridiculous. What | don't know iswhy itisdoing it..."

"Dr. Conway," said Mannon in a deceptively mild voice, "if you don't tdl me what you're talking about
| will, as our cruder-minded interns so succinctly put it, have your guts for garters.”

Conway stood up quickly. He had to get back to Arretapec without further delay. Now that he had a
rough idea of what was going on there were things he must see to—urgent safety precautions that a being
such as the VUXG might not think of. Absently, he said, "I'm sorry, gr, | can't tdl you. You see, from
what you've told me there is a posshility that my knowledge derives directly from Arretapec's mind,
telepathicaly, and is therefore privileged information. I've got to rush now, but thanks very much.”

Once outsde Conway practicadly ran to the nearest communicator and caled Maintenance. The voice
which answered he recognized as badonging to the engineer Colone he had met earlier. He said quickly,
"Isthe hull of that converted transport strong enough to take the shock of a body of gpproximately eight
thousand pounds moving at, uh, anything between twenty and one hundred miles an hour, and what
safety measures can you take againgt such an occurrence?”

There was a long, loaded slence, then, "Are you kidding? It would go through the hull like so much
plywood. But in the event of amgor puncture like that the volume of ar ingde the ship is such that there
would be plenty of time for the maintenance people to get into suits. Why do you ask?'

Conway thought quickly. He wanted a job done but did not want to tel why. He told the Colone that
he was worried about the gravity grids which maintained the atifida gravity ingde the ship. There were
0 many of them that if one section should accidentdly reverse its polarity and fling the brontosaurus
away from it ingtead of holding it down...

Reather tedily the Colond agreed that the gravity grids could be switched to repulson, adso focused
into pressor or attractor beams, but that the changeover did not occur smply because somebody
breathed on them. There were safety devices incorporated which...

"All the same," Conway broke in, "I would fed much safer about things if you could fix dl the gravity
grids so that a the approach of a heavy fdling body they would automaicdly switch over to
repulson—just in case the worst happens. Is that possible?!

"Isthisan order?" said the Colond, "or are you just the worrying type?'

"It'san order, I'm &frad," said Conway.

"Thenit's possble A sharp dick put afull stop to the conversation.



Conway set out to rgoin Arretapec again to become an ided assgtant to his chief in that he would
have answers ready before the questions were asked. Also, he thought wryly, he would have to
manoeuvre the VUXG into asking the proper questions so that he could answer them.

\Y,

On the fifth day of their association, Conway said to Arretapec, "I have been assured that your patient
is not suffering from ether a physicad condition or one requiring psychiatric correction, so that | am led to
the condusion that you are trying to effect some change in the brain Structure by telepathic, or some
related means. If my conclusions are correct, | have information which might aid or at least interest you:

"There was a giant reptile Imilar to the patient which lived on my own planet in primitive times. From
remans unearthed by archaeologists we know that it possessed, or required, a second nerve centre
severd times as big as the brain proper in the region of the sacra vertebrae, presumably to handle
movements of the hind legs, tall and so on. If such was the case here you might have two brains to ded
with instead of one.”

As he waited for Arretapec to reply Conway gave thanks that the VUXG belonged to a highly ethica
species which did not hold with using their telepathy on non-telepaths, otherwise the being would have
known that Conway knew that their patient had two nerve-centres—that he knew because while
Arretapec had been dowly esting another hole in his desk one night and Conway and the patient hed
been adeep, a colleague of Conway's had surreptitioudy used an X-ray scanner and camera on the
unsuspecting dinosaur.

"Your conclusons are correct," said Arretapec at lagt, "and your informetion is interesting. | had not
thought it possible for one entity to possess two brains. However this would explain the unusud difficulty
of communication | have with this creature. | will investigate.”

Conway fdt the itching start ingde his head again, but now that he knew what it was he was able to
take it without "fidgeting." The itch died away and Arretapec said, "I am getting a response. For the firg
time | am getting a response.” The itching sensation began indde his skull again and dowly built up, and
up...
It wasn't judt like ants with red-hot pincers chewing at his brain cells, Conway thought agonisedly as
he fought to keep from moving and digtracting Arretapec now that the being appeared to be getting
somewherg; it fdt as though somebody was punching holesin his poor, quivering brain with arusty nal. It
hed never been like this before, this was sheer torture.

Then suddenly there was a subtle change in the sensations. Not a lessening, but of something added.
Conway had a brief, blinding glimpse of something—it was like a phrase of great music played on a
damaged recording, or the beauty of a masterpiece that is cracked and disfigured dmost beyond
recognition. He knew that for an indant, through the ditorting waves of pain, he had actudly seen into
Arretapec's mind.

Now he knew everything...

The VUXG continued to have responses dl that day, but they were erratic, violent and uncontrolled.
After one particular dramétic response had caused the panicky dinosaur to levd a couple of acres of
trees, then sent it charging into the lake in terror, Arretapec cdled a hdlt.

"Itisusdess sad the doctor. "The being will not use what | am trying to teach it for itsdlf, and when |
force the process it becomes afrad.”

There was no emation in the flat, Trandated tones, but Conway who had had a glimpse of
Arretapec's mind knew the bitter disappointment thet the other felt. He wished desperately that he could
help, but he knew that he could do nothing directly of assistance—A rretapec was the one who had to do
the red work inthis case, he could only prod things dong now and then. He was dill wracking his brain
for an answer to the problem when he turned in that night, and just before he went to deep he thought he
found it.

Next morning they tracked down Dr. Mannon just as he was entering the DBLF operdting thestre.
Conway said, "Sir, can we borrow your dog?"



"Busness or pleasure?’ saidd Mannon suspicioudy. He was very attached to his dog, so much so tha
northuman members of the gaff suspected a symbiatic relationship.

"Wewon't hurt it a al," said Conway reassuringly.

"Thanks" He took the lead from the appendage of the Trdthen intern holding it, then sad to
Arretapec, "Now back to my room...

Ten minutes later the dog, barking furioudy, was dashing around Conway's room while Conway
himsdf hurled cushions and pillows at it. Suddenly one connected fairly, bowling it over. Paws scrabbling
and skidding on the plastic flooring it erupted into frantic burst of high-pitched yelps and snarls.

Conway found himsdf whipped off his feet and suspended eight feet up in mid-air.

"l did not redize" boomed the voice of Arretapec from his podgtion on the desk, "that you had
intended this to be a demondiration of Earth human sadism. | am shocked, horrified. You will release this
unfortunate animd at once."

Conway said, "Put me down and I'll explan..."

Vi

On the eighth day they returned the dog to Dr. Mannon and went back to work on the dinosaur. At
the end of the second week they were dill working and Arretapec, Conway and ther patient were being
talked, whistled, cheeped and grunted about in every language in use a the hospitd. They were in the
dning hal one day when Conway became aware that the annunciator which had been droning out
messages in the background was now cdling his name.

"...OMara on the intercom," it was saying monotonoudy, "Doctor Conway, please. Would you
contact Mgor O'Mara on the intercom as soon as possible. .

"Excuse me" Conway said to Arretapec, who was nesling on the plastic block which the catering
superintendent had rather pointedly placed a Conway's table, and headed for the nearest communicator.

"It isnt a life-and-desth matter,” said O'Mara when he cdled and asked what was wrong. "I would
like to have some things explained to me. For ingance:

"Dr. Hardin is practicdly frothing at the mouth because the food vegetation which he plants and
replenishes so carefully has now got to be sprayed with some chemicd which will render it less pleasant
to taste, and why is a certain amount of the vegetation kept at itsfull flavour but in storage? What are you
doing with a tri-di projector? And where does Mannon's dog fit into this?' O'Mara paused, reuctantly,
for breath, then went on, "And Colone Skempton says that his engineers are run ragged stting up
tractor and pressor beam mounts for you two—not that he minds that so much, but he says that if dl that
gadgetry was pointed outward ingtead of inward that hulk you're messing around in could take on and
lick a Federation cruiser.

"And hismen, well.. " O'Mara was holding his tone to a conversationd leve, but it was obvious that
he was having trouble doing so. "Quite a few of them are having to consult me professiondly. Some of
them, the lucky ones perhaps, just don't believe thar eyes. The others would much prefer pink
eephants”

There was a short slence, then O'Mara said, "Mannon tels me that you climbed onto your ethicd high
horse and wouldn't say a thing when he asked you. | was wondering—"

“I'm sorry, gr," said Conway awkwardly.

"But what the blinding blue blazes are you doing?' O'Mara erupted, then, "Wel, good luck with it
anyway. Off."

Conway hurried to rgoin Arretapec and take up the conversation where it had been left off. As they
were leaving alittle later, Conway said, "It was stupid of me not to take the Sze factor into consideration.
But now that we have—"

"Supid of us, friend Conway," Arretapec corrected in its toneless voice. "Most of your ideas have
worked out successfully so far. You have been of invauable assistance to me, so that | sometimes think
that you have guessed my purpose. | an hoping that this idea, aso, will work."

"WEell keep our fingers crossed.”



On this occasion Arretapec did not, asit usudly did, point out that firdly it did not believe in luck and
secondly that it possessed no fingers. Arretapec was ddfinitdy growing more understanding of the ways
of humans. And Conway now wished that the high-minded VUXG would read his mind, just so that the
being would know how much he was with it in this how much he wanted Arretapec's experiment to
succeed this afternoon.

Conway could fed the tenson mounting in him dl the way to the ship. When he was gving the
engineers and maintenance men their find ingructions and making sure that they knew what to do in any
emergency, he knew that he was joking a bit too much and laughing a little too heartily. But then
everyone was showing sgns of grain. A little later, however, as he stood less than fifty yards from the
patient and with equipment festooning him like a Christmas tree—an anti-gravity pack belted around his
wad, atri-di projector locus and viewer strapped to his chest and his shoulders hung with a heavy radio
pack—his tenson had reached the point of immobility and outward cdm of the spring which can be
wound no tighter.

"Projector crew ready,” said avoice.

"Thefood'sin place," came another.

"All tractor and pressor beam men on top line" reported athird.

"Right, Doctor,” Conway said to the hovering Arretapec, and ran a suddenly dry tongue around drier
lips "Do your Suff."

He pressed a stud on the locus mechaniam on his chest and immediatdy there sprang into being
around and above him the immaterid image of a Conway who was fifty feet high. He saw the patient's
head go up, heard the low-pitched whinnying sound that it made when agitated or afrad and which
contrasted so oddly with its bulk, and saw it backing ponderoudy toward the water's edge. But
Arretapec was radiating furioudy at the brontosaur's two smdl, dmost rudimentary brains—sending out
great waves of cadm and reassurance—and the greet reptile grew quiet. Very dowly so as not to darm it,
Conway went through the motions of reaching behind him, picking something up and placing it wel in
front of him. Above and around him his fifty-foot image did the same.

But where the image's great hand came down there was a bundle of greenery, and when the
solid-seeming but immaterid hand moved upward the bundle followed it, kept in postion at the apex of
three ddicatedly manipulated pressor beams. The fresh, moig bundle of plants and padm fronds was
placed close to the dill uneasy dinosaur, gpparently by the hand which then withdrew. After what seemed
like an eternity to the waiting Conway the massve, snuous neck arched downward. It began poking a
the greenery. It began to nibble...

Conway went through the same motions again, and again. All the time he and his fifty-foot image kept
edging closer.

The brontosaur, he knew, could a a pinch eat the vegetation which grew around it, but since Dr.
Hardin's sprayer had gone into operation it wasn't very nice suff. But it could tdl that these tidbits were
the red, old suff; the fresh, juicy, sweet-amdling food thet it used to know which had so unaccountably
disappeared of late. Its nibbles became hungry gobbling.

Conway said, "All right. Stage Two...

Usng the tiny viewer which showed his images rdationship to the dinosaur as a guide, Conway
reached forward again. High up and invisble on the opposite wdl of the hull another pressor beam went
into operation, synchronizing its movements with the hand which was now apparently sroking the
patient's great neck, and adminigering a firm but gentle pressure. After an initid indant of panic the
patient went back to esting, and occasondly shuddering a little. Arretapec reported that it was enjoying
the sensation.

"Now," said Conway, "WEell start playing rough.”

Two grest hands were placed againd its Sde and massed pressors toppled it over with a
ground-shaking crash. In red terror now it threshed and heaved medly in a van attempt to get its
ponderous and ungainly body upright on its feet. But instead of inflicting morta damage, the great hands
continued only to stroke and pat. The brontosaur had quieted and was showing Sgns of enjoying itsdf



agan when the hands moved to a new position. Tractor and pressor beams both seized the recumbent
body, yanked it upright and toppled it onto the opposite Side.

Usng the anti-gravity belt to increase his mobility, Conway began hopping over and around the
brontosaur, with Arretapec, who was in rapport with the patient, reporting congtantly on the effects of the
various dimuli. He stroked, patted, pummeed and pushed at the giant reptile with blown-up, immaterid
hands and feet. He yanked itstail and he dapped its neck, and dl the time the tractor and pressor crews
kept perfect time with him...

Something like this had occurred before, not to mention other things which, it was rumoured, had
driven one engineer to drink and at least four off it. But it was not until the Sze factor had been taken into
condderation as it had today with this monger tri-di projection that there had been such promisng
results. Previoudy it had been as if a mouse were manhandling a St. Bernard during the past week or
so—no wonder the brontosaurus had been in a frenzy of panic when dl sorts of inexplicable things had
been happening to it and the only reason it could see for them was two tiny creatures that were just
bardy vishbleto it!

But the patient's species had roamed its home planet for a hundred million years, and it persondly was
immensgy long-lived. Although its two brains were tiny it was redly much smarter than a dog, so that
very soon Conway had it trying to St and beg.

And two hours later the brontosaurus took off.

VIl

It rose rapidly from the ground, a monstrous, ungainly and indescribable object with its massve legs
meking involuntary waking movements and the great neck and tall hanging down and waving dowly.
Obvioudy it was the brain in the sacrd area and not the cranium which was handing the levitation,
Conway thought, as the grest reptile approached the bunch of pdm fronds which were balanced
tantdizingly two hundred feet above its head. But that was a detall, it was levitating, that was the man
thing. Unless—"Are you hdping?' Conway said sharply to Arretapec.

The reply was flat and emotionless by necessity, but had the VUXG been human it would have been a
yl of sheer triumph.

"Good old Emily!" somebody shouted in Conway's phones, probably one of the beam operators,
then, "Look, she's passing it!"

The brontosaur had missed the suspended bundle of foliage and was dill rigng fast. It made a dumsy,
convulgve attempt to reach it in passing, which had set up a definite spin. Further wild movements of
neck and tail were aggravaing it.

"Better get her down out of there" said a second voice urgently. "That atificdd sun could scorch her
tal off."

"And that spin ismaking it panicky,” agreed Conway. "Tractor beam men...!"

But he was too late. Sun, earth and sky were careening in wild, twiging loops around a being which
had been hitherto accustomed to solid ground under its feet. It wanted down or up, or somewhere.
Despite Arretapec's frantic attempts to soothe it, it teleported again.

Conway saw the great mountain of flesh and bone go hurtling off a a tangent, at least four times faster
then its origind speed. He ydled, "H sector men! Cushion it down, gently.”

But there was neither time nor space for the pressor beam men to dow it down gently. To keep it
from crashing fatdly to the surface—also through the underlying plating and out into space outside—they
hed to dow it down steadily but firmly, and to the brontosaurus that necessarily sharp braking must have
fdt like aphyscd blow. It teleported again.

"C-sector, it's coming at you!"

But a C it was a repetition of what happened with H, the beast panicked and shot off in another
direction. And so it went on, with the gresat reptile rocketing from one sde of the ship's interior to the
other until...

"Skempton here" sad a brisk authoritative voice. "My men say the pressor beam mounts were not
designed to stand this sort of thing. Insufficiently braced. The hull plating has sprung in eght places.”



"Cant you—"

"We're seding the leaks as fast as we can,” Skempton cut in, answering Conway's question before he
could ask it. "But this battering is shaking the ship apart..."

Dr. Arretapec joined in a that point.

"Doctor Conway," the being said, "while it is obvious that the patient has shown a surprisng gptitude
with its new taent, its use is uncontrolled because of its fear and confusion. This traumatic experience will
cause irreparable damage, | am convinced, to the being's thinking processes..."

"Conway, look out!"

The reptile had come to a hdt near ground leved a few hundred yards away, then shot off at right
angles toward Conway's postion. But it was travdling a sraight line ingde a hollow sphere, and the
surface was curving up to meet it. Conway saw the hurtling body lurch and spin as the beam operators
sought desperately to check its velocity. Then suddenly the mighty body was ripping through the low,
thickly-growing trees, then it was ploughing a wide, shdlow furrow through the soft, swampy ground and
with asmdl mountain of earth-uprooted vegetation piling up in front of it, Conway was right in its path.

Before he could adjust the control of his anti-gravity pack the ground came up and fdl on him. For a
few minutes he was too dazed to redize why it was he couldn't move, then he saw that he was buried to
the waist in a sticky cement of splintered branches and muddy earth. The heavings and shudderings he
fdt in the ground were the brontosaurus dimbing to its feet. He looked up to see the great mass towering
over him, saw it turn awkwardly and heard the sucking and crackling noises as the massive, pile-driver
legs drove dmogt knee deep into the soil and underbrush.

Emily was heading for the lake again, and between the water and it was Conway...

He shouted and struggled in a frenzied atempt to attract atention, because the anti-grav and radio
were smashed and he was stuck fast. The greet reptilian mountain rolled up to him, the immense,
dowly-waving neck was cutting off the light and one gigantic forefoot was poised to both kill and bury
himin one operation, then Conway was yanked suddenly upward and to the Sde to where a prune in a
gob of syrup wasflodinginthe air.

"In the excitement of the moment,” Arretapec said, "I had forgotten that you require a mechanica
device to teleport. Please accept my gpologies.”

"Q-quitedl right,” said Conway shakily. He made an effort to steady his jumping nerves, then caught
sght of a pressor beam crew on the surface below him. He cdled suddenly, "Get another radio and
projector locus here, quick!"

Ten minutes later he was bruised, battered but ready to continue again. He stood at the water's edge
with Arretapec hovering a his shoulder and his fifty-foot image again rigng above him. The VUXG
doctor, in rapport with the brontosaur under the surface of the lake, reported that success or falure hung
inthe balance. The patient had gone through what was to it a mind-wrecking experience, but the fact that
it was now in what it fdt to be the safety of underwater—where it had hitherto sought refuge from hunger
and attacks of its enemies—was, together with the mentd reassurances of Arretapec, exeting a
steadying influence.

At times hopefully, at others in utter despair, Conway waited. Sometimes the strength of his fedings
made him swear. It would not have been so bad, meant so much to him, if he hadn't caught that glimpse
of what Arretapec's purpose had been, or if he had not grown to like the rather prim and
over-condescending bal of goo so much. But any being with amind like that who intended doing whet it
hoped to do had aright to be condescending.

Abruptly the huge head broke surface and the enormous body heaved itsdf onto the bank. Sowly,
ponderoudy, the hind legs bent double and the long, tapering neck stretched upward. The brontosaurus
wanted to play again.

Something caught in Conway's throat. He looked to where a dozen bundles of succulent greenery lay
ready for use, with one adready being manoeuvreed toward him. He waved his am abruptly and said,
"Oh, giveit the whale lat, it deserves them. .



"...50 that when Arretapec saw the conditions on the patient's world,” Conway said a little siffly, "and
its precognitive faculty told him what the brontosaur's mogt likdy future would be, it just had to try to
changeit."

Conway wasin the Chief Psychologist's office making a preliminary, verba report and the intent faces
of O'Mara, Hardin, Skempton and the hospitd's Director encircled him. He fdt anything but comfortable
as, dearing his throat, he went on, "But Arretapec belongs to an old, proud race, and being telepathic
added to its sengtivity—telepaths redly fed what others think about them. What Arretapec proposed
doing was so radicd, it would leave itsdf and its race open to such ridiculeif it failed, that it just had to be
secretive. Conditions on the brontosaur's planet indicated that there would be no rise of an intdligent
lifeform after the great reptiles became extinct, and geologicaly spesking that extinction would not be
long delayed. The patient's species had been around for a long time—that armoured tall and amphibious
nature had alowed it to survive more predatory and specidized contemporaries—but dimatic changes
were imminatt and it could not follow the sun toward the equator because the planetary surface was
composed of alarge number of idand continents. A brontosaurus could not cross an ocean. But if these
giant reptiles could be made to develop the ps faculty of teleportation, the ocean barrier would disappear
and with it the danger from the encroaching cold and shortage of food. It was this which Dr. Arretapec
succeeded in doing.”

O'Mara brokein at that point: "If Arretapec gave the brontosaurus the teleportive ability by working
directly on its brain, why can't the same be done for us?'

"Probably because weve managed fine without it," replied Conway. "The patient, on the other hand,
was shown and made to understand that this faculty was necessary for its survivd. Once this is redized
the ability will be used and passed on, because it is latent in nearly dl species. Now that Arretapec has
proved the idea possible his whole race will want to get in on it. Fogtering intdligence on what would
otherwise be a dead planet is the sort of big project which appeds to those high-minded types...

Conway was thinking of that sngle, precognitive glimpse he had had into Arretapec's mind, of the
dvilization which would develop on the brontosaur's world and the monstrous yet srangely graceful
beings that it would contain in some far, far, future day. But he did not mention these thoughts aoud.
Instead he said, "Like most telepaths Arretapec was both squeamish and indined to discount purely
physca methods of investigation. It was not until | introduced him to Dr. Mannon's dog, and pointed out
that a good way to get an animd to use a new ability was to teach it tricks with it, that we got anywhere.
| showed that trick where | throw cushions at the dog and after wrestling with them for awhileit arranges
them in a hegp and lets me throw it on top of them, thus demongtrating that Smple-minded creatures
don't mind—within limits, that is—alittle roughhousng—"

"Sothat," sad O'Mara, gazing reflectively at the caling, "iswhat you do in your spare time..

Colond Skempton coughed. He said, ™Y ou're playing down your own part in this. Your foresght in
duffing that hulk with tractor and pressor beams...

"There's just one other thing before | see it off," Conway broke in hedtily. "Arretapec heard some of
the men cdling the patient Emily. It would like to know why."

"It would," said O'Mara disgustedly. He pursed his lips then went on, "Apparently one of the
maintenance men with an appetite for early fiction—the Bronté ssters, Charlotte, Emily and Anne to be
exact—dubbed our patient Emily Brontosaurus. | must say that | fed a pathologicd interest in a mind
which thinks like that..." O'Mara looked as though there was a bad amdl in the room.

Conway groaned in sympathy. As he turned to go, he thought that hislast and hardest job might be in
explaning what a pun was to the high-minded Dr. Arretapec.

Next day Arretapec and the dinosaur |eft, the Monitor transport officer whose job it was to keep the
hospital supplied heaved a greet Sgh of rdief, and Conway found himsdf on ward duty again. But this
time he was something more than a medicd mechanic. He had been placed in charge of a section of the
Nursery, and dthough he had to use data, drugs and case-histories supplied by Thornnastor, the
Diagnogtician-in-Charge of Peathology, there was nobody bregthing directly down his neck. He could
walk through his section and tdl himsalf that these were his wards. And O'Mara had even promised him



an assigtant...!

"It has been gpparent snce you firg arrived here" the Mg or had told him, "that you mix more reedily
with e-ts than with members of your own species. Saddling you with Dr. Arretapec was a test, which you
passed with honours, and the assistant I'll be giving you in afew days might be another.”

OMara had paused then, shook his head wonderingly and went on, "Not only do you get on
exceptiondly wdl with e-ts, but | don't hear a Sngle whisper on the grapevine of you chasing the femaes
of our species..."

"l don't have thetime" said Conway serioudy. "l doubt if | ever will."

"Oh, wdl, misogyny is an dlowable neuross” O'Mara had replied, then had gone onto discuss the
new assstant. Subsequently Conway had returned to his wards and worked much harder than if there
hed been a Senior Physician breathing down his neck. He was too busy to hear the rumours which began
to go around regarding the odd patient who had been admitted to Observation Ward Three.

CHAPTER 4-VISITOR AT LARGE

Despite the vast resources of medicd and surgicd <ill avalable, resources which were
acknowledged second to none anywhere in the dvilized Gdaxy, there had to be times when a case
arived in Sector Generd for which nothing whatever could be done. This particular patient was of
classfication SRTT, which was a physologicd type never before encountered in the hospital. It was
amoebic, possessed the ahility to extrude any limbs, sensory organs or protective tegument necessary to
the environment in which it found itsdlf, and was so fantagticaly adaptable that it was difficult to imagine
how one of these beings could ever fdl sck in the firg place.

The lack of symptoms was the mogt baffling aspect of the case. There was in evidence none of the
visudly darming growths of mafunctionings to which so many of the extraterrestrial pecies were prone,
nor were there any bacteria present in what could be considered harmful quantities. Instead the patient
was amply mdting—aquietly, deanly and without fuss or bother, like a piece of ice left in a warm room,
its body was literdly turning to water. Nothing that was tried had any effect in hdting the process and,
while they continued their attempts at finding a cure with even greater intengty, the Diagnogticians and
lesser doctors in attendance had begun to redize a little sadly that the run of medica miracles produced
with such monotonous regularity by Sector Twelve Generad Hospita was due to be broken.

And it was for that reason aone that one of the strictest rules of the hospita was temporarily relaxed.

"l suppose the best place to start is at the beginning,” said Dr. Conway, trying hard not to Stare at the
iridescent and not quite atrophied wings of his new assgtant. "At Reception, where the problems of
admittance are dedlt with."

Conway waited to see if the other had any comments, and continuing to walk in the direction of the
stated objective while doing so. Rather than wak beside his companion he mantaned a two-yard
lead—not out of any wish to give offence but for the Smple reason that he was afraid of inflicting severe
physca damage on his assstant if he strayed any closer than that.

The new assgant was a GLNO-six-legged, exoskeetd and insect like, with the empathic
faculty—from the planet Cinruss. The gravity pull of its home world was less than one-twelfth
Earth-norma, which was the reason for an insect species growing to such sze and becoming dominant,
90 that it wore two anti-G bdlts to neutrdlise the attraction which would otherwise have mashed it into
run agang the corridor floor. One neutrdiser belt would have been adequate for this purpose, but
Conway did not blame the being one bit for wanting to play safe. It was a spindly, awkward-looking and
incredibly fragile life-form, and its name was Dr. Prilicla

Prilida had previous experience both in planetary and in the smdler multi-environment hospitals and
30 was not completely green, Conway had been told, but it would naturaly fed at a loss before the sze
and complexity of Sector Generd. Conway was to be its guide and mentor for awhile and then, when his
present period of duty in charge of the nursery was complete, he would hand over Prilida Apparently
the hospitd's Director had decided that light-gravity life-forms with ther extreme senstivity and delicacy
of touch would be particularly suited to the care and handling of the more fragile e-t embryos.



It was a good idea, Conway thought as he hedtily interposed himsdf between Prilida and a Trathen
intern who lumbered past on Sx dephantine fet, if the low-gravity lifeform in question could survive the
associaion with its more massive and dumsy colleagues.

"You understand,” said Conway as he guided the GLNO toward Reception's control room, "thet
getting some of the patients into the place is a problem in itsdf. It isnt so bad with the amdl ones, but
Trdthans, or aforty-foot-long AUGL from Chaderescol..." Conway broke off suddenly and said, "Here
we ae

Through a wide, transparent wall section could be seen a room containing three massve control
desks, only one of which was currently occupied. The being before it was a Nidian, and a group of
indicator lights showed thet it had just made contact with a ship gpproaching the hospital.

Conway said, "Liden. .

"Identify yoursdlf, please,” said the red teddy bear in its staccato, barking speech, which was filtered
through Conway's Trandator as fla and tondess English and which came to Prilida as equdly
unemotionless Cinrusskin. "Pdtient, vistor or Staff, and species?’

"Vidtor," came the reply, "and Human."

There was a second's pause, then: "Give your physologicd dassfication please” sad the red-furred
receptionist with a wink toward the two watchers. "All intdligent races refer to their own species as
humen and think of dl others as being nonhuman, so that what you cdl yoursdf has no meaning..."

Conway only hdf heard the conversation after that because he was so engrossed in trying to visudize
what a being with that dassfication could look like. The double-T meant that both its shape and physicad
characteristics were varidble, R that it had high heat and pressure tolerance, and the S in tha
combination... If there had not actudly been one waiting outside, Conway would not have believed such
aweird beadtie could exig.

And the vidgtor was an important person, gpparently, because the receptionis was now busly
engaged in passng on the news of its arivd to various beings within the hospital—most of whom were
Diagnogticians, no less. All at once Conway was intensdy curious to see this highly unusud being, but
thought that he would not be showing a very good example to Prilidaif he dashed off on a rubbernecking
expedition when they had work to do esewhere. Also, his assstant was 4ill very much an unknown
quantity where Conway was concerned—Priliclamight be one of those touchy individuds who held that
to look at a member of another species for no other reason than to satisfy mere curiosity was a grievous
inault...

"I it would not interfere with more urgent duties,” broke in the flat, trandated voice of Prilica "I
would very much like to see thisvigtor."

Bless you! thought Conway, but outwardly pretended to mul over the latter. Fndly he sad,
"Normdly | could not dlow that, but as the lock where the SRTT is entering is not far from here and
there is some time to spare before we are due a our wards, | expect it will be dl right to indulge your
curiogty just this once. Please follow me, Doctor."

As he waved goodbye to the furry receptionist, Conway thought thet it was a very good thing that
Pricillds Trandator was incgpable of trandferring the strongly ironic content of those lagt words, so that
the other was not aware what a rise Conway was taking out of him. And then suddenly he stopped in his
mentd tracks. Prilida, he redized uncomfortably, was an empath. The being had not sad very much
snce they had met a short time ago, but everything thet it had said had backed up Conway's fedingsin
the paticular matter under discusson. His new asssant was not a telepath—it could not read
thoughts—but it was sendtive to fedings and emations and would therefore have been aware of
Conway's curiosity.

Conway fdt like kicking himsdf for forgetting that empathic faculty, and wryly wondered just who had
been taking the rise out of which.

He had to console himsdf with the thought that at least he was agreegble, and not like some of the
people he had been attached to recently like Dr. Arretapec.



Lock Six, where the SRTT was to be admitted, could have been reached in a few minutes if Conway
hed used the shortcut through the water filled corridor leading to the AUGL operating room and across
the surgicd ward of the chlorine-bresthing PVSJs. But it would have meant donning one of the
lightweight diving suits for protection, and while he could dimb in and out of such a suit in no time at dl,
he very much doubted if the ultraleggy Prilida could do so. They therefore had to take the long way
round, and hurry.

At one point a Trathan wearing the gold-edged armband of a Diagnodician and an Earth-human
maintenance engineer overtook them, the FGLI charging dong like a runaway tank and the Earthman
having to trot to keep up. Conway and Prilida stood aside respectfully to dlow the Diagnodician to
pass—as wdl as to avoid beng flattened—and then continued. A scrap of overheard conversaion
identified the two beings as part of the ariving SRTT's reception committeg, and from the somewhat
caudic tone of the Earth-human's remarks it was obvious that the vidtor had arrived earlier than
expected.

When they turned a corner afew seconds later and came within Sght of the greet entry lock Conway
saw a Sght which made him amile in spite of himsdlf. Three corridors converged on the antechamber of
Lock Sx on this levd as wel as two others on upper and lower leves which reached it via doping
ramps, and figures were hurrying dong each one. As wel as the Tradthan and Earthman who had just
passed them there was another Trathan, two of the DBLF caterpillars and a spiny, membranous Illensan
in a transparent protective suit—who had just emerged from the adjacent chlorinefilled corridor of the
PV SJ sction—all heading for the inner sed of the big Lock, aready swinging open on the expected
vigtor. To Conway it seemed to be awildly ludicrous Stuation, and he had a sudden mentd picture of the
whole crazy menagerie of them coming together with a crash in the same spot a the same time.

Then while he was ill amiling at the thought, comedy changed swiftly and without warning to tragedy.

Asthe vigtor entered the antechamber and the sedl closed behind it Conway saw something that was
alittle like a crocodile with horn-tipped tentacles and a lot like nothing he had ever seen before. He saw
the being shrink away from the figures hurrying to meet it, then suddenly dart toward the PV SJ—who
was, Conway was to remember later, both the nearest and the smdlest. Everybody seemed to be
shouting a once then, so much so that Conway's and presumably everyone else's Trandators went into
an ear-piercing squed of oscillation through sheer overload.

Faced by the teeth and hard-tipped tentacles of the charging vistor the Illensan PVSJ, no doubt
thinking of the flimsness of the envelope which hdd its life-saving chlorine around it, fled back into the
intercorridor lock for the safety of its own section. The vidtor, its way suddenly blocked by a Trdthan
booming unheard reassurances & it, turned suddenly and scuttled for the same airlock.

All such locks were fitted with rapid action controlsin case of emergency, controls which caused one
door to open and the other to shut Smultaneoudy instead of waiting for the chamber to be evacuated and
refilled with the required atmosphere. The PV SJ, with the berserk vistor close behind it and its suit
dready torn by the SRTT's teeth so that it was inimminent danger of dying from oxygen poisoning, rightly
considered his case to be an emergency and activated the rapid-action controls. It was perhaps too
frightened to natice that the vigtor was not completely into the lock, and that when the inner door opened
the outer one would negtly cut the vigtor in two...

There was so much shouting and confuson around the lock that Conway did not see who the
quick-thinking person was who saved the vistor's life by pressing yet another emergency button, the one
which caused both doors to open together. This action kept the SRTT from being cut in two, but there
was now a direct opening into the PV SJ section from which billowed thick, ydlow clouds of chlorine gas.
Before Conway could react, contamingtion detectors in the corridor walls touched off the darm sren and
smultaneoudy closed the air-tight doors in the immediate vicinity, and they were dl negtly trapped.

For a wild moment Conway fought the urge to run to the ar-tight doors and beat on them with his



figs. Then he thought of plunging through that poisonous fog to another intersection lock which was on
the other 9de of it. But he could see a maintenance man and one of the DBLF caterpillarsin it dready,
both so overcome with chlorine that Conway doubted if they could live long enough to put on the suits.
Could he, he wondered sckly, get over there? The lock chamber dso contained hdmets good for ten
minutes or so—that was demanded by the safety regulations—but to do it he would have to hold his
breath for at least three minutes and keep his eyes jammed shut, because if he got a sngle whiff of that
gasor it got a his eyes he would be hdplesdy disabled. But how could he pass that heaving, sruggling
meass of Trathan legs and tentacles spread across the corridor floor while groping about with his eyes
shut...

The fear-filled chaos of his thoughts was interrupted by Prilida, who said, "Chlorine is lethd to my
species. Please excuse me”

Prilida was doing something peculiar to itsdf. The long, many jointed legs were waving and jerking
about as though peforming some werd ritud dance and two of the four manipulatory
appendages—whose possession was the reason for its species fame as surgeons—were doing
complicated things with what looked like rolls of transparent plagtic sheeting. Conway did not see exactly
how it happened but suddenly his GLNO assstant was swathed in a loose, transparent cover through
which protruded its Sx legs and two manipulators—its body, wings and other two members, which were
busly engaged in spraying sedling solution on the leg openings, were completdly covered by it. The loose
covering bellied out and became taut, proving thet it was ar-tight.

"I didnt know you had..." Conway began, then with a surge of hope burding up within him he
gabbled, "Ligen. Do exactly as| tdl you. You've got to get me a hdmet, quickly..."

But the hope died just as suddenly before he finished giving the GLNO his indructions. Prilicla could
doubtless find a hdmet for him, but how could the being ever hope to make it to the lock where they
were kept through that struggling mass on the floor between. One blow could tear off aleg or cavein that
flimsy exoskeleton like an eggshdl. He couldn't ask the GLNO to do it, it would be murder.

He was about to cance dl previous indructions and tdl the GLNO to stay put and save itsdf when
Prilida dashed across the corridor floor, ran diagondly up the wall and disappeared into the chlorine fog
traveling dong the calling. Conway reminded himsdf that many insect life-forms possessed sucker-tipped
feet and began to fed hopeful again, so much so tha other sensations began to regigter.

Close besde him the wdl annunciator was informing everyone in the hospitd tha there was
contamination in the region of Lock Six, while below it the intercom unit was emitting red light and harsh
buzzing sounds as somebody in Maintenance Divison tried to find out whether or not the contaminated
area was occupied. The drifting gas was dmost on him as Conway snatched at the intercom mike,

"Quiet and ligen!" he shouted. "Conway here, a Lock Sx. Two FGLIs, two DBLFs, one DBDG dl
with chlorine poisoning not yet faid. One PVSJ in damaged protective suit with oxy-poisoning and
possibly other injuries, and one up there—"

A sudden singing sensation in the eyes made Conway drop the mike hurriedly. He backed away until
stopped by the airtight door and watched the ydlow mig creep nearer. He could see practicdly nothing
of what was going on down the corridor now, and an agonizing eternity seemed to go by before the
spindly shape of Prilida came swinging aong the celling above him.

[l

The hdmet which Prilida brought was in a redity a mask, a mask with a sdf-contained ar supply
which, when in position, adhered firmly aong the edge of the hair line, cheeks and lower jaw. Its arr was
good only for a very limited time-ten minutes or so-but with it on and the danger of death temporarily
removed, Conway discovered tha he could think much more clearly.

His firg action was to go through the dill open intersection lock. The PVSJ ingde it was motionless
and with the grey blush, the beginning of a type of skin cancer, spreading over its body. To the PVSJ
life-form oxygen was vidous Suff. As gently as possible he dragged the Illensan into its own section and
to a nearby storage compartment which he remembered being there. Pressure in this section was dightly



greater than that maintained for warm-blooded oxygen-breathers so that where the PV SJ was concerned
the ar here was reasonably pure. Conway shut it in the compartment, after firgt grabbing an amful of the
woven plagtic sheets, in this section the equivaent of bed linen. There was no Sgn of the SRTT.

Back in the other corridor he explained to Prilida what he wanted done—the Earth-human he had
seen earlier had succeeded in donning his suit, but was blundering about, eyes sreaming and coughing
vidently and was obvioudy incgpable of giving any assstance. Conway picked his way around the
weskly moving or unconscious bodies to the sed of Lock Sx and opened it. There was a negtly racked
row of air-bottles on thewadl ingde. He lifted down two of them and staggered out.

Prilida had one unconscious form dready covered with a sheet. Conway cracked the vave of an
ar-bottle and did it under the covering, then watched as the plastic sheet belied and rippled dightly with
the ar being released undernegth it. It was the crudest possible form of oxygen tent, Conway thought, but
the best that could be done a the moment. He left for more bottles.

After the third trip Conway began to notice the warning sgns. He was swesting profusdy, his head
was Slitting and big black splotches were beginning to blot out his vison—his arr supply was running
out. It was high time he took off the emergency hdmet, stuck his own head under a sheet like the others
and waited for the rescuers to arrive. He took a few steps toward the nearest sheeted figure, and the
floor hit him. His heart was banging thunderoudy in his chest, his lungs were on fire and dl a once he
didn't even have the strength to pull off the hdmet...

Conway was forced from his state of deep and oddly comfortable unconsciousness by pan:
something was meking strong and repeated attempts to cave in his chest. He stuck it just as long as he
could, then opened his eyes and said, "Get off me, dammit, I'm dl right!"

The hefty intern who had been enthusadticaly engaged in giving Conway atifica respiration climbed
to his feet. He said, "When we arrived, daddy-longlegs here said you had ceased to emote. | was
worried about you for a moment—wadll, dightly worried.” He grinned and added, "If you can wak and
tak, O'Mara wants to see you.

Conway grunted and rose to his feet. Blowers and filtering apparatus had been set up in the corridor
and were rapidly dearing the air of the last vestiges of chlorine and the casudties were being removed,
some on tented Stretcher-carriers and others being assisted by their rescuers. He fingered the raw area of
forehead caused by the hurried remova of his hdmet and took a few great gulps of ar just to reassure
himsdf that the nightmare of a few minutes ago was redly over.

"Thank you, Doctor,” he said fedingly.

"Dont mention it, Doctor,” said the intern.

They found O'Mara in the Educator Room. The Chief Psychologist wasted no time on preliminaries.
He pointed to a chair for Conway and indicated a sort of surredistic wastepaper basket to Prilida and
barked, "What happened?'

The room was in shadow except for the glow of indicator lights on the Educator equipment and a
sangle lamp on O'Mara's desk. All Conway could see of the psychologigt as he began his sory was two
hard, competent hands projecting from the deeves of a dark green uniform and a pair of steady grey eyes
in a shadowed face. The hands did not move and the eyes never left im while Conway was speaking.

When he was finished O'Mara sghed and was slent for severd seconds, then he said, "There were
four of our top Diagnodticians at Lock Six just then, beings this hospital could ill afford to lose. The
prompt action you took certainly saved at least three of ther lives, so you're a couple of heroes. But I'll
gpare your blushes and not belabour that point. Neither,” he added dryly, "will | embarrass you by asking
what you were doing therein the firg place.”

Conway coughed. He said, "What 1'd like to know is why the SRTT ran amok like that. Because of
the crowd running to meet it, 1'd say, except that no intdligent, cvilized being would behave like that. The
only vistors we dlow here are either government people or vigting specidids, neither of which are the
type to be scared at the 9ght of an dien life form. And why so many Diagnodicians to meet it in the first
place?'



"They were there" replied O'Mara, "because they were anxious to see what an SRTT looked like
when it was not trying to look like something ese. This data might have aided them in a case they are
working on. Also, with a hitherto unknown life-form like that it isimpossible to guess at what made it act
asit did. Andfindly, it is not the type of vistor which we dlow here, but we had to break the rules this
time because its parent isin the hospita, atermind case.

Conway said softly, "'l see.”

A Monitor Lieutenant came into the room at that point and hurried across to O'Mara. "Excuse me,
ar," he said. "I've been able to find one item which may help us with the search for the vistor. A DBLF
nurse reports seeing a PV SJ moving away from the area of the accident a about the right time. To one of
the DBLF caterpillars the PV SJs are anything but pretty, as you know, but the nurse says that this one
looked worse than usud, ared freak. So much o that the DBLF was sure that it was a patient suffering
from something pretty terrible—"

"You checked that we have no PV SJ auffering from the mdady described?’

"Yes, dr. Thereisno such case.”

O'Mara looked suddenly grim. He said, "Vey good, Carson, you know what to do next,” and
nodded dismisA.

Conway had been finding it hard to contain himsdf during the conversation, and with the departure of
the Lieutenant he burst out, "The thing | saw come out of the air-lock had tentacles and...and..Wdl, it
wasn't anything like a PV SJ. | know that an SRTT is able to modify its physica structure, of course, but
so radicdly and in such a short time..."

Abruptly O'Mara stood up. He said, "We know practicaly nothing about this life-form—its needs,
cgpabilities or emotiond response patterns—and it is high time we found out. I'm going to build a fire
under Colinson in Communications to see what he can dig up; environment, evolutionary background,
culturd and socid influences and so on. We can't have a vigtor running around loose like this, it's bound
to make a nuisance of itsdf through sheer ignorance.

"But what | want you two to do isthis" he went on. "Keep an eye open for any odd-looking patients
or embryos in the Nursery sections. Lieutenant Carson has judt left to get on the PA and make these
indructions generd. If you do find somebody who may be our SRTT approach them gently. Be
reassuring, make no sudden moves and be sure to avoid confusing it, that only one of you taks a once.
And contact me immediatdy.”

When they were outsde again Conway decided that nothing further could be done in the current work
period, and postponing the rounds of their wards for another hour, led the way to the vast room which
sarved as adining hdl for dl the warm-blooded oxygen-breathers on the hospitd's Staff. The place was,
as usud, crowded, and dthough it was divided up into sections for the widdy variant life-forms present,
Conway could see many tables where three or four different dassfications had come together—uwith
extreme discomfort for some—to talk shop.

Conway pointed out a vacant table to Prilida and began working toward it, only to have his
assstant—aided by its dill functiond wings—get there before him and in time to fail two maintenance
men making for the same spot. A few heads turned during thisfifty yard flight, but only briefly—the diners
were used to much stranger Sghts than that.

" expect most of our food is suited to your metabolism,” said Conway when he was seated, "but do
you have any specid preferences?’

Pilida had, and Conway nearly choked when he heard them. But it was not the combinaion of
well-cooked spaghetti and raw carrots that was so bad, it was the way the GLNO set about edting the
spaghetti when it arrived. With dl four eating appendages working furioudy Prilida wove it into a sort of
rope which was passed into the being's beak-like mouth. Conway was not usudly affected by this sort of
thing, but the Sght was definitdy doing things to his ssomach.

Suddenly Prilidla stopped. "My method of ingestion is disturbing you,” it said. "I will go to another
table—"

"No, no," said Conway quickly, redizing that his fedings had been picked up by the empath. "That



won't be necessary, | assure you. Bt it is a point of etiquette here that, whenever it is possible, a being
dining in mixed company uses the same eating tools as its host or senior at the table. Er, do you think you
could manage afork?'

Prilida could manage a fork. Conway had never seen spaghetti disappear so fadt.

From the subject of food the tak drifted not too unnaturadly to the hospital's Diagnogticians and the
Educator Tape system without which these august beings—and indeed the whole hospital—could not
function.

Diagnogticians deservedly had the respect and admiration of everyone in the hospital—and a certain
amount of the pity as wdl. For it was not smply knowledge which the Educator gave them, the whole
persondity of the entity who had possessed that knowledge was impressed on ther brains as well. In
effect the Diagnodician subjected himsdf or itsdf voluntarily to the most drastic type of multiple
schizophrenia, and with the dien other components sharing their minds so utterly different in every respect
that they often did not even share the same system of logic.

Their one and only common denominator was the need of dl doctors, regardiess of sze, shape or
number of legs, to cure the Sick.

There was a DBDG Earth-human Diagnogtician at a table nearby who was vishbly having to force
himsdf to eat a perfectly ordinary steak. Conway happened to know that this man was engaged on a
case which necessitated usng a large amount of the knowledge contained in the Trdthan physiology tape
which he had been given. The use of this knowledge had brought into prominence within his mind the
persondity of the Trathan who had fumnished the brain record, and Trathans abhorred meet in dl its
forms.

v

After lunch Conway took Prilida to the firg of the wards to which they were assigned, and on the
way continued to red off more datistics and background information. The Hospital comprised three
hundred and eighty-four levels and accurately reproduced the environments of the sixty-eight different
forms of intdligent life currently known to the Gaactic Federation. Conway was not trying to cow Prilida
with the vastness of the great hospita nor to boast, dthough he was intensdy proud of the fact that he
hed gained a post in this very famous establishment. It was Smply that he was uneasy about his assstant's
means of protecting itsdf againgt the conditions it would shortly meet, and this was his way of working
around to the subject.

But he need not have worried, for Prilida demonstrated how the light, dmost digphanous, suit which
hed saved it at Lock Six could be strengthened from indde by a scaled-down adaptation of the type of
force-fidd used as meteorite protection of interstdlar ships. When necessary its legs could be folded so
as to be within the protective covering as well, instead of projecting outside it as they had done at the
lock.

While they were changing prior to entering the AUGL Nursery Ward, which was their firs call,
Conway began filling in his assstant on the case higtory of the occupants.

The fully-grown physologicd type AUGL was a forty foot long, oviparous, armoured fistlike
life-form native of Chalderescol 11, but the beings now in the ward for observation had been hatched only
gx weeks ago and measured only three feet. Two previous hatchings by the same mother had, as had this
one, been in dl respects norma and with the offgoring seemingly in perfect hedth, yet two months later
they had dl died. A PM performed on their home world gave the cause of death as extreme cddificaion
of the articular cartilage in practicaly every joint in the body, but had been ungble to shed any light on the
cause of death. Now Sector Generd was keeping a watchful eye on the latest hatching, and Conway
was hoping that it would be a case of third time lucky.

"At present | look them over every day,” Conway went on, "and on every third day take an AUGL
tape and give them a thorough checkup. Now that you are assging me this will aso goply to you. But
when you take this tape I'd advise you to have it erased immediaidy after the examinaion, unless you
would like to wander around for the rest of the day with hdf of your brain convinced that you are a fish
and wanting to act accordingly...”



"That would be an intriguing but no doubt confusing hybrid," agreed Prilida The GLNO was now
enclosed completely—uwith the exception of two manipulators—in the bubble of its protective suit, which
it had weighted sufficiently for it not to be hampered by too much buoyancy. Seeing that Conway was
aso ready, it operated the lock controls, and as they entered the great tank of warm, greenish water that
was the AUGL ward it added, "Are the patients responding to trestment?"

Conway shook his head. Then redizing that the gesture probably meant nothing to the GLNO he said,
"We are ill a the exploratory stage—trestment has not yet begun. But I've had a few ideas, which |
can't properly discuss with you until we both take the AUGL tape tomorrow and am farly certain that
two of our three patients will come through—in effect, one of them will have to be used as a guinea-pig in
order to save the others. The symptoms appear and develop very quickly,” he continued, "which iswhy |
want such a close waich kept on them. Now that the danger point is so close | think I'l make it
three-hourly, and well work out a timetable so's neither of us will miss too much deep. You see, the
quicker we spot the firg symptoms the more time we have to act and the greater the posshility of saving
dl three of them. I'm very keen to do the hat-trick."

Prilidawouldn't know what a hat-trick was ether, Conway thought, but the being would quickly learn
how to interpret his nods, gestures and figures of speech—Conway had had to do the same in his early
days with e-t superiors, sometimes wondering fumingting why somebody did not make a tape on Alien
Esoterics to ad junior interns in his position. But these were only surface thoughts. At the back of his
mind, so steady and so sharp that it might have been painted there, was the picture of a young, dmost
embryonic life-form whose developing exoske eton—the hundred or so fla, bony plates normdly free to
dide or move on flexible hinges of cartilage so as to dlow mohility and breathing—was about to become
apetrified fossl imprisoning, for avery short time, the frantic consciousness within...

"How can | assst you at the moment?' asked Prilicla, bringing Conway's mind back from near future
to present time with a rush. The GLNO was eyeing the three thin, streamlined shapes darting about the
great tank and obvioudy wondering how it was going to stop one long enough to examine it. It added,
"They're fast, aren't they?"

"Yes and vey fragile" said Conway. "Also they are so young that for present purposes they can be
congdered mindless. They frighten eeslly and any attempt to approach them closdy sends them into such
apanic tha they swim madly about until exhausted or injure themselves againg the tank wals. What we
have to do islay a minefidd...

Quickly Conway explained and demonsirated how to place a pattern of anaesthetic bulbs which
dissolved in the water and how, gently and at a distance, to manoeuvre their dusive patients through it.
Later, while they were examining the three smdl, unconscious forms and Conway saw how sengtive and
precise was the touch of Prilidas manipulators and the corresponding sharpness of the GLNQ's mind,
his hopes for dl three of the infant AUGL s increased.

They left the warm and to Conway rather pleasant environment of the AUGLS for the "hot" ward of
their section. This time the checking of the occupants was done with the aid of remote-controlled
mechanisms from behind twenty feet of shidding. There was nothing of an urgent nature in this ward, and
before leaving Conway pointed out the complicated masses of plumbing surrounding it. The maintenance
divison he explained, used the "hat" ward as a stand-by power pile to light and heet the hospital.

Congantly in the background the wall annunciators kept droning out the progress of the search for the
SRTT vigtor. It had not been found yet, and cases of mistaken identity and of beings seeing things were
mounting steadlily. Conway had not thought much about the SRTT since leaving O'Mara, but now he was
baginning to fed a little anxious at the thought of what the runaway vistor might do in this section
especidly—not to mention what some of the infant patients might do to it. If only he knew more about it,
hed some idea of itslimitations. He decided to cdl O'Mara

In reply to Conway's request the Chief Psychologist said, "Our latest information is that the SRTT
lifeform evolved on a planet with an eccentric orbit around its primary. Geologic, dimatic and
temperature changes were such that a high degree of adaptability was necessary for survivd. Before they
attained a avilization their means of defence was dther to assume as frightening an aspect as possible or



to copy the physcd form of ther attackers in the hope that they would escape detection in this
way—protective mimiary beng the favourite method of avoiding danger, and so often used tha the
process had become dmog involuntary. There are some other items regarding mass and dimensions a
different ages. They are a very long-lived species—and this not particularly hedpful collection of data,
which was digested from the report of the survey ship which discovered the planet, ends by saying that al
the foregoing is for our information only and that these beings do not take sick.”

O'Mara paused briefly, then added, "Hah!"

"l agree," said Conway.

"One item we have which might explain its panicking on arivd,” O'Mara went on, "is that it is their
cugom for the very youngest to be present a the death of a parent rather than the edest—there is an
unusudly strong emotiona bond between parent and last-born. Estimates of mass place our runaway as
being very young. Not a baby, of course, but definitdly nowhere near maturity.”

Conway was dill digegting this when the Mgor continued, "As to its limitaions, I'd say that the
Methane section is too cold for it and the radioactive wards too hot—also that glorified turkish bath on
levd Eighteen where they breathe super-heated steam. Apart from those, your guess is as good as mine
where it may turn up.

"It might help alittleif | could see this SRTT's parent,” Conway said. "Is that possble?"

There was a lengthy pause, then: "Jugt bardy,” sad O'Mara dryly. "The immediae vicnity of tha
patient isliterdly crawling with Diagnosticians and other high-powered talent... But come up &fter you've
finished your rounds and I'll try to fix it."

"Thenk you, sr," said Conway and broke the circuit.

He il fdt a vague uneasiness about the SRTT vistor, a dark premonition that he had not yet finished
with this e-t juvenile ddinquent who was the ultimate in quick-change artists. Maybe, he thought sourly,
his current duties had brought out the mother in him, but at the thought of the havoc which that SRTT
could cause—the damage to equipment and fittings, the interruption of important and closdly-timed
courses of treatment and the physicd injury, perhaps even degth, to the more fragile life-forms through its
ignorant blundering about—Conway fdt himsdf go alittle Sick.

For the failure to capture the runaway had made plain one very disquieting fact, and that was that the
SRTT was not too young and immature not to know how to work the intersection locks...

Haf angrily, Conway pushed these usdless anxieties to the back of his mind and began explaining to
Prilida about the patients in the ward they were going to vigt next, and the protective measures and
examinative procedures necessary when handing them.

This ward contained twenty-eight infants of the FROB classfication—ow, squat, immensdy strong
beings with a horny covering that was like flexible armour plate. Adults of the species with ther increased
meass tended to be dow and ponderous, but the infants could move surprisngly fast despite the condition
of four times Earth-normal gravity and pressure in which they lived. Heavy-duty suits were cdled for in
these conditions and the floor levd of the ward was never used by vigting physcians or nurang staff
except in cases of the gravest emergency. Patients for examination were raised from the floor by a grab
and lifting apparatus to the cupola set in the celling for this purpose, where they were anesthetized before
the grab was released. This was done with a long, extremdy strong needle which was inserted a the
point where the inner sde of the fordeg joined the trunk—one of the very few soft spots on the FROB's
body.
"l expect you to break a lot of needles before you get the hang of it," Conway added, "but don't
worry about that, or think that you are hurting them. These little darlings are so tough that if a bomb went
off beside them they would hardly blink."

Conway was slent for afew seconds while they walked briskly toward the FROB ward-Priliclas six,
multi-jointed and pencil-thin legs seeming to spread out dl over the place, but somehow never actudly
getting underfoot. He no longer ft that he was waking on eggs when he was near the GLNO, or tha
the other would crumple up and blow away if he so much as brushed againd it. Prilida had demonstrated
its ability to avoid dl contacts likely to be physicdly harmiful to it in a way which, now that Conway was



becoming accustomed to it, was both dexterous and srangdly graceful.

A man, he thought, could get used to working with anything.

"But to get back to our thick-skinned little friends” Conway resumed, "physca toughness in that
gpecies—especidly in the younger age groups—is not accompanied by resistance to germ or virus
infections. Later they develop the necessary antibodies and as adults are disgustingly hedthy, but in the
infant Sage..."

"They catch everything,” Prilida put in. "And as soon as a new disease is discovered they get that,
too."

Conway laughed. "I was forgetting that most e-t hospitas have their quota of FROBs and tha you
may dready have had experience with them. Y ou will know aso that these diseases are rardly fad to the
infants, but thet their cure islong, complicated, and not very rewarding, because they draightaway catch
something ese. None of our twenty-eight cases here are serious, and the reason that they are here rather
than at a locd hospitd is that we are trying to produce a sort of shotgun serum which will atificdly
induce in them the immunity to infection which will eventudly be thersin later lifeand so... Stop!”

The word was sharp, low and urgent, a shouted whisper. Prilida froze, its sucker-tipped legs gripping
the corridor floor, and stared dong with Conway at the being who had just appeared at the intersection
ahead of them.

At firg glance it looked like an lllensan. The shapeless, spiny body with the dry, rudling membrane
joining upper and lower appendages belonged unmigtekably to the PVSJ chlorine-breathers. But there
were two edting tentacles which seemed to have been transplanted from an FGLI, a furry breast pad
which was pure DBLF and it was breathing, as they were, an atmosphere rich in oxygen.

It could only be the runaway.

All the laws of phydology to the contrary Conway fet his heart battering at the back of his throat
somewhere as, remembering O'Maras drict orders not to frighten the being, he tried to think of
something friendly and reassuring to say. But the SRTT took off immediady it caught Sgn of them, and
dl Conway could find to say was, "Quick, after it!"

At a dead run they reached the intersection and turned into the corridor taken by the fleeing SRTT,
Prilida scuttling dong the caling again to keep out of the way of Conway's pounding feet. But the 9ght in
front of them caused Conway to forget dl about being gentle and reassuring, and he ydled, "Stop, you
foal! Don't gointhere...!"

The runaway was a the entrance to the FROB ward.

They reached the entry lock just too late and watched helplesdy through the port as the SRTT
opened the inner sed and, gripped by the four times normd gravity pull of the ward, was flung down out
of sght. The inner door closed automaticaly then, dlowing Prilida and Conway to enter the lock and
prepare for the environment within the ward.

Conway sruggled frantically into the heavy duty suit which he kept in the lock chamber and quickly
st the repuldon of its anti-gravity belt to compensate for the conditions indgde. Prilida, meanwhile, was
doing amilar things to its own equipment. While checking the seds and fagtenings of the suit, and
swearing at this very necessary waste of time, Conway could see through the inner inspection window a
sght which made him shudder.

The pseudo-lllensan shape of the SRTT lay plastered againg the floor. It was twitching dightly, and
dready one of the larger FROB infants was coming pounding up to investigate this odd-looking object.
One of the great, patulate feet must have trod on the recumbent SRTT, because it jerked away and
began rapidly and incredibly to change. The weak, membranous appendages of the PVSJ seemed to
dissolve into the main body which became the bony, lizard-like form with the wicked, horn-tipped
tentacles which they had seen fird a Lock Six. This was obvioudy the SRTT's mogt frightening
manifestation.

But the infant FROB possessed nearly five times the other's mass and so could hardly be expected to
be frightened. It put down its massve head and butted, sending the SRTT crashing againg the wal
plating twenty feet across the ward. The FROB wanted to play.



Both doctors were out of the lock and onto the caling catwak now, where the view was much
clearer. The SRTT was changing again, fast. The tentacled lizard shape had not worked at dl wdl for itin
four-G conditions againg these infant behemoths and it was trying something else.

The FROB had closed in on it again and was watching fascinated.

\%

Conway said urgently, "Doctor, can you handle the grab apparatus? Good! Then go to it..." As
Prilida scurried dong the catwalk to the control cupola Conway set his anti-gravity controls to zero and
cdled, "Il direct you from below." Weightless now, he kicked himsdf toward the floor.

But Conway was no stranger to the FROB infant—very probably it didiked or was bored by this
diminutive figure whose only game was that of dicking big needles in it while something big and strong
hdd it ill, and despite dl of Conway's frantic shouting and arm-waving he found himsdf being ignored.
But the other occupants of the ward were taking an interest, and their attention was being drawn to the
dill-changing SRTT...

"No!" Conway shouted, aghast a what the viditor was changing into. "No! Stop! Change back...

But it was too late. The whole ward seemed to be sampeding toward the SRTT, giving vent to a
thunderous bedlam of excited growls and yelps which, from the older infants, were Trandated into shouts
of "Dally! Dally! Nice dolly ™

Soringing upward to avoid being trampled, Conway |ooked down on the milling mass of FROBs and
fdt the strong and sckening conviction that the luckless SRTT had departed this life. But no. The beng
had somehow managed to run—or squeeze—the gauntlet of samping feet and eager, bludgeoning heads
by keeping low and tightly pressed againgt the wall. It emerged battered but ill in the shape which it had,
chamdeon-like, adopted in the mistaken idea that atiny verson of an FROB would be safe.

Conway caled, "Quickly! Grab!"

But Prilida was not degping on its job. The massve jaws of the grab were dready hanging open
above the dazed and dow-moving SRTT, and as Conway shouted they dropped and crashed shut.
Conway sprang for one of the lifting cables and as they rose from the floor together he said hurriedly,
"Y ou're safe now. Relax. I'm here to hdp you..

His reply was a sharp convulson of the SRTT which nearly shook him loose, and suddenly the being
hed become a thing of lithe, aily convolutions which dipped between the fingers of the grab and dapped
onto the floor. The FROBSs hooted excitedly and charged again.

It could not possibly survive thistime, Conway thought with a mixture of horror, pity and impatience;
this being who had had one fright on arrival and who had not stopped running since, and who was ill
too utterly terrified even to be helped. The grab was usdless but there was one other posshility. OMara
would probably skin him dive for it, but he would at least be saving SRTT's life for the time being if he
dlowed it to escape.

On the wdl opposite the entry lock which Prilida and himsdf had used was the door through which
the FROB patients were brought to the ward. It was asmple door because the corridor outside it, which
led to the FROB operating theetre, was mantaned at the same levd of gravity and pressure as was the
ward. Conway dived across the intervening space to the controls and did it open, waiching the
SRTT-who was not so insengble with fear that it missed seeing thisway of escape-as it dithered through.
He closed it again just in time to prevent some of the patients from getting out as wdl, then made for the
control cupolato report the whole ghestly messto O'Mara.

For the Stuaion was now much worse than they dl had thought. While he had been a the other end
of the ward he had seen something which increased the difficulties of catching and pacifying the runaway
many, many times, and which explained the visitor's lack of response to him whilein the grab. It had been
the shattered, trampled ruin of the SRTT's Trandator pack.

Conway's hand was on the intercom switch when Prilida said, "Excuse me, gr, but does my ahility to
detect your emations cause you mentd distress? Or does mentioning aoud what | may have found
trouble you?'

"En? What?' said Conway. He thought that he mugt be radiating impeatience a a furious rate at the



moment, because his assstant had picked a great time to start asking questions like that! His firg impulse
was to cut the other off, but then he decided that ddlaying his report to O'Mara by a few seconds would
not make any difference, and possibly Prilicda considered the matter important. Aliens were funny.

"No to both quedtions” Conway replied shortly. "Though in the second instance | might be
embarrassed if you made known your findings to a third party in certain circumstances. Why do you
ak?'

"Because | have been aware of your deep anxiety regarding the possible depredations of this SRTT
among your patients” Prilida said, "and | am loath to further increase that anxiety by tdling you of the
type and intengty of the emations which | detected just now in the being's mind.”

Conway sghed. "Spit it out, things couldn't be much worse than they are now...

But they could and were.

When Filida finished speaking Conway pulled his hand away from the intercom switch as though it
hed grown teeth and bit him. "I can't tdl him that over the intercom!” he burst out. "It would be sure to
lesk to the patients and if they, or even some of the Staff knew about it, there would be a panic." He
dithered for a moment, then cried, "Come on, we've got to see OMaral”

But the Chief Psychologist was not in his office or in the nearby Educator room. However, information
supplied by one of his assstants sent them hurrying to the forty-seventh leve and Observation Ward
Three.

This was a vadt, high-calinged room mantaned a a pressure and temperature suited to
warm-blooded oxygen-breathers. DBDG, DBLF and FGLI doctors carried out preliminary examinations
here on the more puzzing or exotic cases-the patients, if these atmospheric conditions did not suit them,
being housed in large, trangparent cubicles spaced at intervas around the walls and floor. It was known
irreverently as the Punch and Ponder department and Conway could see a group of medics of al shapes
and species gathered around a glasswaled tank in the middle of the ward. This must be the older and
dying SRTT he had heard about, but he had no atention to spare for anything until he had spoken to
OMara

He caught sight of the psychologist at a communications desk beside the wal and hurried over.

While he talked O'Mara ligened stalidly, severd times opening his mouth as though to interrupt, then
esch time dogaing it in a grimmer, tighter line. But when Conway reached the point where he had seen the
broken Trandator, O'Mara waved him to slence and hit the intercom switch with the same jerky motion
of his hand.

"Get me Engineering Divison, Colond Skempton,” he barked. Then:

"Colond, our runaway isin the FROB nursery area. But there is a complication, I'm afrad—it has lost
its Trandator..." There was a short pause, then: "Neither do | know how | expect you to pecify it when
you can't communicate, but do what you can in the meantime—I'm going to work on the communication
angle now.

He snapped the switch off and then on again, and said, "Coalinson, in Communicetions...hdlo, Mgjor.
| want a rday between here and the Monitor Survey team on the SRTT's home planet—yes, the one |
hed you collecting about a few hours ago. Will you arrange that? And have them prepare a sound tape in
the SRTT native language—!'ll give you the wording | want in a moment—and have them relay it here.
The substance of the speech, which must be obtained from an adult SRTT, will have to be roughly as
follows—"

He broke off as Mgor Colinson's voice erupted from the speaker. The communicaions man was
reminding a certain desk-bound headshrinker that the SRTT planet was hdfway across the Gdaxy, tha
subspace radio was susceptible to interference just like any other kind and that by the time every sunin
the intervening distance had splattered the dgnd with ther share of datic it would be virtudly
unintdligible

"Have them repeat the 9gnd,” O'Mara said. "There are sure to be usable words and phrases which
we can piece together to recongtruct the origind message. We need this thing badly, and I'll tdl you



The SRTT species were an extremdy long-lived race, O'Mara explained quickly, who reproduced
hermaphroditically a very grest intervals and with great pain and effort. There was therefore a bond of
great affection and—what was more important in the present circumstances—discipline between the
adults and children of the species. There was d 0 the belief, so srong as to be dmogt a certainty, that no
maiter what changes a member of this species worked it would aways try to retain the voca and aurd
organs which dlowed it to communicate with its felows.

Now if one of the adults on the home planet could prepare a few generd remarks directed toward
youths who misbehaved when they ought to have known better, and these were relayed to Sector
Gengrd and in turn played over the PA to ther runaway vigtor, then the young SRTT's ingrained
obedience to its elders would do the rest.

"And that," said O'Mara to Conway as he switched off, "should take care of thet little criss. With any
luck welll have our vigtor quieted down within afew hours. So your troubles are over, you can relax.”

The psychologist broke off at the expression on Conway's face, then he said softly, "There's more?

Conway nodded. Indicating his assstant he said, "Dr. Prilida detected it, by empathy. You must
understand that the runaway isin a very bad way psychologically—grief for its dying parent, the fright it
received a Lock Sx when everyone came charging a it, and now the mauling it has undergone in the
FROB nursery. It is young, immature, and these experiences have thrown it back to the stage where its
responses are purdly animd and... wdl..." Conway licked dry lips, ... has anyone calculated how long it
has been since that SRTT has esten?”

Theimplicaions of the question were not lost on O'Mara ether. He paled suddenly and snatched up
the mike again. "Get me Skempton again, quickly! ... Skempton?... Colone, | am not trying to sound
melodramétic but would you use the scrambler attached to your set, there is another complication.”

Tuming away, Conway debated with himsdf whether to go over for a brief ook at the dying SRTT or
hurry back to his section. Back in the FROB nursery Prilida had detected in the runaway's mind strong
hunger radiation as well as the expected fear and confusion, and it had been the communication of these
findings which had caused fird Conway, then O'Mara and Skempton to redize jus wha a deadly
menace the vidtor had become. The youths of any species are notorioudy sdfish, crud and undivilized,
Conway knew, and driven by steadily increasing pangs of hunger this one would certainly turn cannibd.
Inits present confused mentd state the young SRTT would probably not know thet it had done so, but
that fact would make no difference at dl to the patients concerned.

If only the mgority of Conway's charges were not so amdl, defenceess and... tasty.

On the other hand a look a the elder being might suggest some method of deding with the
younger—his curiogity regarding the SRTT termind case having nothing to do with it, of course...

He was manoeuvreing for a closer look at the patient ingde the tank and at the same time trying not to
jostle the Earth-human doctor who was blocking his view, when the man turned irritably and asked,
"Why the blazes don't you dimb up my back?.. Oh, helo, Conway. Here to contribute another
uninformed wild guess, | suppose?”

It was Mannon, the doctor who had a one time been Conway's superior and was now a Senior
Physician wel on the way to achieving Diagnogtician status. He had befriended Conway on his arrivd at
the hospita, Mannon had severd times explained within Conway's hearing, because he had a soft spot
for sray dogs, cats and interns. Currently he was alowed to retain permanently in his brain just three
Educator tapes—that of a Trathan specidis in micro-surgery and two beonging to surgeons of the
low-gravity LSVO and MSVK species—so that for long periods of each day his reactions were quite
human. At the moment he was eyeing Prilida, who was skittering about on the fringe of the crowd, with
rased eyebrows.

Conway began to give details regarding the character and accomplishments of his new assstant, but
was interrupted by Mannon saying loudly, "That's enough, lad, youre beginning to sound like an
unsolicited testimonid. A light touch and the empathic faculty will be a big hep in your current line of
work. | grant that. But then you always did pick odd associates, levitating balls of goo, insects, dinosaurs,



and such like—all pretty peculiar people, you must admit. Except for that nurse on the twenty-third levd,
now | admire your taste there—"

"Are they meking any headway with this case, 9r?' Conway said, determinedly shunting the
conversation back onto the main track again. Mannon was the best in the world, but he had the painful
habit sometimes of pulling a person's leg urtil it threatened to come off at the hip.

"None" said Mannon. "And what | said about wild guessesis afact. We're dl meking them here, and
getting nowhere—ordinary diagnogtic techniques are completdly usdess. Just look at the thing!™

Mannon moved aside for Conway, and a sensation as of a pencil being laid across his shoulder told
him that Prilicda was behind him craning to see, too.

Vi

The being in the tank was indescribable for the smple reason that it had obvioudy been trying to
become severd different things at once when the dissolution had begun. There were appendages both
jointed and tentacular, patches of scaes, spines and leathery, wrinkled tegument together with the
suggestion of mouth and gl openings, dl thrown together in a gruesome hodge-podge. Y et none of the
physologicd details were clear because the whole flaccid mass was softened, eroded away, like a wax
modd |eft too long in the heat. Moisture oozed from the patient's body continuoudy and trickled to the
floor of the tank, where the water level was nearly sx inches deep.

Conway swdlowed and said, "Bearing in mind the adaptability of this species, its immunity to physica
damage and so on, and congdering the wildly mixed-up state of its body, | should say that there may be
agtrong posshility that the trouble stems from psychological causes.™

Mannon looked him up and down dowly with an expression of awe on his face, then said, witheringly,
"Psychologicd causes, hey? Amazing! Well, what ese could cause a being who is immune both to
physca damage and bacterid infection to get into this state except something wrong with its think tank?
But perhaps you were going to be more specific?'

Conway fdt his neck and ears getting warm. He said nothing.

Mannon grunted, then went on, "The water that it is mdting into is just that, plus a few harmless
organisms which are suspended in it. Weve tried every method of physica and psychologica treatment
thet we could think of, without results. At the moment someone is suggesting that we quick-freeze the
patient, both to hdt the mdting and to give us more time to think of something else. This has been vetoed
because in its present state such a course might kill the patient outright. We've had a couple of our
telepathic life-forms try to tune to its mind with a view to draightening it out that way, and O'Mara has
gone back to the dark ages to such a point that he has tried crude eectro-shock therapy, but nothing
works. Altogether we have brought, angly and acting in concert, the viewpoints of very nearly every
gpeciesin the Galaxy, and dill we can't get aline on what alsit.

"If the trouble was psychologica," put in Conway, "l should have thought that the telepaths—"

"No," sad Mannon. "In this life-form the mind and memory function is evenly distributed throughout
the whole body and not housed in a permanent brain casing, otherwise it could not accomplish such
marked changesinits physcd sructure. At present the being's mind is withdrawing, draining away, into
gmdler and smdler units—so amdl that the telepaths cannot work them.

"This SRTT is ared weirdie”" Mannon continued thoughtfully. "It evolved out of the sea, of course,
but later its world saw outbreaks of volcanic activity, earthquakes—the surface baing coated with sulphur
and who knows what ese—and findly a minor ingability in their sun converted the planet into the desert
which it now is. They had to be adaptable to survive dl that. And their method of reproduction—a
budding and splitting-off process which causes the loss of a Szable portion of the parent's mass—is
interesting, too, because it means that the embryo is born with part of the body-and-brain cdl structure of
the parent. No conscious memories are passed to the newly-born but it retains unconscioudy the
memories which enable it to adapt—"

"But that means,” Conway burgt out, "that if the parent transfers a section of its body-and-mind to the
offsoring, then each individud's unconscious memory must go back—"

"And it is the unconscious which is the seat of dl psychoses,” interrupted O'Mara, who had come up



behind them at that point. "Don't say any more, | have nightmares at the very idea. Imagine trying to
andyze a patient whose subconscious mind goes back fifty thousand years..."

The conversation dried up quickly after that and Conway, dill anxious about the younger SRTT's
activities, hurried back to the nursery section. The whole area was infested with maintenance men and
green-uniformed Monitors, but the runaway had not been sghted again. Conway placed a DBDG
nurse—the one Mannon was o fond of pulling his leg about, srangdy enough—on duty in a diving suit
a the AUGL ward, because he was expecting developments there at any time, and prepared with Frilida
to pay acdl on the methane nursery.

Thar work among the frigid-blooded beings in that ward was aso routine, and during it Conway
pestered Prilida with questions about the emotiond state of the eder SRTT they had just Ieft. But the
GLNO was very little hdp; dl it would say was that it had detected an urge toward dissolution which it
could not describe more fully to Conway because there was nothing in its own previous experience which
it could relate the feding to.

Outside again they discovered that Colinson had wasted no time. From the wal annunciators there
poured out a staccato howl of static through which could be dimly heard an dien gobbling which was
presumably the SRTT sound tape. Conway thought that if podtions were reversed and he was a
frightened amdl boy ligening to a voice driving to speak to him through that incredible uproar, he would
fed anything but reassured. And the atmosphere of the SRTT's home planet would dmost certainly be of
a different dengity to this one, which would further increase the digtortion of the voice. He did not say
anything to Prilida, but Conway thought that it would be nothing less than a miracle if this cacophony
produced the result which O'Mara had intended.

The racket cut off suddenly, was replaced by a voice in English which droned out, "Would Dr.
Conway please go to the intercom,” then it returned unabated. Conway hurried to the nearest set.

"Thisis Murchison in the AUGL lock, Doctor,” said a worried femae voice. "Somebody—I| mean
something—just went past me into the main ward. | thought it was you at firg until it began opening the
inner sedl without putting on a suit, then | knew it must be the runaway SRTT." She hesitated, then said,
"Conddering the state of the patients indgde | didn't give the darm until checking with you, but | can
cdl—"

"No, you did quite right, Nurse," Conway said quickly. "Well be down at once.

When they arrived a the lock five minutes later, the nurse had a suit ready for Conway, and the
combination of physologica features which made it impossible for the Earth-human members of the Staff
to regard Murchison with anything like adinicd detachment were rendered dightly less digtracting by her
own protective suit. But Conway had eyes at the moment only for the inner ingpection window and the
thing which floated jugt inddeit.

It was, or had been, very like Conway. The har colouring was right, aso the complexion, and it was
inwhites. But the features were out of proportion and ran together in a way that was quite horrible, and
the neck and hands did not go into the tunic, they became the collar and deeves of the garment. Conway
was reminded of alead figure that had been crudely fashioned and cardlesdy painted.

At the moment Conway knew that it was not a threet to the lives of the ward's tiny patients, but it was
changing. There was a dow growing together of the arms and legs, alengthening out and the sprouting of
long, narrow protuberances which could only be the beginnings of fins The AUGL patients might be
difficult for an Earth-human DBDG to catch, but the SRTT was adapting to water aso, and speed.

"Ingde" said Conway urgently. "Weve got to herd it out of here before it—"

But Prilida was meking no attempt to begin the bodily contortions which would bring it ingde its
protective envelope. "l have detected an interesting change in the quadlity of its emotiond radiation,” the
GLNO said suddenly. "Thereisdill fear and confuson present, and an overriding hunger..."

"Hunger... I" Murchison had not redlized until then just what deadly danger the patients werein.

"But there is something dse" Frilida continued, disregarding the interruption. "I can only describe it as
abackground pleasure sensation coupled with that same urge toward dissolution which | detected a short



time ago inits parent. But | am puzzled to account for this sudden change.”

Conway's mind was on his three tiny patients, and the predatory form the SRTT was beginning to
take. He sad impatiently, "Probably because recent events have affected its sanity aso, the pleasure
trace being due possibly to aliking for the water—"

Abruptly he stopped, hismind racing too fast for words or even ordered logicd thought. Rather it was
afeverish jumble of facts, experiences and wild guesswork which boiled chaoticaly through his brain,
then incredibly became 4ill and cool and very, very cear as... the answer.

And yet none of the tremendous intellects in the observation ward could have found it, Conway was
sure, because they were not present with an empathic assstant when a young SRTT close to insanity
through fear and grief had been immersed suddenly in the tepid, ydlow depths of the AUGL tank...

When an intdligent, mature and mentdly complex being encounters unpleasant and hurtful facts of
auffident numbers and severity the result is a retreat from redity. Firgt a griving to return to the smple,
unworrisome days of childhood and then, when that period turns out to be not nearly so carefree and
uncomplicated as remembered, the ultimete retreat into the womb and the motionless, mindless condition
of the catatonic. But to a mature SRTT the foetd postion of catatonia could not be smple to atain,
because its reproductive systlem was such that instead of the unborn offpring being in a state of warm,
mindless comfort, it found itsdf part of its parent's mature adult body and caled upon to share in the
decisons and adjustments its parent had to make. Because the SRTT body, every angle cdl of it, was
the mind and any sort of separation was impossible to a life-form whose every cdl was interchangeable.

How divide a glass of water without pouring some off into another container?

The diseased intelect would be forced to retreat again and again, only to find that it had become
involved in endless changes and adaptations in its efforts to return to this nonexistent womb. It would go
back-far, far back—until it eventudly did find the mindless state which it craved and its mind, which was
inseparable from its body, became the wam water teeming with unicdlular life from which it had
origindly evolved.

Now Conway knew the reason for the dow, mdting dissolution of the termind case upgtairs. More,
he thought he saw a way of solving the whole horrible mess. If he could only bank on the fact that, as
was the case with most other species, a complex, maure mind tended to go insane faster than an
undeveloped and youthful one...

He was only vagudly aware of going to the intercom again and cdling O'Mara, and of Murchison and
Prilidadrawing closer to him as he talked. Then he was waiting for what seemed like hours for the Chief
Psychologist to absorb the information and react. Fndly:

"Aningenious theory, Doctor," sad O'Mara warmly. "More than that—I would say thet thet is exactly
what has happened here, and no theorizing about it. The only pity is the understanding what has
happened does nothing to aid the patient—"

"I've been thinking about that, too,” Conway broke in eagerly, "and the way | see it the runaway is the
maost urgent problem now—if it isn't caught and pacified soon there are going to be serious casudties
among the Staff and patients, in my section anyway, if nowhere dse. Unfortunately, for technica reasons,
your idea of cdming it by means of a sound tape in its own language is not very successful up to now..."

"That's putting it kindly," said O'Mara dryly.

"But," went on Conway, "if thisidea was modified so that the runaway was spoken to, reassured, by
its parent updtairs. If we firg cured the elder SRTT—"

"Cured the dder! What the blazes do you think weve been trying to do this past three weeks?
O'Mara demanded angrily. Then as the redization came that Conway was not trying to be funny or
wilfully stupid, that he sounded in deadly earnest, he said flatly, "Keep talking, Doctor.”

Conway kept taking. When he had finished the intercom speaker registered the sound of a greet,
explogve ggh, then; "I think you've got the answer dl right, and weve cartainly got to try it despite the
risks you mentioned,” O'Mara sad excitedly. Then abruptly his tones became clipped and efficient.
"Take charge down there, Doctor. You know what you want done better than anyone dse does. And
use the DBLF recreation room on levd fifty-nine—it's close to your section and can be evacuated



quickly. We're going to tap in on the exising communications circuits so there will be no ddlay here, and
the specid equipment you want will be in the DBLF recreation room indde fifteen minutes. So you can
dart anytime, Conway..."

Before he was cut off he heard Q'Mara begin isuing ingructions to the effect that dl Monitor Corps
personnd and Staff in the nursery section were to be placed at the disposd of Doctors Conway and
Prilida, and he had barely turned away from the set before green-uniformed Monitors began crowding
into the lock.

VII

The SRTT youth had somehow to be forced into the DBLF recreation room which was rapidly being
booby-trapped for its benefit, and the fird step was to get it out of the AUGL ward. This was
accomplished by tweve Monitors svimming, sweating and curaing furioudy in their heavy issue suits who
chased awkwardly after it until they had it hemmed in at the point where the entry lock gave it the only
avenue of escape.

Conway, Prilida and another bunch of Monitors were waiting in the corridor outsde when it came
through, dl garbed agang any one of hdf a dozen environments through which the chase might lead
them. Murchison had wanted to go, too—she had wanted to be in at the kill, she had stated—but
Conway had told her sharply that her job was wetching over the three AUGL patients and that she had
better do just that.

He had not meant to lose his temper with Murchison like that, but he was on edge. If the idea he had
been so enthusiagtic about to O'Mara did not pan out there was a very good chance that there would be
two incurable SRTT patients instead of one, and "in a the kill" had been an unfortunate choice of words.

The runaway had changed again—a sami-involuntary defence mechaniam triggered off by the shapes
of its pursuers—into a vaguely Earth human form. It ran soggily dong the corridor on legs which were
too rubbery and which bent in the wrong places, and the scaly, dun-coloured tegument it had worn in the
AUGL tank was twitching and writhing and smoothing out into the pink and white of flesh and medica
tunic. Conway could look on the mogt dien beings imaginable suffering from the most horrible maadies
without inward distress, but the Sght of the SRTT trying to become a human being as it ran made him
fight to retain his lunch.

A sudden sdeways dash into an MSVK corridor took them unawares and resulted in a kicking,
floundering pile-up of pursuers beyond the inner sedl of the connecting lock. The MSVK  lifeforms were
bi-pedal, vagudy stork-like beings who required an extremdy low gravity pull, and the DBDGs like
Conway could not adjust to it immediady. But while Conway was dill dowly faling dl over the place the
Monitors space training enabled them to find their feet quickly. The SRTT was headed off into the
OXygen section again.

It had been a bad few minutes whileit lasted, Conway thought with relief, because the dim lighting and
the opacity of the fog which the MSVKs cdled an atmosphere would have made the SRTT difficult to
find if it had been logt to Sght. If that had happened at this stage... Well, Conway preferred not to think
about that.

But the DBLF recreation room was only minutes awvay now, and the SRTT was heading straight for it.
The being was changing again, into something low and heavy which was moving on dl fours. It seemed to
be drawing itsdf in, condensng, and there was a suggestion of a carapace forming. It was ill in that
condition when two Monitors, ydling and waving ther ams wildly, dashed suddenly out of an
intersection and stampeded it into the corridor which contained the recreation room.

... And found it empty!

Conway swore luridly. There should have been hdf a dozen Monitors strung across tha corridor to
bar itsway, but he had made such good time getting here that they were not in postion yet. They were
probably dill ingde the rec room placing ther equipment, and the SRTT would go right past the
doorway.

But he had not counted on the quick mind and even more agile body of Prilida His assstant must
have redlized the postion in the same ingtant that he did. Thelittle GLNO ran dicking down the corridor,



rapidly overtaking the SRTT, then swinging up onto the caling until it had passed the runaway before
dropping back. Conway tried to ydl a warning, tried to shout that a fragile GLNO had no chance of
heeding off a being who was now the characteristics of an outsze and highly mobile armoured crab, and
that Prilida was committing suicide. Then he saw what his assstant was aming at.

There was a powered stretcher-carrier in its alcove about thirty feet ahead of the fleeing SRTT. He
saw Prilida skid to a hdt beside it, hit the starter, then charge on. Prilicda was not being supidly brave, it
was being brainy and fast which was much better in these circumstances.

The stretcher-carrier, uncontrolled, lurched into motion and went wobbling across the corridor—right
into the path of the charging SRTT. There was a metdlic crash and a burst of dense ydlow and black
amoke as its heavy batteries shattered and shorted across. Before the fans could quite clear the air the
Corpsmen were able to work around the stunned and nearly mationless runaway and herd it into the
recregtion room.

A few minutes later a Monitor officer approached Conway. He gave a jerk of his head which
indicated the weird assortment of gadgetry which had been rushed to the compartment only minutes ago
and which lay in neat piles around the room, and included the green-clad men ranged olidly againg the
wadls—dl facing toward the centre of the big compartment where the SRTT rotated dowly in the exact
centre of the floor, seeking away of escape. Quite obvioudy he was eaten up with curiogty, but his tone
was caefully casud as he said, "Dr. Conway, | beieve? W, Doctor, wha do you want us to do now?"

Conway moistened hislips. Up to now he had not thought much about this moment—he had thought
that it would be easy to do this because the young SRTT had been such a menace to the hospitd in
generd and caused so much trouble in his own section in particular. But now he was beginning to fed
sorry for it. It was, after dl, only a kid who had been sent out of control by a combination of grief,
ignorance and panic. If thisthing did not turn out right...

He shook off the fedings of doubt and inadequacy and said harshly, "You see that beedtie in the
middle of the room. | want it scared to death.”

He had to elaborate, of course, but the Monitors got the idea very quickly and began usng the
equipment which had been sent them with great fervour and enthusasm. Watching grimly, Conway
identified items from Air Supply, Communications and the various diet kitchens, dl being used for a
purpose for which they had never been designed. There were things which emitted dill whistles, Sren
howls of tremendous volumes and others which consisted smply of banging two metd trays together. To
this fearful racket was added the whoops of the men widding those noisemakers.

And there was no doubt that the SRTT was scared—Prilicla reported its emotiond reactions
congtantly. But it was not scared enough.

"Quie!” yeled Conway suddenly. "Start usng the dlent uff!”

The preceding din had only been a primer. Now would come the redly vicious suff—but slert,
because any noise made by the SRTT had to be heard.

Flares burst around the shaking figure in the middle of the floor, blindingly incandescent but of
negligible heat. Smultaneoudy tractor and pressor beams pushed and pulled at it, diding it back and forth
across the floor, occasondly tossng it into mid-air or flattening it againgt the cdlling. The beams worked
on the same principle as the gravity neutrdizer belts, but were capable of much finer control and focus.
Other beam operators began flinging lighted flares at the suspended, wildly sruggling figure, only yanking
them back or tuning them aside at the last possible moment.

The SRTT was redly frightened now, so frightened that even non empaths could fed it. The shapes it
was taking were going to give Conway nightmeares for many weeks to come,

Conway lifted a hand mike to hislips and flicked the switch. "Any reaction up there yet?'

"Nothing yet," O'Mara's voice boomed from the speakers which had been set up around the room.
"Whatever you're doing a the moment youll have to step it up.”

"But the being isin a condition of extreme distress..." began Priicla

Conway rounded on his assstant. "If you can't take it, leavel" he snapped.

"Steady, Conway,” O'Maras voice came sharply. "I know how you mug fed, but remember that the



end result will cancd dl this out.”

"Butif it doesn't work." Conway protested, then: "Oh never mind." To Prilida he said, "I'm sorry." To
the officer beside him he asked, "Can you think of any way of putting on more pressure?”’

"I'd hate anything like that being done to me" said the Monitor tightly, "but | would suggest adding
oin. Some species are utterly demoralized by spin when they can take practicdly anything e

Soin was added to the pummdling which the SRTT was aready undergoing with the pressors-not a
ample spin, but a wild, ralling, pitching movement which made Conway's ssomach fed queasy just by
looking at it, and the flares dived and swooped around it like insane moons around their primary. Quite a
few of the men had logt their firg enthusasm, and Prilida swayed and shook on its 9x pipe-stem legs, in
the grip of an emotiond gale which threatened to blow it away.

It had been wrong to bring Prilidain on this, Conway told himsdf angrily; no empath should have to
go through this sort of hdl by proxy. He had made a mistake from the very firdt, because the whole idea
was crud and sadistic and wrong. He was worse than a mongter.

Highin the centre of the room the twigting, Spinning blur that was the younger SRTT began to emit a
high-pitched and terrified gobbling noise.

A crashing bedlam erupted from the wall speakers; shouts, cries, bresking noises and the sounds of
running feet over-laying that of something dower and infinitdy heavier. They could hear O'Maras voice
shouting out some sort of explanation to somebody at the top of his lungs then an unidentified voice
ydled a them, "For Pete's sake stop it down therel Bugter's papa has woke up and is wrecking the
joint..."

Quickly but gently they checked the soinning SRTT and lowered it to the floor, then they waited
tensdy while the shouting and crashing being relayed to them from Observation Ward Three reached a
crescendo and began gradudly to die down. Around the room men stood motionless watching each
other, or the whimpering being on the floor, or the wal speakers, waiting. And then it came.

The sound was amilar to the dien gobbling which had been relayed through the annunciators some
hours previoudy, but without the accompanying roar of datic, and because everyone had ther
Trandators switched on the words aso came through as English.

It was the elder SRTT, incurable no longer because it was phydcaly whole again, spesking both
resssuringly and chidingly to its erring offspring. In effect it was saying that junior had been a bad boy,
that he mugt cease forthwith running around and getting himsdf and everyone dse into a state, and that
nothing el se unpleasant would happen to himif he did as he was told by the beings now surrounding him.
The sooner it did these things, the elder SRTT ended, the sooner they could both go home.

Mentdly, the runaway had taken a terrible beating, Conway knew. Maybe it had taken too much.
Tense with anxiety he watched it—dill in a shape that was neither fish, flesh or fowl—begin humping its
way across the floor. When it began gently and submissvely to butt one of the watching Monitors in the
knees, the cheer that went up very nearly gaveit arelapse.

"When Prilida here gave me the dlue to what was troubling the elder SRTT, | was sure that the cure
would have to be dragtic,” Conway sad to the Diagnogticians and Senior Physicians ranged around and
behind O'Mara's desk.

Thefact that he was seated in such august company was a sure Sgn of the approva in which he was
held, but despite that he dill fet nervous as he went on. "Its regresson toward the—to it—foeta
state—complete dissolution into individud and unthinking cdlls floaing in the primeva ocean—was far
advanced, perhaps too far judging by its physcd state. Mgor O'Mara had dready tried various shock
trestments which it, with its fantagticdly adaptable cdl structure, was able to negate or ignore. My idea
was to use the close physcd and emotiond bond which | discovered existed between the SRTT adult
and its last-born offspring, and get at it that way."

Conway paused, his eyes drifting Sdeways briefly to take in the shambles around them. Observation
Ward Three looked as though a bomb had hit it, and Conway knew that there had been a rather hectic
few minutes here between the time the elder SRTT had come out of its catatonic state and explanations



hed been given it. He cleared his throat and went on:

"So we trapped the young one in the DBLF recreation room and tried to frighten it as much as
possible, piping the soundsit made up here to the parent. It worked. The elder SRTT could not lie doing
nothing while its latest and most loved offpring was gpparently in frightful danger, and parental concern
and affection overcame and destroyed the psychosis and forced it back to present time and redlity. It
was able to pacify the young one, and so dl concerned were left happy.”

"A nice piece of deductive reasoning on your part, Doctor,” O'Mara said warmly. "You are to be
commended.”

At that moment the intercom interrupted him. It was Murchison reporting thet the three AUGLs were
showing the first 9gns of diffening up, and would he come a once. Conway requested an AUGL tape
for Prilida and himsdf, and explained the urgency of the matter. While they were taking them the
Diagnodticians and Senior Physcians began to leave. A little disgppointedly Conway thought that
Murchison's cdl had spoiled what might have been his greatest moment.

"Don't worry about it, Doctor,” O'Mara said cheerfully, reading his mind again. "If that cal had come
five minutes later your head would have been too swollen to take a physiology tape.”

Two days later Conway had his firg and only disagreement with Dr. Prilida He indsted that without
the ad of Prilidas empeathic faculty—an incredibly accurate and useful diagnostic tool—and Murchison's
vigilance, the cure of dl three AUGLs would not have been possible. The GLNO sated that, much as it
was agang its nature to oppose his superior's wishes, on this occason Dr. Conway was completely
migtaken. Murchison said that she was glad that she had been able to help, and could she please have
ome leave?

Conway sad yes, then continued the argument with Prilicla, even though he knew he had no hope of
winning it.

Conway honestly knew that he would not have been able to save the infant AUGLs without the little
empath's help—he might not have saved any of them, in fact. But he was the Boss, and when a Boss and
his assi stants accomplish something the credit invariably goes to the Boss.

The argument, if that was the proper word for such an essentidly friendly disagreement, raged for
days. Things were going wdl in the Nursery and they hadn't anything of a serious nature to think about.
They were not aware of the wreck which was then on its way to the hospitd, or of the survivor it
contained.

Nor did Conway know that within the next two weeks the whole Staff of the hospitd would be
despigng him.

CHAPTER 5- OUT-PATIENT

The Monitor Corps cruiser Sheldon flicked into norma space some five hundred miles from Sector
Tweve Generd Hospita, the wreck which was its reason for coming held gently againg the hull within
the fidd of its hyperdrive generators. At this distance the vast, brilliantly lit structure which floated in
intersellar space at the gaactic rim was only a dim blur of light, but that was because the Monitor
Captain had had a close decison to make. Buried somewhere indgde the wreck which he had brought in
was a survivor urgently in need of medicd attention. But like any good policeman his actions were
congtrained by possible effects on innocent bystanders—in this case the Staff and patients of the Gaaxy's
largest multi-environment hospita.

Hurriedly contacting Reception he explained the Stuation, and received their reassurances that the
matter would be taken care of a once. Now that the welfare of the survivor was in competent hands, the
Captain decided that he could return with a clear conscience to his examination of the wreck, which just
might blow up in hisface a any moment.

In the office of the hospital's Chief Psychologist, Dr. Conway sat uneesily on a very easy char and
watched the square, craggy features of O'Mara across an expanse of cluttered desk.



"Rdax, Doctor,” O'Mara sad suddenly, obvioudy reading his thoughts. "If you were here for a
carpeting I'd have given you a harder chair. On the contrary, 1've been ingtructed to administer a hefty pat
on the back. You've been up-graded, Doctor. Congratulations. You are now, Heaven hep us dl, a
Senior Physician.”

Before Conway could react to the news, the psychologist held up alarge, square hand.

"In my own opinion a ghasily mistake has been made,” he went on, "but seemingly your success with
that dissolving SRTT and your part in the levitating dinosaur business has impressed the people
upstairs—they think it was due to ability instead of sheer luck. Asfor me" he ended, grinning, "'l wouldn't
trust you with my appendix.”

"You're too kind, dr," said Conway dryly.

O'Mara amiled again. "What do you expect, praise? My job isto srink heads, not swvdl 'em. And
now | suppose I'll have to give you a minute to adjust to your new glory.”

Conway was not dow in gppreciating what this advance in status was going to mean to him. It pleased
him, definitely—he had expected to do another two years before making Senior Physcian. But he was a
little frightened, too.

Henceforth he would wear an armband trimmed with red, have the right-of-way in corridors and
dining hdls over everyone other than fdlow Seniors and Diagnogticians, and dl the equipment or
ass stance he might need would be his for the asking. He would bear full responghility for any patient left
inhis charge, with no possibility of ducking it or passng the buck. His persona freedom would be more
congrained. He would have to lecture nurses, train junior interns, and amog certainly take part in one of
the long-term research programs. These duties would necessitate his being in permanent possession of at
least one physiology tape, probably two. That sde of it, he knew, was not going to be pleasant.

Senior Physicians with permanent teaching duties were cdled on to retain one or two of these tapes
continuoudy. Thet, Conway had heard, was no fun. The only thing which could be said for it was that he
would be better off that a Diagnodtician, the hospitd's dite, one of the rare beings whose mind was
conddered stable enough to retain permanently 9x, seven or even ten Educator tapes smultaneoudy. To
their data crammed minds were given the job of origind research in xenologicd medicine, and the
diagnoss and treatment of new diseasesin the hitherto unknown life-forms.

There was a wdl-known saying in the hospitd, reputed to have originated with the Chief Psychologist
himsdf, that anyone sane enough to want to be a Diagnodician was mad. For it was not only
physologicd data which the Educator tapes imparted, but the complete memory and persondity of the
entity who had possessed that knowledge was impressed on their brans as wdl. In effect, a
Diagnogtician subjected himsdf or itsdf voluntarily to the most drastic form of multiple schizophrenia..

Suddenly O'Mara's voice broke in on his thoughts. "And now that you fed three feet tdler and are no
doubt raring to go," the psychologist said, "I have a job for you. A wreck has been brought in which
contains a survivor. Apparently the usud procedures for extricating it cannot be used. Physiologica
classfication unknown—we haven't been able to identify the ship so have no idea what it eats, bresthes
or looks like. I want you to go over there and sort things out, with aview to trandferring the being here as
quickly as possible for treatment. Were told that its movements ingde the wreckage are growing
weeker," he ended briskly, "0 treat the matter as urgent.”

"Yes gr," sad Conway, rigng quickly. At the door he paused. Later he was to wonder at his temerity
insaying what he did to the Chief Psychologist, and decided that promotion must have gone to his head.
As a parting shot he said exultantly, "I've got your lousy appendix. Kelerman took it out three years ago.
He pickled it and put it up as a chess trophy. It's on my bookcase..."

O'Maras only reaction was to indine his head, asif receiving a compliment.

Outside in the corridor Conway went to the nearest communicator and cdled Transport. He said,
"Thisis Dr. Conway. | have an urgent outpatient case and need a tender. Also a nurse able to use an
andyser and with experience of fishing people out of wrecks, if possble. I'l be at Admisson Lock Eight
inafew minutes. .

Conway made good time to the lock, dl things considered. Once he had to flaiten himsdf agang a
corridor wall as a Trathan Diagnostician lumbered absently past on its Sx, dephantine feet, the dminutive



and nearly mindless OTSB lifeform which lived in symbioss with it dinging to its leathery back. Conway
didnt mind giving way to a Diagnogtician, and the Trdthan FGLI-OTSB combination were the finest
surgeons in the Gadaxy. Generdly, however, the people he encountered—nurses of the DBLF
classfication mogly, and afew of the low-gravity, bird-like LSV Os—made way for him. Which showed
what avery efident grapevine the hospital possessed, because he was dill wearing his old armband.

His sweling head was rapidly shrunk back to sze by the entity waiting for him at Lock Eight. It was
another of the furry, multi-pedal DBLF nurses, and it began hooting and whining immediatdy when he
came into sght. The DBLF's own language was unintdligible, but Conway's Trandaor pack converted
the sounds which it made—as it did dl the other grunts, chirps and gobblings heard in the hospitd—into
English.

"I have been awaiting you for over seven minutes,” it said. "They told me this was an emergency, yet |
find you ambling dong asiif you had dl the timein the world."

Likedl Trandated speech the words had been flat and srained free of dl emotiona content. So the
DBLF could have been joking, or hdf joking, or even meking a Smple statement of fact as it saw them
with no disrespect intended. Conway doubted the last very strongly, but knew that losng his temper at
this stage would be futile.

He took a deep breath and said, "I might have shortened your waiting period if | had run dl the way.
But | am agang running for the reason that undue haste in a being in my pogtion gives a bad
impression—ypeople tend to think | am in a panic over something and so fed unsure of my capatilities.
So for the record,” he ended dryly, "l wasn't anbling, | was waking with a confident, unhurried treed.”

The sound which the DBLF made in reply was not Trandatable.

Conway went through the boarding tube ahead of the nurse, and seconds later they shot awvay from
the lock. In the tender's rear vison screen the sorawling mass of lights which was Sector Generd began
to crawl together and shrink, and Conway started worrying.

Thiswas not the firg time he had been cdled to a wreck, and he knew the drill. But suddenly it was
brought home to him that he would be soldly responsible for what was to happen—he couldn't scream
for hep if something went wrong. Not that he had ever done that, but it had been comforting to know
that he could have done so if necessary. He had an urgent desire to share some of his newly-acquired
responghility with someone—Dr. Prilida, for instance, the gentle, spidery, emotion sengtive who had
been his assgtant in the Nursery, or any of his other human and non-human colleagues.

During the trip to the wreck the DBLF, who told him that its name was Kursedd, tried Conway's
patience sorely. The nurse was completely without tact, and dthough Conway knew the reason for this
faling, it was dill alittle hard to take.

Asarace Kursedd's species were not telepathic, but among themsdlves they could read each other's
thoughts with a high degree of accuracy by the observation of expression. With four extensble eyes, two
hearing antenna, a coat of fur which could lie slky smooth or stick out in spikes like a newly-bathed dog,
plus various other highly flexible and expressive features—all of which they had very little control over—it
was understandable that this caterpillar-like race had never learned diplomacy. Invariably they sad
exactly what they thought, because to another member of their race those thoughts were dready plain
anyhow, so that saying something different would have been stupid.

Then dl a once they were diding up to the Monitor cruiser and the wreck which hung beside it.

Apart from the bright orange colouring it looked pretty much like any other wreck he had seen,
Conway thought; ships resembled people in that respect—a violent end stripped them of dl individudity.
He directed Kursedd to cirdle afew times, and moved to the forward observation pand.

At close range the internd structure of the wreck was revealed by the mishap which had practicaly
sheered it in two, it was of dark and farly norma-looking metd, so that the garish colouration of the hull
mugt be due smply to paint. Conway filed that datum away carefully in his mind, because the shade of
pant a being used could give an accurate guide to the range of its visud equipment, and the opacity or
otherwise of its atmosphere. A few minutes later he decided that nothing further could be abstracted from



an externd examination of the ship, and sgndled Kursedd to lock onto Sheldon.

The lock antechamber of the cruiser was andl and made even more cramped by the crowd of
greenruniformed  Corpsmen  daring, discussng and  catioudy poking a  an  odd-looking
mechanism—obvioudy something sadvaged from the wreck—which was lying on the deck. The
compartment buzzed with the technicd jargon of hdf a dozen specidties and nobody paid any atention
to the doctor and nurse until Conway cleared his throat loudly twice. Then an officer with Mgor's
inggnia, athin faced, greying man, detached himsdf from the crowd, and came toward them.

"Summerfidd, Captain,” he said crisply, giving the thing on the floor a fond backward glance as he
spoke. "You, | take it, will be the high-powered medica types from the hospitd ?*

Conway fdt irritated. He could understand these peopl€e's fedings, of course—a wrecked interstdlar
ghip belonging to an unknown dien culture was a rare find indeed, a technologica treasure trove on
whose vaue no limit could be set. But Conway's mind was oriented differently; dien artifacts came a long
way second in importance to the study, investigation and eventud restoration of dien life That was why
he got right down to business.

"Captain Summefidd,” he sad sharply, "we mug ascertain and reproduce this survivor's living
conditions as quickly as possible, both at the hospita and in the tender which will take it there. Could we
have someone to show us over the wreck please. A farly responsble officer, if possble, with a
knowledge of—"

"urdy,” Summerfidd interrupted. He looked as if he was going to say something else, then he
shrugged, turned, and barked, "Hendrickd" A Lieutenant wearing the bottom hdf of a spacesuit and a
rather harassed expression joined them. The Captain performed brief introductions, then returned to the
enigmaon the floor.

Hendricks said, "Well need heavy-duty suits. | can fit you Dr. Conway, but Dr. Kursedd is a
DBLF..."

"Thereis no problem,” Kursedd put in. "I have a suit in the tender. Give me five minutes”

The nurse whedled and undulated toward the airlock, itsfur risng and fdling in dow waves which ran
from the sparse har a its neck to the bushier growth on the tal. Conway had been on the point of
correcting Hendrick's misake regarding Kursedd's status, but he suddenly redized that being caled
"Doctor” had dicited an intense emotiond response from the DBLF—that rippling fur was certainly an
expression of something! Not being a DBLF himsdf Conway could not tdl whether the expresson
registered was one of pleasure or pride & being mistaken for a Doctor, or if the being was smply
laughing one of its thirty-four legs off at the error. It wasn't a vitd matter, so Conway decided to say
nathing.

I

The next occasion that Hendricks addressed "Doctor” Kursedd was when they were entering the
wreck, but thistime the DBLF's expression was hidden by the casing of its spacesuiit.

"What happened here?' Conway asked as he looked around curioudy. "Accident, collison or what?'

"Our theory,” Lieutenant Hendricks replied, "is that one of the two pars of generators which
maintained the ship in hyperspace during faster tharHight velocities failed for some reason. One hdf of the
vessd was suddenly returned to norma space, which automatically meant that it was braked to a velocity
far below that of light. The result was that the ship was ripped in two. The section containing the faulty
generators was left behind," Hendricks went on, "because dfter the accident the remaning pair of
generators mugt have remained functiona for a second or so. Various safety devices must have gone into
operation to sed off the damage, but the shock had practicaly shaken the whaole ship to pieces so they
weren't very successful. But an automatic distress 9gnd was emitted which we were fortunate enough to
hear, and obvioudy there isill pressure somewhere ingde because we heard the survivor moving about.
But the thing | can't hep wondering about,” he ended soberly, "is the condition of the other haf of the
wreck. It didn't, or couldn't, send out a distress Sgnd or we would have heard it dso. Someone might
have survived in that section, too."



"A pity if they did," said Conway. Then, in afirmer voice, "But we're going to save this one. How do |
oet close to it?!

Hendricks checked their suits anti-gravity belts and arr tanks, then said, "You can't, a least not for
some time. Follow me and I'll show you why."

O'Mara had made reference to difficulties in reaching the dien, Conway remembered, and he had
assumed it was the normd trouble of wreckage blocking the way. But from the competent look of this
Lieutenant in particular and the known efficiency of the Corps in generd, he was sure that ther troubles
would not be ordinary.

Yet when they penetrated further into the wreck the ship's interior seemed remarkably clear. There
was the usud oose suff floating about, but no solid blockage. 1t was only when Conway looked closdly
a his surroundings that he was able to see the full extent of the damage. There was not one fitting, wal
support or section of plating which was not ether loose, cracked or sprung a the seams. And at the
other end of the compartment they had just entered he could see where a heavy door had been burned
through, with traces of the rgpid-sealing goo used in setting up a temporary airlock showing dl around it.

"Thet is our problem,” Hendricks said, as Conway looked quedioningly a him. "The disaster very
nearly shook the ship apart. If we weren't in weightless conditionsit would fdl to pieces around us.”

He broke off to go to the ad of Kursedd, who was having trouble getting through the hole in the door,
then resumed, "All the air-tight doors must be closed automaticaly, but with the ship in this condition the
fact of an ar-tight door being closed does not necessarily meen that there is pressure on the other side of
it. And while we think we have figured out the manua controls, we cannot be absolutely sure that
opening one by this method will not cause every other door in the ship to open a the same time, with
lethd results for the survivor.”

In Conway's phones there was the sound of a short, heavy Sgh, then the Lieutenant went on;

"Weve been forced to set up locks outside every bulkhead we came to so that if there should be an
amaosphere on the other sde when we burn through, the pressure drop will be only fractiona. But it's a
veary time-wasting business, and no short cuts are possible which would not risk the safety of the dien.”

"Surdy more rescue teams would be the answer,” Conway said. "If there aren't enough on your ship
we can bring them from the hospitd. That would cut down the time required—"

"No, Doctor!" Hendricks said emphaticdly. "Why do you think we parked five hundred miles out?
There is evidence of consderable power storage in this wreck and until we know exactly how and
where, we have to go easy. We want to save the dien, you understand, but we don't want to blow it and
oursalves up. Didn't they tdl you about this at the hospita ?*

Conway shook his head "Maybe they didn't want me to worry.

Hendricks laughed. "Neither do |. Serioudy, the chance of a blowup is vanishingly smdl provided we
take proper precautions. But with men swarming dl over the wreck, burning and pulling it apart, it would
be a near-certainty.”

While the Lieutenant had been talking they passed through two other compartments and dong a short
corridor. Conway noticed that the interior of each room had a different colour scheme. The survivor's
race, he thought, must have highly individua notions regarding interior decoration.

He said, "When do you expect to get through to it?"

Thiswas asmple question which required a long, complicated answer, Hendricks explained ruefully.
The dien had made its presence known by noise—or more accuratdy, by the vibrations set up in the
fabric of the ship by its movements. But the condition of the wreck plus the fact that its movements were
of irregular duration and weskening made it impossble to judge its position with certainty. They were
cutting a way toward the centre of the wreck on the assumption that that was where an undamaged,
ar-tight compartment was mogt likdly to be. Also, they were missng any later movements it made, which
might have given them afix on its pogtion, because of the noise and vibration set up by the rescue team.

Bailed down, the answer was between three and seven hours.

And after they made contact with it, thought Conway, he had to sample, andyze and reproduce its



atmosphere, ascertain its pressure and gravity requirements, prepare it for transfer to the hospitd and do
whatever he could for itsinjuries until it could be treated properly.

"Far too long," said Conway, aghast. The survivor could not be expected, in its steadily weskening
date, to survive indefinitdy. "Well have to prepare accommodation without actudly seeing our
patient—there's nothing else for it. Now thisiswhat well do..."

Rapidly, Conway gave indruction for tearing up sections of floor plaing so as to bare the atificd
gravity grids beneath. This sort of thing was not in hisline, he told Hendricks, but no doubt the Lieutenant
could make afar guess a ther output. There was only one known way of neutrdizing gravity used by 4l
the space-going races of the Gdaxy; if the survivor's species had a different way of doing it then they
might as wdl give up there and then.

"The physicd characteridtics of any lifeform,” he went on, "can be deduced from specimens of their
food supply, the Sze and power demands of their artifidd gravity grids, and air trapped in odd sections
of piping. Enough data of this sort would enable us to reproduce its living conditions—"

"Some of the loose obyjects floating around must be food containers” Kursedd put in suddenly.

"That'sthe idea," Conway agreed. "But obtaining and andyzing a sample of ar must come firs. That
way well have a rough idea of its metabolism, which should help you to tdl which cans hold paint and
which syrup..."

Seconds later the search to detect and isolate the wreck's air-supply sysem was under way. The
quantity of plumbing in any compartment of a spaceship was necessarily large, Conway knew, but the
amount of piping which ran through even the samalest rooms in this ship left him feding astonished by its
complexity. The sght caused a vague dirring a the back of his mind, but ether his association centres
were not working properly or the simulus was too weak for him to make anything out of it.

Conway and the others were working on the assumption thet if a compartment could be sedled by
ar-tight bulkheads, then the pipelines supplying air to that section would be interrupted by cut-off vaves
where they entered and |eft it. The finding of a section of piping containing atmosphere was therefore only
amatter of time. But the maze of plumbing dl around them included control and power lines, some of
which mugt il be live So each section of piping had to be traced back to a break or other damage
which alowed them to identify it as not belonging to the air-supply system. It was a long, exhauding
process of dimination, and Conway raged inwardly at this sheerly mechanicd puzzle on whose quick
solution depended his patient's life Furioudy he wished that the team cutting into the wreck would
contact the survivor, just o he could go back to being a farly capable doctor instead of acting like an
engineer with ten thumbs.

Two hours dipped by and they had the posshilities narrowed down to a Sngle heavy pipe which was
obvioudy the outlet, and a thick bundle of metd tubing which just had to bring the ar in.

Apparently there were seven air inletd

"A being that needs seven different chemicdl. . ." began Hendricks, and lapsed into a baffled slence.

"Only one line carries the man condtituent,” Conway said. "The others mugt contain necessary trace
eements or inert components, such as the nitrogen in our own air. If those regulator vaves you can see
on each tube had not closed when the compartment lost pressure we could tdl by the settings the
proportions involved."

He spoke confidently, but Conway was not feding that way. He had premonitions.

Kursedd moved forward. From its kit the nurse produced a smdl cutting torch, focused the flame to a
gx-inch, incandescent needle, then gently brought it into contact with one of the seven inlet pipes.
Conway moved closer, an open sample flask held at the ready.

Ydlowish vapour spurted suddenly and Conway pounced. His flask now hdd litle more than a
dightly soft vacuum, but there was enough of the gas caught indde for andyds purposes. Kursedd
attacked another section of tubing.

"Judging by sght aone | would say that is chlorine” the DBLF said as it worked. "And if chlorine is
the main condtituent of its atmosphere then a modified PV SJ ward could take the survivor."

"Somehow,” said Conway, "I don't think it will be as smple as that.”



He had barely finished spesking when a high-pressure jet-white vapour filled the room with fog.
Kursedd jerked back inginctivey, pulling the flame away from the holed pipe, and the vapour changed to
aclear liquid which bubbled out to hang as shrinking, furioudy steaming globes dl around them. They
looked and acted like water, Conway thought, as he collected another sample.

With the third puncture the cutting flame, hdd momentaily in the jet of escaping gas, swelled and
brightened vigbly. Thet reaction was unmistakable.

"Oxygen,” said Kursedd, putting Conway's thoughts into words, "or a high oxygen content.”

"The water doesn't bother me" Hendricks put in, "but chlorine and oxy is a pretty unbresthable
mixture”

"l agree," said Conway. "Any being who breathes chlorine finds oxygen lethd in a matter of seconds,
and vice versa. But one of the gases might form a very amdl percentage of the whole, a mere trace. It is
a0 possible that both gases are trace condtituents and the main component hasn't turned up yet."

The four remaining lines were pierced and samples taken within a few minutes, during which Kursedd
hed obvioudy been pondering over Conway's statement. Just before it |eft for the tender and the andysis
equipment therein the nurse paused.

"If these gases are in trace quantity only,” it said in its toneless, Trandated voice, "why are not dl the
trace and inert dements, even the oxidizer or its equivaent, pre-mixed and pumped in together as we and
mogt other races do it? They dl leave by one pipe."

Conway harrumphed. Precisely the same question had been bothering him, and he couldn't even begin
to answer it. He said sharply, "Right now | want those samples andyzed, get moving on that. Lieutenant
Hendricks and | will try to work out the physcal Sze and pressure requirements of the being. And don't
worry,” he ended dryly, "dl thingswill eventudly become plain.”

“Let us hope the answers come during curative surgery,” Kursedd gave out as a parting shot, "and not
a the post-mortem.”

Without further urging Hendricks began lifting aside the buckled floor plating to get a the atificd
gravity grids. Conway thought that he looked like a man who knew exactly what he was doing, so he left
him to it and went looking for furniture,

The disaster had not been as other shipwrecks, where dl movable objects together with a large
number normally supposed to be immovable were lifted and hurled toward the point of impact. Here,
ingtead, there had been a brief, savage shock which had disrupted the binding powers of practicaly every
balt, rivet and weld in the ship. Furniture, which was about the most easly damaged itemin any ship, had
uffered worgt.

From a char or bed could be told the shape, carriage and number of limbs of its user with far
accuracy, or if it possessed a hard tegument or required atificid padding for comfort. And a study of
materids and design could give the gravity-pull which the being considered normd. But Conway was
dead out of luck.

Some of the bits and pieces floating weaghtless in every compartment were dmost certainly furniture,
but they were so thoroughly mixed together that it was like trying to make sense of the scrambled parts of
Sxteen jigsaw puzzles. He thought of caling O'Mara, then decided againg it. The Maor would not be
interested in how wel he wasn't getting on.

He was searching the ruins of what might have been a row of lockers, hoping wigfully to dtrike a
bonanza in the shape of dathing or an e-t pin-up picture, when Kursedd called.

"The andyss is complete” the nurse reported. "There is nothing unusud about the samples when
considered separately. As amixture they would be lethd to any species possessing a respiratory system.
Mix them any way you want the result is a dudgy, poisonous mess.

"Be more explicit,” said Conway sharply. "l want data, not opinions”

"Aswdl as the gases dready identified," Kursedd replied, "there is anmonia, CO,, and two inerts.
Together, and in any combination of which | can conceive, they form an atmosphere which is heavy,
poisonous and highly opaque...”



"It can't be!" Conway snapped back. "You saw ther interior paintwork, they used pastels alot. Races
living in an opaque atmosphere would not be sengtive to subtle variations of colour—"

"Doctor Conway," Hendricks voice broke in apologeticaly, "I've finished checking that grid. So far
as| cantdl it'srigged to pull five Gs™

A pul of five times Eath-normd gravity meant a proportionately high atmospheric pressure. The
being must breathe a thick, poisonous soup-but a clear soup, he added hadtily to himsdf. And there were
other more immediate, and perhaps deadly, implications as well.

To Hendricks he said quickly, "Tdl the rescue team to wetch ther step-without dowing down, if
possible. Any beadtie living under five Gs is gpt to have muscles, and people in the survivor's postion
have been known to run amuck."

" see what you mean,” said Hendricks worriedly, and signed off. Conway returned to Kursedd.

"You heard the Lieutenant's report,” he resumed in a quieter voice. "Try combinations under high
pressure. And remember, we want a clear atmosphere!”

There was along pause, then: "Very wdl. But | must add that | didike wadting time, even when | am
ordered to do 0."

For severa seconds Conway practiced savage sdlf-restraint until aclick in his phones told him that the
DBLF had broken contact. Then he said a few words which, even had they been subjected to the
emoation filtering process of Trandation, would have left no doubt in any e-t's mind that he was angry.

But dowly his rage toward this stupid, conceited, downright impertinent nurse he had been given
began to fade. Perhaps Kursedd wasn't stupid, no matter what else it might be. Suppose it was right
about the opacity of that atmosphere, where did that leave them? The answer was with yet ancother piece
of contradictory evidence.

The whole wreck was suffed with contradictions, Conway thought weearily. The desgn and
condruction did not suggest a high+G species, yet the atificd gravity grids could produce up to five Gs.
And the interior colour schemes pointed to a race possessing a visud range close to Conway's own. But
the ar they lived in, according to Kursedd, would need radar to see through. Not to mention a needlesdy
complex arr-supply system and a bright orange outer hull...

For the twentieth time Conway tried to form ameaningful picture from the data at his disposd, in vain.
Maybe if he attacked the problem from a different direction. ..

Abruptly he snapped on his radio's tranamit switch and said, "Lieutenant Hendricks, will you connect
mewith the hospitad, please. | want to tak to O'Mara. And | would like Captain Summerfidd, yoursdf
and Kursedd in on it, too. Can you arrange that?'

Hendricks made an afirmative noise and said, "Hang on a minute”

Interspersed by clicks, buzzes and blegps, Conway heard the chopped-up voices of Hendricks, a
Monitor radio officer on Sheldon cdling up the hospita and requesting Summerfidd to come to the radio
room, and the flat, Trandated tones of an e-t operator in the hospitd itsdf. In alittle under the stipulated
minute the babble subsded and the stern, familiar voice of O'Mara barked, "Chief Psychologist here. Go
ahead.”

As briefly as possible Conway outlined the Stugtion at the wreck, hislack of progress to date and the
contradictory data they had uncovered. Then he went on, "...The rescue team is working toward the
centre of the wreck because that isthe most likely place for the survivor to be. But it may be in a pocket
off to one sde somewhere and we may have to search every compartment in the ship to be sure of
finding it. This could take many days. The survivor,” he went on grimly, "if not aready dead must be in a
vary bad way. We don't have that much time"

"You have a problem, Doctor. What are you going to do about it?'

"Wdl," Conway replied evasivdly, "a more generd picture of the stuation might help. If Captain
Summefidd could tdl me about the finding of the wreck—its postion, course, or any persona
impressions he can remember. For instance, would the extenson each way of its direction of flight help us
find its planet of origin? That would solve—"

"I'm &raid not, Doctor,” Summerfidd's voice came in. "Sighting backward we found that its course



passed through a not-too-distant solar system. But this systlem had been mapped by us over a century
previous and listed as a future possihility for colonisation, which as you know means that it was devoid of
intdligent life. No race can rise from nothing to a spaceship technology in one hundred years, so the
wreck could not have originaied in that sysem. Extending the line forward led nowhere—into
intergalactic space, to be exact. In my opinion, the accident must have caused a violent change in course,
90 that the wreck's position and course when found will tdl you nothing.

"So much for that idea," said Conway sadly, then in a more determined voice he went on, "But the
other hdf of the wreck is out there somewhere. If we could find that, especidly if it contained the body or
bodies of other members of its crew, that would solve everything! | admit thet it's a roundabout way to
doit, but judging by our present rate of progress it might be the fastest way. | want a search made for the
other hdf of the wreck,” Conway ended, and waited for the sorm to break.

Captain Summerfidd demongtrated that he had the fastest reaction time by getting in the first blast.

"Impossble! You don't know what you're asking! It would take two hundred units or more—a whole
Sector sub-fleet!—to cover that areain the time necessary to do you any good. And dl thisis jut to find
a dead specimen s0 you can andyze it and maybe help another specimen, which by that time might be
dead as wdl. | know that life is more vauable in your book than any materid considerations,”
Summerfidd continued in a somewhat quieter voice, "but this verges on the ridiculous. Besides, | havent
the authority to order, or even suggest, such an operation—"

"The Hospital has" O'Mara broke in gruffly, then to Conway: ™Y ou're sticking your neck out, Doctor.
If as a reult of the search the survivor is saved, | don't think much will be said regarding the fuss and
expense caused. The Corps might even give you a pat on the back for putting them on to another
intdligent species. But if this dien dies, or it turns out that it was aready dead before the search was
begun, you, Doctor, are for it."

Looking at the thing honesily, Conway could not say that he was more than normaly concerned about
his patient, and definitdly not enough to want to throw away his career in the fant hope of saving the
being. It was more an angry curiosity which drove him, and a vague feding that the conflicting data they
possessed formed part of a picture which included much more than just a wreck and its lone survivor.
Aliens did not build ships for the sole purpose of bewildering Earth-human doctors, so the gpparently
contradictory evidence had to mean something.

For a moment Conway thought he had the answer. Growing at the fringes of his mind was a dim,
dill-formless picture... which was obliterated, violently and completely, by the excited voice of Hendricks
inhis phones:

"Doctor, weve found the dien!”

When Conway joined him a few minutes later he found a portable arlock in position. Hendricks and
the men of the rescue team had their hdmets together talking, so as not to tie up the radio circuit. But the
maost wonderful Sght of dl to Conway was the tightly-stretched fabric of the lock.

There was pressure indde.

Hendricks switched suddenly to radio and said, " ou can go in, Doctor. Now that weve found it we
can open the door ingead of mdting through." He indicated the taut fabric beside hm and added,
"Pressure in there is about twelve pounds.”

That wasn't a lot, thought Conway soberly, conddering that the survivor's normd environment was
supposed to be five-Gs, with the tremendous air-pressure which went with such a killing gravity. He
hoped that it was enough to sudain life There must have been a dow leakage of ar since the accident, he
thought. Maybe the being's internd pressure had equaized suffidently to save it.

"Get an ar sample to Kursedd, quickly!" Conway said. Once they knew the compostion it used it
would be a smple matter to increase pressure when they had the being in the tender. He added quickly,
"And | want four men to stand by at the tender. Well need specid equipment to get the survivor out of
here and | might need itin ahurry.”

With Hendricks he entered the tiny lock. The Lieutenant checked the seds, worked the manud



control beside the door, and straightened up. A cresking in Conway's it told of mounting pressure as
ar from the compartment beyond rushed in. It was clear air, he noted with some satisfaction, and not the
super-thick fog which Kursedd had predicted. The air-tight door did aside, hesitated as the ill-hot
section moved into its recess, then came fully open with a rush.

"Don't comeinunless| cdl you," Conway said quigtly, and stepped through. In his phones there was
a grunt of assent from Hendricks, followed closdy by the voice of Kursedd announcing thet it was
recording.

The firg glimpse of the new physologica type was adways a confused blur to Conway. His mind
indgted on trying to relate its physicd features to others in his experience, and whether it was successful
or not in thisthe process took allittle time.

"Conway!" O'Mara's voice came sharply. "Have you gone to degp?’

Conway had forgotten about O'Mara, Summerfidd and the assorted radio operators who were il
linked up with him. He cleared his throat and hegtily began to talk:

"The being is ring-shaped, rather like a large bdloon tire. Overdl diameter of the ring is about nine
feet, with the thickness between two and three feet. Mass appears to be about four times my own. | can
See N0 movements, nor indications of gross physicd injury.”

He took a deep breath and went on, "Tegument is smooth, shiny and grey in colour where it is not
covered with a thick, brownish encrustation. The brown guff, which covers more than hdf of the tota
skin area, looks cancerous but may be some type of naurd camouflage. Or it might be the result of
severe decompression.

"The outer surface of the ring contains a double row of short, tentacular limbs at present folded flat
agand the body. There are five pairs, and no evidence of specidization. Neither can | see any visud
organs or means of ingestion. I'm going to have a closer look."

There was no visble reaction as he approached the cresture, and he began to wonder if they had
reached it too late. There was dill no Sgn of eyes or mouth, but he could see amdl gill-like openings and
something which looked like an ear. He reached out and gently touched one of the tightly-folded limbs

The being seemed to explode.

Conway was sent spinning backward againg the floor, his whole right arm numb from the blow which,
had he not been wearing a heavy-duty suit, would have smashed his wrigt. Franticdly he worked the
G-belt controls to hold him againg the deck, then began inching backward toward the door. The babble
of questionsin his phones gradudly sorted itsdf into two main ones: Why had he shouted, and what were
the banging noises currently going on?

Conway sad shakily, "Uh. . . | have established that the survivor isdive..."

The watching Hendricks made a choking sound. "I don't believe” said the Lieutenant in an awed
voice, "thet | have ever seen anything more s0."

"Tdk sense, you two!" O'Mara snapped. "Wha is happening?'

That was a difficult question to answer, Conway thought as he watched the tire-like being haf-rolling,
hdf-bouncing about the compartment. Physca contact with the survivor had triggered off a panic
reaction, and while Conway had without doubt been the cause the fird time, now contact with
anything—wals, floor, or loose debris floaing about the room—had the same result. Five pairs of strong,
flexible limbs lashed out in a vicious, two-foot radius arc, the force of which sent the being skidding
across the room again. And no matter which part of the massve ring body it was it struck out blindly in
dl directions at once.

Conway made it to the shelter of the portable lock just as a fortunate combination of circumstances
left the dien floaing helpless in the middle of the compartment, Soinning dowly and bearing a remarkable
resemblance to one of the old-time space stations. But it was drifting toward one of the wals again, and
he had to get things organized before it started bouncing around a second time.

Ignoring O'Mara for the moment, Conway said quickly, "Well need a finemesh net, sze five a
plagtic envelope to go over it, and a set of pumps. In its present state we can expect no cooperation from
the being. When it is under restraint and encased in the envelope we can pump in its own air, which



should keep it going until it reaches the tender. By that time Kursedd should be ready for it. But hurry
with that net!”

How a high-pressure lifeform could display such vidlent activity in what mugt be to it extremely
rarified air was something Conway could not understand.

"Kursedd, how isthe andysis going?' he asked suddenly.

The answer was s0 long in coming that Conway had dmost decided that the nurse had broken
contact, but eventudly the dow, necessarily emationless voice replied, "It is complete. The composition
of the ar in the survivor's compartment is such that, if you were to take off your hedmet, Doctor, you
could breathe it yoursdf."

And that, thought Conway, stunned, was the wildest contradiction of dl. Kursedd mus be equdly
flabbergasted, he knew. Suddenly he laughed, thinking of what the nurse's fur must be doing now...

v

Sx hours later, after Sruggling furioudy for every minute of the way, the survivor had been transferred
to Ward 31 OB, a andl observation room with theatre off the man DBLF Surgicd ward. By now
Conway wasn't sure whether he wanted to restore the dien to hedth or murder it, and judging by the
comments, during the trandfer, of Kursedd and the Corpsmen, they were smilaly confused. Conway
made a preiminary examination as thorough as possible consdering the restraining net—and finished off
by taking blood and skin samples. These he sent to Pathology, plastered with red Most Urgent labels.
Kursedd took them up persondly rather than commit them to the pneumo tube, because the pathologicd
gaff were notorioudy colour blind where priority labes were concerned. Findly he ordered X rays to be
taken, left Kursedd to keep the patient under observation, then went to see O'Mara.

When he had finished, O'Mara said, "The hardest part is over now. But | expect you want to follow
through on this case?"

“l... | don't think so," Conway replied.

O'Mara frowned heavily. "If you don't want to go on with it, say so. | don't approve of dithering.”

Conway breathed through his nose, then dowly and with exaggerated distinctness said, "I want to
continue with the case. The doubt which | expressed was not due to an ingaility to make up my mind on
this point, but was with regard to your mistaken assumption that the hardest part is over. It isn't. | have
made a preiminary examination and when the results of the tests are in | intend making a more detailed
one tomorrow. When | do so, | would like to have present, if it is possible, Doctors Mannon and Frilicla,
Colond Skempton and yoursdf."

O'Mards eyebrows went up. He said, "An odd sdlection of tdent, Doctor. Mind tdling me what you
need usfor?'

Conway shook his head. "I'd rather not, just yet."

"Very wdl, well be there)" O'Mara said with forced gentleness. "And | gpologize for suggedting that
you were a ditherer, when dl you did was mumble and yawn in my face so much that | could only make
out one word in three. Now go away and get some deep, Doctor, before | brain you with something.”

It was only then that Conway redized how tired he was. His gat on the way to his room mugt be
closer to aweary shuffle, he thought, than an unhurried, confident tread.

Next morning Conway spent two hours with his patient before cdling for the consultation he hed
requested from O'Mara. Everything which he had discovered, and that wasn't a greet ded, made it plain
that nothing congtructive could be done for the being without bringing in some highly specidized help.

Dr. Prilicla, the spidery, low-gravity and extremely fragile being of physologicd dassfication GLNO,
arrived fird. O'Mara and Colond Skempton, the hospitd's senior engineering officer, came together. Dr.
Mannon, because of a job in the DBLF thesatre, arrived late a a near run, braked, then waked dowly
around the patient twice.

"L ooks like a doughnut,” he said, "with barnacles.”

Everyone looked a him.

"They aren't anything so smple and harmless™ Conway said, wheding the X-ray scanner forward,



"but a growth which the pathologica boys say shows every indication of being mdignant. And if youll
look through here youll see that it isn't a doughnut, but possesses a farly norma anatomy of the DBLF
type—a cylindricd, lightly-boned body with heavy musculature. The being is not ring-shaped, but gives
that impresson because for some reason known best to itsdf it has been trying to swalow itstall.”

Mannon stared intently into the scanner, gave an incredulous grunt, then straightened up. "A vicious
crdeif ever | saw one™ he muttered, then added: "Is this why O'Mara is here? You suspect marbles
missng?'

Conway did not think the question serious, and ignored it. He went on, "The growth is thickest where
the mouth and tall of the patient come together, in fact it is so widespread in that area thet it is nearly
impossble to see the joint. Presumably this growth is panful or at leest highly irritant, and an intolerable
itch might explain why it is apparently biting its own tall. Alternatively, its present physca posture might
be due to an involuntary muscular contraction brought about by the growth, atype of epileptic spasm..

"I like the second idea best,” Mannon broke in. "For the condition to spread from mouth to tall, or
vice-versa, the jaws mus have locked in that postion for a consderable time”

Conway nodded. He said, "Despite the atificid gravity eguipment in the wreck I've established that
the patient's air, pressure and gravity requirements are very Smilar to our own. Those gll openings back
of the head and not yet reached by the growth are breathing orifices. The smdler openings, partly
covered by flgps of muscle, are ears. So the patient can hear and breathe, but not eat. You dl agree tha
fresing the mouth would be the firgt ep?”

Mannon and O'Mara nodded. Prilida spread four manipulators in a gesture which meant the same
thing, and Colonel Skempton stared woodenly at the celling, very obvioudy wondering what he was
doing here? Without further delay, Conway began to tdl him.

While Mannon and he decided on the operative procedure, the Colond and Dr. Prilida were to
hendle the communications angle. By uang its empeathic faculty the GLNO could ligen for a reection
while a couple of Skempton's Trandator technicians ran sound tests. Once the patient's audio range was
known a Trandator could be modified to auit it, and the being would be able to hep them in the diagnosis
and trestment of its complaint.

"This place is crowded enough dready,” the Colond said diffly. "Il handle this mysdf." He strode
across to the intercom to order the equipment he needed. Conway turned to O'Mara.

"Dont tdl me, let me guess,”" the psychologist began before Conway could speak. "I'm to have the
easest bit—that of reassuring the patient once we're able to tak to it, and convinang it that your pair of
butchers mean it no harm.”

"That'sit exactly,” Conway said, grinning, and returned dl his attention to the patient.

Prilida reported that the survivor was unaware of them and that the emotiond radiation was so dight
that it suggested the being was both unconscious and close to physical exhaugtion. Despite this, Conway
warned them dl againg touching the patient.

Conway had seen mdignant growthsin histime, both terrestrid and otherwise, but this one took a lot
of begting.

Like a tough, fibrous bark of a tree it completely covered the joint between the patient's mouth and
tal. And to add to their trouble the bone dtructure of the jaw, with which they would be chigfly
concerned during the operation, could not be seen plainly with the scanner because of the fact thet the
growth itsdf was nearly opaque to X rays. The being's eyes were dso somewhere under the thick,
obscuring shdll, which was another reason for going carefully.

Mannon indicated the blurred picture in the scanner and said vehemently, "It wasn't scratching to
relieve an itch. Those teeth are redly locked on, it has practicdly bitten its tail off! Definitly an epileptic
condition, I'd say. Or such sdlf-inflicted punishment could mean mental unbaance

"Oh, great!" said O'Mara disgustedly from behind them.

Skempton's equipment arrived then, and Prilida and the Colondl began cdibrating a Trandator for the
patient. Being practicaly unconscious, the test sounds had to be of a mind-wrecking intendty to get
through to it, and Mannon and Conway were driven out to the man ward to finish their discussion.

Haf an hour later Prilida came out to tdl them that they could talk to the patient, but that the being's



mind dill seemed to be only partly conscious. They hurried in.

O'Mara was saying that they were dl friends, that they liked and fdt sympathy for the patient, and that
they would do everything in their power to help it. He spoke quietly into his own Trandator, and a series
of dien clicks and gobbles roared out from the other which had been placed near the patient's head. In
the pauses between sentences Prilicla reported on the being's mentd state.

"Confugon, anger, gredat fear,” the GLNO's voice came tondesdy through its own Trandator. And for
severa minutes the intengity and type of emotiond radiation remained constant. Conway decided to take
the next step.

"Tdl it | am going to make physica contact,” he said to O'Mara. "That | gpologize for any discomfort
thismay cause, but that | intend no harm.”

He took a long, needle-pointed probe and gently touched the area where the growth was thickest.
The GLNO reported no reaction. Apparently it was only on an area unaffected by the growth where a
touch could send the patient wild. Conway felt that at least he was beginning to get somewhere.

Switching off the patient's Trandator, he said, "'l was hoping for this. If the affected areas are dead to
pain we should be able, with the patient's cooperation, to cut the mouth free without usng an anesthetic.
Asyet we don't know enough about its metabolism to anesthetize without risk of killing the petient. Are
you sure” he asked Prilida suddenly, "thet it hears and understands what we're saying?'

"Yes, Doctor," the GLNO replied, "so long as you speak dowly and without ambiguity.”

Conway switched the Trandator on again and said quietly. "We are going to help you. First we will
enable you to resume your naturd posture by freeing your mouth, and then we will remove this growth...”

Abruptly the restraining net bulged as five pairs of tentacles whipped furioudy back and forward.
Conway jumped away cursng, angry with the patient and angrier with himsdf for having rushed things
too much.

"Fear and anger,” sad Prilicla, and added: "The being... it seems to have reasons for these emotions.”

"But why? I'm trying to help it...

The patient's struggles increased to a violence that was incredible. Prilicas fragile, pipe sem body
trembled under the impact of the emationd gale from the survivor's mind. One of its tentacles, a member
which projected from the growth area, became entangled in a fold of net and was torn off.

Such blind, unreasoning panic, Conway thought sickly. But Prilida had said that there were reasons
for this reaction on the dien's part. Conway swore even the workings of the survivor's mind were
contradictory.

"WdI!" said Mannon explosively, when the patient had quietened down again.

"Fear, anger, hatred,” the GLNO reported. "l would say, most definitely, that it does not want your
hdp."
"We have here" O'Mara put in grimly, "avery sck beastie indeed.”

The words seemed to echo back and forth in Conway's brain, growing louder and more inggent
every time They had sgnificance O'Mara had, of course, been dluding to the mentd condition of the
patient, but that didn't matter. A very sick beastie—that was the key-piece of the puzzle, and the picture
was beginning to fdl into place around it. As yet it was incomplete, but there was enough of it there to
make Conway fed more horribly afraid than he had ever been before in hislife

When he spoke he hardly recognized his own voice.

"Thank you, gentlemen. I'll have to think of another approach. When | do I'll let you know..."

Conway wished that they would dl go away and let him think this thing out. He aso wanted to run
away and hide somewhere, except that there was probably nowherein the whole Gaaxy safe from what
he was afraid.

They were dl saring a him now, their expressions reflecting a mixture of surprise, concern and
embarrassment. Lots of patients resisted treatment amed at heping them, but that didn't mean the doctor
ceased treating such a case at the first 9gn of resistance. Obvioudy they thought he had taken cold feet
over what promised to be a highly unpleasant and technicaly strenuous operation, and in ther various
ways they tried to reassure him. Even Skempton was offering suggestions.

"If a safe anaesthetic is your chief problem,” the Colond was saying, "isnt it possible for Pathology to



develop one, from a dead or damaged, er, specimen. | have in mind the search you requested earlier. It
seems to me you have ample reason to order it now. Shdl 1—"

"No!"

They were redly saring a him now. O'Mara in paticular wore a decidedly dinica expression.
Conway sad hurriedly, "I forgot to tdl you that Summerfidd contacted me again. He says that current
invedtigations now show that the wreck, instead of being the most nearly intact hdf of the origind ship, is
the hdf which came off worst in the accident. The other part, he says, ingtead of being scattered dl over
space, was probably in good enough shape to make it home under its own steam. So you can see tha
the search would be pointless.”

Conway hoped desperately that Skempton was not going to be difficult about this or ingg on
checking the information himsdf. Summerfield had reported again from the wreck, but the Captain's
findings had not been nearly so definite as Conway had just made out. The thought of a Monitor search
force blundering about in that area of space, in thelight of what he knew now, made Conway break into
acold swest.

But the Colond merdy nodded and dropped the subject. Conway relaxed, a little, and said quickly,
"Dr. Prilida | would like a discusson with you on the patient's emotionad state during the past few
minutes, but later. Thank you again, gentlemen, for your advice and assistance. .

He was practicdly kicking them out, and their expressons told him that they knew it—there was
going to be some very searching questions asked about his behaviour in this affar by O'Mara, but at the
moment Conway didnt care. When they had gone he told Kursedd to make a visud check on the
patient's condition every haf-hour, and to cal himif there was any change. Then he headed for his room.

\Y,

Conway often groused at the tininess of the place where he dept, kept his few persona possessions,
and infrequently entertained colleagues, but now its very smalness was comforting. He sat down as there
was no room to pace about. He began to extend and fill in the picture which had comein a angle flash of
indgght back in the ward.

Redlly, the thing had been staring him in the face from the very beginning. Firgt there had been the
wreck's atifidd gravity grids—Conway had stupidly overlooked the fact thet they did not have to be
operated at full power, but could be turned to any point between zero and five-Gs. Then there had been
the ar-supply layout—confusing only because he had not redized thet it had been designed to many
different forms of life instead of only one. And there had been the physica condition of the survivor, and
the colour of the outer hull—a nice, urgent, dramatic orange. Earth ships of that type, even surface
vesds, were traditiondly painted white.

The wreck was an ambulance ship.

But interstellar vessals of any kind were products of an advanced technicd culture which must cover,
or shortly hope to cover, many solar syssems. And when a culture progressed to the point where such
ships reached the stage of amplification and specidization which had been reached here, then that race
was highly advanced indeed. In the Gdactic Federation only the cultures of Illensa, Trdtha and Earth had
reached that stage, and their spheres of influence were tremendous. How could a culture of thet Sze have
remained hidden for so long?

Conway squirmed uneadly in his couch: he had the answer to that question, too.

Summerfidd had said that the wreck was the worst damaged section of a ship, the other haf of which
could be presumed to have continued under its own power to the nearest repair base. So the section
containing the survivor had been torn from the ship during the origind accident, which meant that the
course congtants of this unpowered fragment had to be the same as that of the ship as a whole before the
disagter.

The ship had been coming, then, from a planet which was lised as uninhabited. But in a hundred years
someone could have set up a base there, or even a colony. And the ambulance ship had been heading
away from that world and into intergalactic space...

A culture which had crossed from one Gaaxy to plant a colony on the fringes of this one, Conway



thought grimly, had to be treated with greet respect. And caution. Especidly since its only representative
s0 far could not, by any dSretch of toleration or semantic work-juggling, be considered nice. And the
survivor's race, probably highly advanced medicaly might not take kindly to news that someone was
botching the treetment of one of their sick. On the present evidence Conway thought that they would not
take kindly to anything or anybody.

Interstelar wars of conquest were logigtically impossible, Conway knew. But the same did not apply
to ample wars of annihilation, where planetary atmospheres were exploded or otherwise rendered
usdless forever with no thought of eventua occupation or assmilaion. Remembering his last contact with
the patient, Conway wondered if at last they had encountered a completely vicious and inimicd race.

The communicator buzzed suddenly. It was Kursedd reporting that the patient had been quiet for the
last hour, but that the growth seemed to be spreading rapidly and threstened to cover one of the being's
breething openings. Conway said he would be dong presently. He put out a cdl for Dr. Prilida, then sat
down again.

He dare not tdl anyone of his discovery, Conway told himsdf as he resumed his interrupted thought.
To do so would mean a force of Monitors swarming out there to make premature contact—premature,
that was, o far as Conway was concerned. For he was afraid that that firs mesting between cultures
would bein the nature of an ideologica head-on collison, and the only possihility of cushioning the shock
would be if the Federation could show that they had rescued, taken care of, and cured one of the
intergalactic colonists.

Of course there was the posshility thet the patient was atypicd of its race, thet it was mentdly ill as
O'Mara had suggested. But Conway doubted if the diens would consider that an excuse for not curing it.
And againg that idea was the fact that the patient had had logicd—to it—reasons for being afrad and
heting the person trying to hdp it. For amoment Conway wondered wildly if there was such athing as a
contra terrene mind, a mentality wherein assistance produced fedings of hate instead of gratitude. Even
the fact of its being found in an ambulance was no reassurance. To people like himsdf the concept of an
ambulance had dtruidic implications, errands of mercy, and so on. But many races, even within the
Federation, tended to look upon illness as mere physicd inefficdency and corrected it as such.

As he Ieft his room Conway did not have the faintest idea of how to go about curing his patient.
Neither, he knew, did he have much time to do it in. At the moment, Captain Summerfidd, Hendricks
and the others invedigating the wreck were too dazzled by a multiplicty of puzzles to think about
anything else. But it was only a matter of time before they got around to it, a matter of days or even
hours, and then they would come to the same conclusions as had Conway .

Shortly thereafter the Monitor Corps would make contact with the diens, who would naturdly want
to know about their aling brother, who by that time would have to be ether cured or wel on the way to
recovery.

Or ds

The thought which Conway tried desperately to keep from thinking was. Wheat if the patient died...

Before beginning the next examinatiion he questioned Prilida regarding the patient's emotiond state,
but learned nothing new. The being was now motionless and practically unconscious. When Conway
spoke to it via the Trandator it emoted fear, even when Filida assured him that it understood what he
was sying.

"l will not harm you," Conway said dowly and didinctly into the Trandator, moving closer as he
spoke, "but it is necessary that | touch you. Please bdieve me, | mean no harm. . " He looked
enquiringly at Prilicla

The GLNO said, "Fear and... and helplessness. Also acceptance mixed with thrests... no, warnings.
Apparently it believes what you say, but istrying to warn you about something.”

This was more promising, Conway thought. It was warning him, but it didn't mind him touching it. He
moved closer and gently touched the being with his gloved hand on one of the unaffected areas of
tegument.

He grunted with the violence of the blow which knocked his arm aside. He backed away hurriedly,



rubbing his arm, then switched off the Trandator so as to give vent to hisfedings.

After a repectful pause, the GLNO said, "We have obtained a very important datum, Dr. Conway.
Despite the physicd reaction, the patient's fedings toward you are exactly the same as they were before
you touched it."

"So what?' said Conway irritably.

"0 thet the reaction must be involuntary.”

Conway digested that for a moment, then said disgugtedly, "It dso means we can't risk a generd
anaesthetic, even if we had one, because the heart and lungs use involuntary muscles, too. That's another
complication. We can't knock it out and it won't cooperate..." He moved to the ward control panel and
pushed buttons. The clamps holding the net opened and the net itsdf was whisked away by a grab. He
went on, "It keeps injuring itsAf on that net, you can see where it has nearly lost another appendage.”

Prilida objected to the remova of the net, saying that if the patient was free to move about it was
more likdy than ever to injure itsdlf. Conway pointed out that in its present posture—head to tal and
underbelly, which contained its five sets of tentacles, facing outward—it could do little moving about.
And now that he thought of it, that position looked like the perfect defensive stance for the creature. It
reminded him of the way an Earth cat lies on its Sde during a fight, so as to bring dl four of its claws to
bear. This was a ten-legged cat who could defend itsdf from dl directions a once.

Built-in involuntary reactions of that order were the product of evolution. But why should the being
adopt this defensive position and make itsdf completdly unapproachable at the time when it needed help
the most...?

Suddenly, like a great light burding in his mind, Conway knew the answer. Or, he amended with
cautious excitement, he was near ninety percent sure that he did.

They had dl been making wrong assumptions about this case from the start. His new theory hinged on
the fact that they had made a further wrong assumption, single, mple and basic. Given tha then the
patient's hodlility, physicd posture and mental state could dl be explained. It even indicated the only
possible line of trestment to be taken. Best of dl, it gave Conway reason for thinking that the patient
might not belong to the type of vicious and implacably hodtile race which its behaviour had led him to
believe.

The only trouble with the new theory was that it, aso, might be wrong.

His firg wild enthusasm waned and his degree of certainty dropped to the mid-eghties. Another
trouble was that he could not possibly discuss hisintended line of trestment with anyone. To do so might
mean demoation, and to inggt on carrying through with it would mean his dismissal from the hospitd
should the patient die. What he contemplated was as serious as that.

Conway approached the patient again and switched on the Trandator. He knew before he spoke
what the reaction would be so it was probably an act of wanton crudty to say the words, but he had to
test this theory once more for his own reassurance. He said, "Don't worry, young fdlow, well have you
back the way you werein no time..."

The reaction was so0 violent that Dr. Prilicdla, whose empathic faculty made it fed everything which the
patient fdt at full intengty, had to leave the ward.

It was only then that Conway findly made his decision.

During the three days which followed, Conway visted the ward regularly. He took careful notes on
the rate of growth of the thick, fibrous encrustation which now covered two thirds of the patient's body.
There could be no doubt that it was both accderating and growing thicker. He sent specimens to
Pethology, which reported that the patient appeared to be suffering from a peculiar and particularly
virulent form of skin cancer and asked if curative radiation or surgery was possible. Conway replied that
inthis opinion neither were possible without grave danger to the patient.

About the most condructive thing he did during that time was to post indructions that anyone
contacting the patient via Trandator was to avoid trying to reassureit a dl costs. The being had suffered
too much dready from that form of well-meaning supidity. If Conway could have forbidden entrance to



the ward to everyone but Kursedd, Prilida and himsdf he would have done so.

But the greater part of histime was spent in trying to convince himsdf that he was doing the right thing.

Conway had been ddiberately avoiding Dr. Mannon since the origind examingtion. He did not want
hisold friend discussing the case with him, because Mannon was too smart to be foisted off with double
tak, and Conway could not tdl even him the truth. He thought longingly thet the ided Stuation would be
for Captain Summerfied to be kept too busy at the wreck to put two and two together, for O'Mara and
Skempton to forget his existence, and for Mannon to keep his nose completely out of the effair.

But that was not to be.

Dr. Mannon was waiting for imin the ward when he made his second morning vigt on the fifth day.
Properly he requested Conway's permission to look at the patient. Then with this polite formdlity over he
sad, "Ligten, you young squirt, I'm getting fed up with you gazing abstractedly at your boots or the caling
every time| come near you—if | hadn't got the hide of a Trdthan I'd fed dighted. | know, of course, that
newly-gppointed Seniors take their respongbilities very heavily for the first few weeks, but your recent
behaviour has been downright rude.”

He held up his hand before Conway could speak, and went on, "I accept your apology, and now to
business. I've been taking to Prilida and the people up in Pathology. They tdl me that the growth now
completdy covers the body, thet it is opaque to X rays of safe intengties and that the replacement and
workings of the patient's internd organs can now only be guessed at. You can't cut the duff away under
anaesthetic because pardyzing the appendages might knock out the heart, too. Yet an operation is
impossble with those limbs whipping about. At the same time the patient is weakening and will continue
to do s0 unless given food, which can't be done unless its mouth is freed. To complicate matters further
your later specimens show that the growth is extending inward rgpidly as well, and there are indications
thet if the operation isn't done quickly the mouth and tail will have fused together. Is thet, in a rather large
nutshdl, it?'

Conway nodded.

Mannon took a deep breath, then plunged on, "Suppose you amputate the limbs and remove the
covering growth from head and tail, replacing the tegument with a suitable synthetic. With the patient able
to take nourishment it would shortly be strong enough for the process to be repeated over the rest of its
body. It isadrastic procedure, | admit. But in the circumstances it seems to be the only one which could
save the patient's life. And there is dways the possibility of successful grafting or atificid members—"

"No!" said Conway violently, and he knew from the way Mannon looked a him that he had gone
pae. If histheory concerning the patient was correct, then any sort of operation at this stage would prove
fad. And if not, and the patient was the type of entity which it appeared to be—vicious, warped, and
implacably hogtile—and its friends came looking for it...

In a quieter voice Conway said, "Suppose a friend of yours with a bad skin condition was picked up
by an e-t doctor, and the only thing it could think of doing was to skin him dive and lop his arms and legs
off. If or when you found him you would be annoyed. Even taking into account the fact that you are
avilized, tolerant and prepared to make adlowances—qudlities which we cannot safdy ascribe to the
patient as yet—I would venture to suggest that there would be merry hell to play.”

"That's not a true andogy and you know it!" Mannon said heatedly. "Sometimes you have to take
chances. Thisis one of those times”

"No," said Conway again.

"Maybe you have a better suggestion?'

Conway was gdlent for a moment, then he said carefully, "1 do have an idea which I'm trying out, but |
don't want to discuss it just yet. If it works out youll be the firg to know, and if it doesn't youll know
anyhow. Everybody will."

Mannon shrugged and turned away. At the door he paused to say awkwardly, "Whatever you're
doing it mugt be pretty hair-brained for you to be so secretive about it. But remember that if you cdl me
in and the thing goes sour on us, the blame gets halved.”

And there speaks a true friend, thought Conway. He was tempted to unburden himsdf completely to



Mannon then. But Dr. Mannon was a nosy, kindly and very able Senior Physcian who dways had, and

adways would, take his professon as a heder very serioudy, despite the cracks he often made about it.

He might not be able to do what Conway would ask, or keep his mouth shut while Conway was doing it.
Regretfully, Conway shook his head.

When Mannon had gone, Conway returned to his patient. Visudly it gill resembled a doughnut, he
thought, but a doughnut which had become wrinkled and fossilized with the passage of eons. He had to
remind himsdf that only a week had passed since the patient had been admitted. The five pairs of limbs
dl beginning to show dgns of being affected by the growth, projected Hiffly and at odd angles from the
body, like petrified twigs on a rotten tree. Redizing that the growth would cover the bresthing openings,
Conway had inserted tubes to keep the respiratory passages clear. The tubes were having the desired
effect, but despite this the respiration had dowed and become shdlow. The stethoscope indicated that
the heartbeats were fanter but had increased in frequency.

Sheer indecison made Conway Swest.

If only it was an ordinary patient, Conway thought angrily; one that could be treated openly and its
trestment discussed fredy. But this one was complicated by the fact that it was a member of a highly
advanced and possibly inimica race, and he could not confide in anyone lest he be pulled off the case
before his theory was proven. And the trouble was tha the theory might be dl wrong. It was quite
possible that he was engaged in dowly killing his patient.

Noating the heart and respiration rates on the chart, Conway decided that it was time he increased the
periodicity of his vidts and dso arranged the times so that Prilida, who was busy these days in the
Nursery, could accompany him.

Kursedd was weatching him intently as he Ieft the ward, and its fur was doing peculiar things. Conway
did not waste his breath tdling the nurse to keep quiet about what he was doing to his patient because
that would have made the being gossip even more. It was he who was being talked about aready by the
nurdng daff, and he had begun to detect a certain coldness toward him from some of the senior nurses in
this section. But with any luck, word of what he was doing would not filter up to his seniors for severa
days.

Three hours later he was back in 31 OB with Dr. Prilida He checked heart and respiration again
whilethe GLNO probed for emotiond radiation.

"Itisvery weak," Prilida reported dowly. "Lifeis present, but so faintly thet it is not even conscious of
itsdf. Conddering the amost nonexigtent respiration and weak, rapid pulse-rate..." The thought of death
was particularly distressing to an empath, and the sengtive little being could not bring itsdf to finish the
sentence.

"All these scares we gaveit, trying to reassure it, didn't help,” Conway said, haf to himsdf. "It hadn't
been able to eat and we caused it to use up reserves of energy which it badly needed to keep. But it had
to protect itsdf."

"But why? We were heping the patient.”

"Of course we were," Conway said in a bitingly sarcastic tone which he knew would not carry through
the other's Trandator. He was about to continue with the examingtion when there was a sudden
interruption.

The being whose vast bulk scraped both sides and the top of the ward door on its way in was a
Trdthan, phydologica cassfication FGLI. To Conway the netives of Tratha were as hard to tdl apart as
sheep, but he knew this one. This was no less than Thornnastor, Diagnogtician-in Charge of Pathology.

The Diagnodtician curled two of its eyes in Priliclds direction and boomed, "Get out of here, please.
You too, Nurse" Thenit turned dl four of them on Conway.

"l am spesking to you aone," Thornnastor said when they had gone, "because some of my remarks
have bearing on your professond conduct during this case, and | have no wish to increase your
discomfort by public censure. However, | will begin by giving you the good news that we have produced
agpecific againg this growth. Not only does it inhibit the condition spreading but it softens up the areas



dready affected and regenerates the tissues and blood-supply network involved.”

Oh, blast! thought Conway. Aloud he said, "A splendid accomplishment.” Because it redly was.

"It would not have been possible had we not sent out a doctor to the wreck with ingructions to send
us anything which might throw light on the patient's metabolism,” the Diagnogtician continued. "Apparently
you overlooked this source of data completely, Doctor, because the only specimens you furnished were
those taken from the wreck during the time you were there, a very amdl fraction indeed of the quantity
which was available. This was sheer negligence, Doctor, and only your previous good record has kept
you from being demoted and taken off this case...

"But our success was due manly to the finding of what appears to be a very wdl-equipped medica
chest," Thornnastor continued. "Study of the contents together with other information regarding the fittings
in the wreck led to the concluson that it must have been some kind of ambulance ship. The Monitor
Corps officers were very excited when we told them—"

"When?' said Conway sharply. The bottom had dropped out of everything and he fdt so cold that he
might have been in shock. But there might be a chance to make Skempton delay meking contact. "When
did you tdl them about it being an ambulance ship?'

"Thet information can be only of secondary interest to you," said Thornnastor, removing a large,
padded flask from its satchd. ™Y our primary concern is, or should be, the patient. You will need a lot of
this duff, and we are syntheszing it as quickly as we can, but there is enough here to free the head and
mouth area. Inject according to ingructions. It takes about an hour to show effect.”

Conway lifted the flask carefully. Sdling for time, he said, "'What about long-term effects? | wouldn't
liketo risk—"

"Doctor,” Thornnastor interrupted, "it seems to me that you are taking caution to foolish, even crimind
lengths™ The Diagnogtician's voice in Conway's Trandator was emotionless, but he did not have to be an
empath to know that the other was extremely angry. The way Thornnastor charged out the door made
that more than plain.

Conway swore luridly. The Monitors were about to contact the dien colony, if they had not done so
dready, and very soon the diens would be svarming dl over the hospitad demanding to know what he
was doing for the patient. If it wasn't doing well by that time there would be trouble, no matter what sort
of people they were. And much sooner than that would come trouble from inside the hospita, because he
hed not impressed Thornnastor with his professond dhility et dl.

In his hand was the flask whose contents would certainly do dl that the Head Pathologist damed—in
short, cure what seemed to al the patient. Conway dithered for a moment, then stuck grimly to the
decison which he had made severd days back. He managed to hide the flask before Prilida returned.

"Ligen to me carefully,” Conway said savagdy, "before you say anything at dl. | don't want any
arguments regarding the conduct of this case, Doctor. | think | know what I'm doing, but if | should be
wrong and you werein on it, your professond reputation would suffer. Understand?”

Prilidas s, pipe-stem legs had been quivering as he talked, but it was not the words which were
afecting the little creature, it was the fedings behind them. Conway knew that his emationd radiation just
then was not a pleasant thing.

"l undergtand,” said Prilida

"Vay wdl," Conway said. "Now well get back to work. | want you to check me with the pulse and
respiration, as well as the emotiond radiation. There should be a variaion soon and | don't want to miss
it

For two hours they lisgtened and observed closdy with no detectable change in the patient. At one
point Conway left the being with Prilida and Kursedd while he tried to contact Colone Skempton. But
he was told that the Colond had left the hospita hurriedly three days ago, that he had given the spatia
coordinates of his destination, but that it was impossible to contact a ship over interselar distances while
it was in motion. They were sorry but the Doctor's message would have to wait until the Colonel got
where he was going.



So it was too late to stop the Corps meking contact with the diens. The only course now was for him
to "cure' the patient.

If he was alowed.

The wal annunciator clicked, coughed and said, "Dr. Conway, report to Mgor O'Maras office
immediady." He was thinking bitterly that Thornnastor had lost no time in registering a complaint when
Prilida said, "Respiration dmost gone. Irregular heartbesat.”

Conway snatched up the ward intercom mike and yelled, "Conway, here. Tdl O'Mara I'm busy!"
Then to Prilidahe said, "I caught it, too. How about emotion?'

"Stronger during the erratic pulse, but both back to norma now. Regidration is dill fading.”

"Right. Keep your ears and mind open.”

Conway took a sample of expelled ar from one of the bresthing orifices and ran it through the
andyzer. Even conddering the shdlowness of the being's respiration this result, like the others he had
taken during the past twelve hours, left no posshility for doubt. Conway began to fed a litle more
confident.

"Regpiraion dmogt gone" said Prilida

Before Conway could reply, O'Mara burst through the door. Stopping about sx inches from Conway
he said in a dangeroudy quiet voice. "Just what are you busy at, Doctor?"

Conway was practicdly dancing with impatience. He asked pleadingly, "Can't thiswait?'

He would not be able to get rid of the psychologist without some sort of explandion for his recent
conduct, Conway knew, and he desperately wanted to have the next hour free from interference. He
moved quickly to the patient and over his shoulder gave O'Mara a hasty resumé of his deductions
regarding the dien ambulance ship and the colony from which it had come. He ended by urging the
psychologist to cal Skempton to delay the first contact until Something more definite was known about
the patient's condition.

"So you knew dl thisaweek ago and didn't tdl us" O'Mara said thoughtfully, "and | can understand
your reasons for kegping quiet. But the Corps had made a great many firg contacts and managed them
very wdl, thank you. We have people specidly trained for this sort of thing. You, however, have been
reecting like an ostrich—doing nothing and hoping that the problem would go away. This problem,
invalving a culture advanced enough to have crossed intergdactic space, is too big to be dodged. It has
to be solved quickly and posgtively. Idedly it would involve us showing proof of good feding by
producing the survivor dive and well.

O'Mards voice hardened suddenly into an angry rasp, and he was so close behind Conway that the
doctor could fed his breath on his neck.

"... Which brings us back to the patient here, the being which you are supposed to be treating.

"Look a me, Conway!"

Conway turned around, but only after ensuring that Prilida was ill keeping a close watch. Angrily he
wondered why everything had come to the boil a once instead of happening in a nice, consecutive
fashion.

"At the fird examinaion,” O'Mara resumed quigtly, "you fled to your room before we could make any
headway. This looked like professona cold feet to me, but | was indined to make dlowances. Later,
Dr. Mannon suggested a line of trestment which athough drastic was not only dlowable but definitly
indicated in the patient's condition. You refused to move. Then Pathology developed a specific which
could have cured the patient in a matter of hours, and you balked a usng even that!

"Ordinaily | discount rumours and gossip in this place,” O'Mara continued, his voice risng again, "but
when they become both widespread and insstent, especialy among the nurang saff who generdly know
what they're talking about medicdly, | have to take notice. It has become plain that despite the constant
watch you have kept on the patient, the frequent examinations and the numerous samples you have sent
to Pathology, you have done absolutdy nothing for the being.

"It has been dying while you pretended to treat it. Youve been so afraid of the consequences of
falure that you were incapable of making the Smplest decison—"

"No!" Conway protested. That had sung even though O'Mara's accusation was based on incomplete



information. And much worse than the words was the ook on the Mgjor's face, an expresson of anger
and scorn and a deep hurt that someone he had trusted both professondly and as a friend could have
faled hm so horribly. O'Mara was blaming himsdf dmaost as much as Conway for his business.

"Caution can be taken to extremes, Doctor,” O'Mara sad dmog sadly. "You have to be bold,
sometimes. If a close decison is necessary you should make it, and tick to it no matter what."

"And what the blazes™ asked Conway furioudy, "do you think I'm doing?'

"Nothing!" shouted O'Mara. "Absolutely nothing!™

"That'sright!" Conway yelled back.

"Respiraion has ceased,” Prilidasad quietly.

Conway swung around and thumbed the buzzer for Kursedd. He said, "Heart action? Mind?"

"Pulse faster. Emating alittle more strongly.”

Kursedd arived then and Conway began ratling out indructions. He needed ingruments from the
adjoining DBLF thestre and detailed his requirements. Aseptic procedure was unnecessary, likewise
anesthetics—he wanted only alarge sdection of cutting insruments. The nurse disappeared and Conway
cdled Pathology, asking if they could suggest a safe coagulant for the patient should extensve surgery be
necessary. They could and said he would have it within minutes. As he was turning from the intercom,
O'Mara spoke:

"All this frantic activity, this window-dressing, proves nothing. The patient has stopped breething. If it
int dead it is as near to it as makes no difference, and you're to blame. Heaven hdp you, Doctor,
because nobody here will."

Conway shook his head digtractedly. "Unfortunatdy you may be right, but I'm hoping that it won't
die" he sad. "'l can't explain just now, but you could hep me by contacting Skempton and tdling him to
go easy on that dien colony. | need time, just how much of it | sill don't know."

"You don't know when to give up,” said O'Mara angrily, but went to the intercom nevertheless. While
he was aranging a link-up, Kursedd undulated in with an ingrument trolley. Conway placed it convenient
to the patient, then said over his shoulder to O'Mara, "Here is something you might think about. For the
past twelve hours the ar expeled from the patient's lungs has been free from impurities. It has been
breething but apparently not usng its breath.”

He bent quickly, adjusted his stethoscope and listened. The heartbeats were a little faster, he thought,
and stronger. But there was a jarring irregularity to them. Through the thick, dmogt solid growth which
enclosed it the sounds were both megnified and distorted. Conway could not tdll if the heart done was
responsible for the noise or if other organic movements were contributing. This worried him because he
didn't know what was normd for a patient like this. The survivor had, after dl, been in an ambulance
ship, which meant that there might have been something wrong with it in addition to its present
condition...

"What are you raving about?' O'Mara broke in roughly, meking Conway redize that he had been
thinking aloud. "Are you saying now that the patient isnt sick...”

Absently, Conway said, "An expectant mother can be suffering, yet not be technicdly ill."

He wished that he knew more of what was going on ingde his patient. If the being's ears had not been
completely covered by the growth he would have tried the Trandator again. The sucking, bumping,
gurdling noises could mean anything.

"Conway...I" began O'Mara, and took a bresth which could be heard dl over the ward. Then he
forced his voice down to a conversationd levd and went on, "I'm in touch with Skempton's ship.
Apparently they made good time and have dready contacted the diens. They're fetching the Colond now

He broke off, then added, "I'll turn up the volume so you can hear what he says."

"Not too loud," said Conway, then to Prilida, "How isit emoting?'

"Much stronger. | detect separate emations again. Fedings of urgency, distress and fear—jprobably
claustrophobic—approaching the point of panic.

Conway gave the patient along, careful appraisa. There was no visble movement. Abruptly he said,
"l can't risk waiting any longer. It must be too week to help itsdf. Screens, Nurse."



The screens were meant only to exclude O'Mara. Had the psychologist seen what was to come
without fully knowing what was going on he would doubtless have jumped to more wrong conclusons,
probably to the extent of forcibly restraining Conway.

"ltsdigtressisincreasng,” Prilida said suddenly. "Thereis no actud pain, but there are intense fedings
of condriction..."

Conway nodded. He mationed for a scalpel and began cutting into the growth, trying to establish its
depth. It was now like soft, crumbling cork which offered little resistance to the knife. At a depth of eight
inches he bared what looked like a greyish, ally and faintly iridescent membrane, but there was no rush of
body fluid into the operative fidd. Conway heaved asgh of rdief, withdrew, then repeated the processin
another area. Thistime the membrane reveded had a greenish tinge and was twitching dightly. He moved
on again.

Apparently the average depth of the growth was eight inches. Working with furious ‘speed Conway
opened the covering growth in a totd of nine places, spaced out at roughly equd intervads around the
ring-like body, then he looked a quedtion at Prilica

"Much worse now," said the GLNO. "Extreme mentd distress fear, fedings of...of strangulation. Pulse
isup, and irregular—there is considerable srain on the heart. Also it isloang consciousness again...

Before the empath had finished spesking Conway was hacking away. With long, sawing, savage
strokes he linked together the openings dready made with deep, jagged incidons. Everything was
sacrificed for speed. By no stretch of the imagination could what he was doing be caled surgery, because
alumberjack with a blunt axe could have performed neater work.

Finished, he stood looking at the patient for three whole seconds, but there was dill no dgn of
movement. Conway dropped the scalpd and began tearing at the growth with his hands.

Suddenly the voice of Skempton filled the ward, excitedly describing his landing on the dien colony
and the opening of communications with them. He went on, "...And O'Mara, the sociologica set-up is
welird, I've never heard of anything likeit, or them! There are two digtinct life forms—"

"But belonging to the same species,” Conway put in loudy as he worked. The patient was showing
definite gns of life and was beginning to hdp itsdf. He fdt like ydling with sheer exultation, but instead
he went on, "One form is the ten-legged type of our friend here, but without ther tals sticking in thar
mouths. Thet is a trandtion-stage podtion only.

"The other form is... is—" Conway paused to give the being now reveded before him a searching,
andyticd stare. The remains of the growth which had covered it lay about the floor, some thrown there
by Conway and the rest which it had shaken off itsdf. He continued, "Let's see, oxygen-breathing, of
course. Oviparous. Long, rod-like but flexible body possessing four insectile legs, manipulators, the usud
sense organs, and three sets of wings Classfication GKNM. Visud aspect something like a dragonfly.

"l would say that the first form, judging by the crudely-developed appendages we noticed, performed
mog of the hard labour. Not until it passed the 'Chrysdis stage to become the more dexterous, and
beautiful, dragonfly form would it be considered mature and capable of doing responsible work. This
would, | suppose, make for a complicated society ..

"l had been about to say," Colond Skempton broke in, his voice reflecting the chagrin of one whose
thunder has just been gtolen, “that a couple of the beings are on their way to take care of the survivor.
They urge that nothing whatever be done to the patient..."

At that point O'Mara pushed through the screen. He stood gaping at the patient who was now
engaged in shaking out its wings, then with a visble effort pulled himsdf together. He said, "l suppose
gpologies arein order, Doctor. But why didn't you tdl someone..."

"l had no clear proof that my theory wasright,” Conway said serioudy. "When the patient went into a
panic severd times when | suggested hdlping it, | suspected that the growth might be normal. A caterpillar
could be expected to object to anyone trying to remove its chrysdis prematurely, for the good reason
that such a course would kill it. And there were other pointers. The lack of food intake, the ring-like
position with the appendages facing outward—obvioudy a defence mechaniam from a time when naturd
enemies threatened the new being ingde the dowly hardening shell of the old, and findly the fact thet its



expdled breeth during the later stages showed no impurities, proving that the lungs and heart we were
ligening to had no longer a direct connection.

Conway went on to explain that in the early stages of the trestment he had been unsure of his theory,
but gill not doubtful enough in hismind to alow Mannon or Thornnastor to have their way. He had made
the decison that the patient's condition was normd, or fairly norma, and the best course would be to do
absolutely nothing. Which was what he had done.

"..But thisis a hospitd which believes in doing everything possble for a patient,” Conway went on,
"and | can't imagine Dr. Mannon, yoursdf or any of the other people | know just sanding by and doing
nothing while their patient was apparently dying on them. Maybe someone would have accepted my
theory and agreed to act on it, but | couldn't be sure. And we just had to cure this patient, because its
friends at that time were rather an unknown quantity.”

"All right, dl right,” O'Mara broke in, holding up his hands. "Y ou're a genius, Doctor, or something.
Now wha?'

Conway rubbed his chin, then said thoughtfully, "We must remember that the patient was in a hospita
ghip, S0 there must have been something wrong with it in addition to its condition. It was too wesk to
break out of its own chrysdis and had to have help. Maybe this weakness was its only trouble. But if it
was something else, Thornnastor and his crowd will be adle to cureit now that we can communicate and
Qet its cooperation.”

"Unless”" he said, suddenly worried, "our earlier and misguided attempts to reassure it have caused
mentd damage." He switched on the Trandator, chewed at his lips for a moment, then addressed the
petient;

"How do you fed?"

The reply was short and to the point, but in it were contained dl the implications which gladden a
worried doctor's heart.

"I'm hungry," said the patient.



