NO, NO NOT ROGOV!

That Col den Shape on the gol den steps shook and fluttered |ike a bird gone
mad—+ti ke a bird inbued with an intellect and a soul, and, neverthel ess, driven
mad by ecstasies and terrors beyond human under st andi ng. A t housand worl ds

wat ched.

Had the ancient cal endar continued, this would have been A D. 13,582. After
defeat, after disappointnment, after ruin and reconstruction, mankind had
| eaped upon the stage of all the worlds.

The gol den steps reeled. Some eyes that watched had retinas. Sone had
crystalline cones. Yet all eyes were fixed upon the gol den shape which
interpreted "The dory

and Affirmation of Man" in the Inter-Wrld Dance Festival of what night have
been A D. 13, 582.

Once agai n manki nd was wi nning the contest. Misic and dance were hypnotic
beyond the linmts of systens conpelling, shocking to human and i nhuman eyes.
The dance was a triunph of shock—the shock of dynanic beauty.

The gol den shape on the gol den steps executed shinmering intricacies of
nmeani ng. The body was gold and still human. The body was a woman, but nore
than a wonan. On the gol den steps, in the golden |light, she trenbled and
fluttered like a bird gone nad.

The Mnistry of State Security had been positively shocked when they found
that a Nazi agent, nore heroic than prudent, had al nost reached N. Rogov.

Rogov was worth nore to the Soviet armed forces than any two air armes, nore
than three notorized divisions. Hi s brain was a weapon, a weapon for the
Sovi et power.

Since the brain was a weapon, Rogov was a prisoner
He didn't m nd.

Rogov was a pure Russian type, broad-faced, sandy-haired, blue-eyed, with
whinsy in his smle and anmusenent in the winkles at the tops of his cheeks.
"OfF course |I'ma prisoner," Rogov used to say. "I ama prisoner of State
service to the Soviet peoples. But the workers and peasants are good to ne. |
am an academici an of the Al Union Academny of Sciences, a major general in the
Red Air Force, a professor in the University of Kharkov, a deputy works
manager of the Red Flag Conbat Aircraft Production Trust. From each of these
draw a salary."

Sonetimes he woul d narrow his eyes at his Russian scientific colleagues and
ask themin dead earnest, "Wuld | serve capitalists?"

The affrighted coll eagues would try to stamrer their way out of the
enbarrassnent, protesting their common loyalty to Stalin or Beria, or Zhukov,
or Mol otov, or Bulganin, as the case may have been

Rogov woul d | ook very Russian; calm nocking, amused. He would Il et them
st ammer .

Then he'd | augh.



Solemity transforned into hilarity, he woul d expl ode into bubbling,
ef fervescent, good-hunored laughter: "OfF course | could not serve the
capitalists. My little Anasta-sia would not let ne."

The col | eagues woul d smile unconfortably and woul d wi sh that Rogov did not
talk so wildly, or so comically, or so freely.

Rogov was afraid of nothing. Mdst of his coll eagues were afraid of each other
of the Soviet system of the world, of life, and of death.

Per haps Rogov had once been ordinary and nortal |ike other people, and full of
fears.

But he had becone the l|over, the colleague, the husband of Anastasia
Fyodor ovna Cher pas.

Conr ade Cherpas had been his rival, his antagonist, his conpetitor, in the
struggle for scientific em nence in the frontiers of Russian science. Russian
sci ence coul d never overtake the inhuman perfection of German nethod, the
rigid intellectual and nmoral discipline of German teamwrk, but the Russians
could and did get ahead of the Germans by giving vent to their bold, fantastic
i magi nati ons. Rogov had pioneered the first rocket |aunchers of 1939. Cherpas
had finished the job by nmaking the best of the rockets radi o-directed.

Rogov in 1942 had devel oped a whol e new system of phot o- mappi ng. Conr ade
Cherpas had applied it to color film Rogov, sandy-haired, blue-eyed, and
smling, had recorded his criticisnms of Conrade Cherpas' naivete and

t heoreti cal unsoundness at the top-secret neetings of Russian scientists
during the black winter nights of 1943. Conrade Cherpas, her butter-yell ow
hair flowing down like living water to her shoul ders, her unpainted face
gleaming with fanaticism intelligence, and dedication, wuld snarl her own
defiance at him deriding his Communi st theory, pinching at his pride, hitting
hi s hypot heses where they were weakest.

By 1944 a Rogov- Cherpas quarrel had becone sonething worth traveling to see.
In 1945 they were marri ed.

Their courtship was secret, their wedding a surprise, their partnership a
mracle in the upper ranks of Russian science.

The Emigre press had reported that the great scientist Peter Kapitza once
remar ked, "Rogov and Cherpas, there is a team They're Communi sts, good
Conmmuni sts; but they're better than that! They're Russian, Russian enough to
beat the world. Look at them That's the future, our Russian future!" Perhaps
t he quotati on was an exaggeration, but it did show the enornmous respect in
whi ch both Rogov and Cherpas were held by their coll eagues in Soviet science.

Shortly after their marriage strange things happened to them

Rogov remai ned happy. Cherpas was radi ant.

Nevert hel ess, the two of them began to have haunted expressions, as though
t hey had seen things which words could not express, as though they had
stunbl ed upon secrets too inportant to be whispered even to the nost secure

agents of the Soviet State Police.

In 1947 Rogov had an interviewwith Stalin. As he left Stalin's office in the
Kremin, the great |eader hinmself came to the door, his forehead winkled in



t hought, noddi ng, "Da, da, da."

Even his own personal staff did not know why Stalin was saying, "Yes, yes,
yes," but they did see the orders that went forth marked ONLY BY SAFE HAND
and To BE READ AND RETURNED, NOT RETAI NED, and furthernore stanped FOR
AUTHORI ZED EYES ONLY AND UNDER No ClI RCUMSTANCES To BE COPI ED.

Into the true and secret Sovi et budget that year by the direct personal orders
of a noncommittal Stalin, an itemwas added for "Project Tel escope.” Stalin
tol erated no inquiry, brooked no comment.

A village whi ch had had a nanme becane nanel ess.

A forest which had been opened to the workers and peasants becane nmilitary
territory.

Into the central post office in Kharkov there went a new box number for the
village of Ya. Ch.

Rogov and Cherpas, conrades and |overs, scientists both and Russi ans both,
di sappeared fromthe everyday lives of their colleagues. Their faces were no
| onger seen at scientific neetings. Only rarely did they energe.

On the few occasions they were seen, usually going to and from Moscow at the
time the Al Uni on budget was nade up each year, they seened sniling and
happy. But they did not nake jokes.

What the outside world did not know was that Stalin in giving themtheir own
project, granting thema paradise restricted to thensel ves, had seen to it
that a snake went with themin the paradi se. The snake this tine was not one,
but two personalities—Gausgofer and Gauck

Stalin died.

Beria died too—+tess willingly.

The world went on

Everything went into the forgotten village of Ya. Ch. and nothing came out.

It was rumpored that Khruschev hinself visited Rogov and Cherpas. It was even
whi spered that Khruschev said

as he went to the Kharkov airport to fly back to Mbscow, "It's big, big, big.
There' |l be no cold war if they can do it. There won't be any war of any kind.
W'l finish capitalismbefore the capitalists can ever begin to fight. If
they do it. If they do it." Khruschev was reported to have shaken his head
slowy in perplexity and to have said nothing nore but to have put his
initials on the unnodified budget of Project Tel escope when a trusted
nmessenger next brought him an envel ope from Rogov.

Anast asi a Cherpas becane a nother. Their first boy | ooked like the father* He
was followed by a little girl. Then another little boy. The children didn't
stop Cherpas' work. The famly had a | arge dacha and trai ned nursemai ds t ook
over the househol d.

Every night the four of them dined together

Rogov, Russi an, hunorous, courageous, anused.



Cherpas, older, nore mature, nore beautiful than ever, but just as biting,
just as cheerful, just as sharp as she had ever been

But then the other two, two who sat with them across the years of all their
days, the two coll eagues who had been visited upon them by the all-powerful
word of Stalin hinself.

Gausgofer was a femal e: bl oodl ess, narrowfaced, with a voice like a horse's
whi nny. She was a scientist and a policewrman, and conpetent at both jobs. In
1920 she had reported her own mother's whereabouts to the Bol shevik Terror
Committee. In 1924 she had commanded her father's execution. He was a Russian
German of the old Baltic nobility and he had tried to adjust his mnd to the
new system but he had failed. In 1930 she had |l et her lover trust her a
little too much. He was a Rumani an Conmuni st, very high in the Party, but he
had a sneaki ng synpathy for Trotsky. Wen he whispered into her ear in the
privacy of their bedroom whispered with the

tears pouring down his face, she had listened affectionately and quietly and
had delivered his words to the police the next norning.

Wth that she cane to Stalin's attention

Stalin had been tough. He addressed her brutally, "Conrade, you have sone
brains. | can see you know what Communi smis all about. You understand
loyalty. You're going to get ahead and serve the Party and the working cl ass,
but is that all you want?" He had spat the question at her

She was so astoni shed that she gaped.

The old man had changed his expression, favoring her with | eering benevol ence.
He had put his forefinger on her chest, "Study science, Conrade. Study

sci ence. Communi sm pl us science equals victory. You' re too clever to stay in
police work."

Gausgofer fell in love with Rogov the nmonent she saw him

Gausgofer fell in hate—and hate can be as spontaneous and m racul ous as
| ove—wi t h Cherpas the nonent she saw her

But Stalin had guessed that too.

Wth the bl oodl ess, fanatic Gausgofer he had sent a man framed B. Gauck
Gauck was solid, inpassive, blank-faced. In body he was about the sane hei ght
as Rogov. Were Rogov was nuscul ar, Gauck was fl abby. Were Rogov's skin was
fair and shot through with the pink and health of exercise, Gauck's skin was

like stale lard, greasy, gray-green, sickly even on the best days.

Gauck's eyes were black and small. Hi s glance was as cold and sharp as death.
Gauck had no friends, no enem es, no beliefs, no enthusiasns.

Gauck never drank, never went out, never received nmil, never sent mail, never
spoke a spontaneous word.

He was never rude, never kind, never friendly, never really wthdrawn: He
couldn't withdraw any nore than the constant withdrawal of all his life.

Rogov had turned to his wife in the secrecy of their bedroom soon after
Gausgof er and Gauck cane and had said, "Anastasia, is that man sane?"



Cherpas intertwined the fingers of her beautiful, expressive hands. She who
had been the wit of a thousand scientific neetings was now at a |oss for
words. She | ooked up at her husband with a troubl ed expression. "I don't know,
contrade . .«. | just don't know "

Rogov smiled his anmused Slavic smle. "At the least then | don't think
Gausgof er knows either."

Cherpas snorted with |aughter and picked up her hairbrush. "That she doesn't.
She really doesn't know, does she? |I'll wager she doesn't even know to whom he
reports.”

That conversation had reachedjnto the past. Gauck, Gausgofer, bloodl ess eyes
and the bl ack eyes—they remai ned.

Every di nner the four sat down together
Every norning the four nmet in the | aboratory.
Rogov' s great courage, high sanity, and keen humor kept the work going.

Cherpas' flashing genius fuel ed hi mwhenever the routine overloaded his
magni ficent intellect.

Gausgof er spied and watched and smiled her bl oodl ess smiles; sonetines,
curiously enough, Gausgofer nade genui nely constructive suggestions. She never
.understood the whole frame of reference of their work, but she knew enough of
t he nmechani cal and engi neering details to be very useful on occasion

Gauck came in, sat down quietly, said nothing, did nothing. He did not even
snoke. He never fidgeted. He never went to sleep. He just watched.

The | aboratory grew and with it there grew the i mense configuration of the
espi onage nachi ne.

In theory what Rogov had proposed and Cherpas seconded was imagi nable. It
consi sted of an attenpt to work out an integrated theory for all the

el ectrical and radiati on phenonmena acconpanyi ng consci ousness, and to
duplicate the electrical functions of mnd wthout the use of animal material

The range of potential products was imrense.

The first product Stalin had asked for was a receiver, if possible, one
capabl e of tuning in the thoughts of a human nind and of translating those

t houghts either into a punch tape machi ne, an adapted Gernan Hel | schrei ber
machi ne, or phonetic speech. If the grids could be turned around, the

brai n-equi val ent machine as a transmtter mght be able to send out stunning
forces which would paralyze or kill the process of thought.

At its best, Rogov's machi ne was designed to confuse human t hought over great
di stances, to select hunan targets to be confused, and to maintain an

el ectroni c jamm ng system which would jam straight into the human m nd wi t hout
the requirement of tubes or receivers.

He had succeeded—n part. He had given hinmself a violent headache in the first
year of work.

In the third year he had killed mce at a distance of ten kiloneters. In the
seventh year he had brought on mass hall ucinations and a wave of suicides in a
nei ghboring village. It was this which inpressed Khrushchev.



Rogov was now working on the receiver end. No one had ever explored the
infinitely narrow, infinitely subtle bands of radiation which distinguished
one human nind from anot her, but Rogov was trying, as it were, to tune in on
m nds far away.

He had tried to develop a telepathic helmet of sone

kind, but it did not work. He had then turned away fromthe reception of pure
t hought to the reception of visual and auditory inages. Were the nerve-ends
reached the brain itself, he had managed over the years to distinguish whole
packets of m crophenonena, and on sonme of these he had managed to get a fix.

Wth infinitely delicate tuning he had succeeded one day in picking up the
eyesi ght of their second chauffeur, and had managed, thanks to a needle thrust
in just below his own right eyelid, to "see" through the other man's eyes as
the other man- all unaware, washed their Zis |inousine sixteen hundred neters
away.

Cherpas had surpassed his feat later that winter, and had managed to bring in
an entire famly having dinner over in a nearby city. She had invited B. Gauck
to have a needle inserted into his cheekbone so that he could see with the
eyes of an unsuspecting spied-on stranger. Gauck had refused any kind of

needl es, but Gausgofer had joined in the experinment and had expressed her
satisfaction with the work.

The espi onage nmachi ne was begi nning to take form

Two nore steps remained. The first step consisted in tuning iri on some renote
target, such as the Wite House in Washington or the NATO Headquarters outside
Pari s.

The second problem consisted in finding a method of jamm ng those mnds at a
di stance, stunning them so that the subject personnel fell into tears,

confusion, or insanity.

Rogov had tried, but he had never gotten nore than thirty kiloneters fromthe
nanel ess village of Ya. Ch.

One November there had been seventy cases of hysteria, nost of themending in
sui cide, down in the city of Kharkov several hundred kil oneters away, but
Rogov was not sure that his own machine was doing it.

Conr ade Gausgofer dared to stroke his sleeve. Her

white lips smiled and her watery eyes grew happy as she said in her high,
cruel voice, "You can do it, conrade. You can do it."

Cherpas | ooked on with contenpt. Gauck said not hing.

The fenal e agent Gausgofer saw Cherpas' eyes upon her, and for a noment an arc
of living hatred | eaped between the two wonen.

The three of them went back to work on the machi ne.
Gauck sat on his stool and watched them
It was the year in which Eristratov died that the machi ne made a breakt hrough

Eristratov died after the Soviet and People's denocracies had tried to end the
cold war with the Americans.



It was May. Qutside the | aboratory the squirrels ran anong the trees. The

| eftovers fromthe night's rain dripped on the ground and kept the earth
moist. It was confortable to | eave a few wi ndows open and to let the snell of
the forest into the workshop

The snell of their oil-burning heaters, the stale snmell of insulation, of
ozone, and of the heated electronic gear was sonething with which all of them
were nuch too fanmiliar.

Rogov had found that his eyesi ght was begi nning to suffer because he had to
get the receiver needl e sonewhere near his optic nerve in order to obtain

vi sual inpressions fromthe machine. After nonths of experinentation with both
ani mal and human subj ects he had decided to copy one of their |ast

experiments, successfully performed on a prisoner boy fifteen years of age, by
havi ng the needl e slipped directly through the skull, up and behind the eyes.
Rogov had disliked using prisoners, because Gauck, speaking on behal f of
security, always insisted that a prisoner used in experiments be destroyed in
not less than five days fromthe begi nning of the

experiment. Rogov had satisfied hinself that the skull-and-needl e technique
was safe, but he was very tired of trying to get frightened, unscientific
people to carry the load of intense, scientific attentiveness required by the
machi ne.

Somewhat ill-hunored, he shouted at Gauck, "Have you ever known what this is
al |l about? You' ve been here years. Do you know what we're trying to do? Don't
you ever want to take part in the experinents yourself? Do you realize how
many years of mathematics have gone into the nmaking of these grids and the
cal cul ati on of these wave patterns? Are you good for anythi ng?"

Gauck had said, tonelessly and wi thout anger, "Conrade professor, | am obeying
orders. You are obeying orders too. |'ve never inpeded you."
Rogov raved, "I know you never got in ny way. W're all good servants of the

Soviet State. It's not a question of loyalty. It's a question of enthusiasm
Don't you ever want to glinpse the science we're maki ng? W are a hundred
years ahead of the capitalist Americans. Doesn't that excite you? Aren't you a
human bei ng? Why don't you take part? How will you understand nme when

explain it?"

Gauck sai d nothing; he | ooked at Rogov with his beady eyes. His dirty-gray
face did not change expression. Cherpas said, "Go ahead, N kol ai. The conrade
can followif he wants to."

Gausgof er | ooked enviously at Cherpas. She seened inclined to keep quiet, but
then had to speak. She said, "Do go ahead, conrade professor."

Sai d Rogov, "Kharosho, I'll do what | can. The nachine is now ready to receive
m nds over i mense distances.” He winkled his lip in anmused scorn. "W nmay
even spy into the brain of the chief rascal hinmself and find out what

Ei senhower is planning to do today agai nst

the Soviet people. Wuldn't it be wonderful if our machine could stun him and
| eave himsitting addl ed at his desk?"

Gauck commented, "Don't try it. Not without orders."

Rogov ignored the interruption and went on. "First | receive. | don't know
what | will get, who I will get, or where they will be. Al | knowis that



this machine will reach out across all the minds of nen and bats now living
and it will bring the eyes and ears of a single mind directly into mine. Wth
the new needle going directly into the brain it will be possible for nme to get
a very sharp fixation on position. The trouble with that boy | ast week was

t hat even though we knew he was seeing sonething outside this room he
appeared to be getting sounds in a foreign | anguage and did not know enough
English or German to realize where or what the machine had taken himto see.™

Cherpas | aughed, "I'"mnot worried. | saw then it was safe. You go first, ny
husband. If our conrades don't nind—=2"

Gauck nodded.

Gausgofer lifted her bony hand breathlessly to her skinny throat and said, "Of
course, Conrade Rogov, of course. You did all the work. You nust be the
first."”

Rogov sat down.

A whi te-snmocked technician brought the machine over to him It was nounted on
three rubber-tired wheels and it resenbled the small X-ray units used by
dentists. In place of the cone at the head of the X-ray machine there was a

I ong, incredibly tough needle. It had been nmade for them by the best

surgical -steel craftsnmen in Prague.

Anot her technician cane up with a shaving bow, a brush, and a straight
razor. Under the gaze of CGauck's deadly eyes he shaved an area of four square
centinmeters on the top of Rogov's head.

Cherpas herself then took over. She set her husband's head in the clanp and
used a mcronmeter to get the skull-fittings so tight and so accurate that the
needl e woul d push through the dura mater at exactly the right point.

Al this work she did deftly with kind, very strong fingers. She was gentle,
but she was firm She was his wife, but she was also his fellow scientist and
his coll eague in the Soviet State.

She stepped back and | ooked at her work. She gave himone of their own vary

special smiles, the secret gay smles which they usually exchanged with each
other only when they were alone. "You won't want to do this every day. W're
going to have to find some way of getting into the brain without using this

needle. But it won't hurt you."

"Does it matter if it does hurt?" said Rogov. "This is the triunph of all our
work. Bring it down."

Cherpas, her eyes gleaming with attention, reached over and pulled down the

handl e whi ch brought the tough needle to within a tenth of a mllineter of the
ri ght place.
Rogov spoke very carefully: "All |1 felt was a little sting. You can turn the

power on now. "

Gausgofer could not contain herself. Timdly she addressed Cherpas, "My |
turn on the power?"

Cher pas nodded. Gauck wat ched. Rogov waited. Gausgofer pulled down the bayonet
Swi t ch.

The power went on



Wth an inpatient twi st of her hand, Anastasia Cherpas ordered the |aboratory
attendants to the other end of the room Two or three of them had stopped

wor ki ng and were staring at Rogov, staring like dull sheep. They | ooked
enbarrassed and then they huddled in a white-snocked herd at the other end of
the | aboratory.

The wet May wind blew in on all of them The scent of forest and | eaves was
about them

The t hree wat ched Rogov.

Rogov' s conpl exi on began to change. H s face becane flushed. Hi s breathing was
so | oud and heavy they could hear it several neters way. Cherpas fell on her
knees in front of him eyebrows lifted in mute inquiry.

Rogov did not dare nod, not with a needle in his brain. He spoke through
flushed |ips, speaking thickly and heavily, "Do—not-—-stop—ow. "

Rogov hinself did not know what was happeni ng. He thought he mi ght see an
American room or a Russian room or a tropical colony. He m ght see palm
trees, or forests, or desks. He m ght see guns or buil dings, washroons or
beds, hospitals, homes, churches. He m ght see with the eyes of a child, a
worman, a man, a soldier, a philosopher, a slave, a worker, a savage, a
religious, a Communist, a reactionary, a governor, a policeman. He might hear
voi ces; he m ght hear English, or French, or Russian, Swahili, H ndi, Malay,
Chi nese, Wkrani an, Arnmenian, Turkish, Geek. He did not know

None of these things had happened.

It seemed to himthat he had left the world, that he had left time. The hours
and the centuries shrank up like the nmeters, and the machi ne, unchecked,
reached out for the nost powerful signal which any human mind had transmitted.
Rogov did not know it, but the machi ne had conquered tine.

The machi ne had reached the dance, the human chal | enger and the dance festival
of the year that m ght have been A . D. 13, 582.

Bef ore Rogov's eyes the gol den shape and the gol den steps shook and fluttered
in aritual a thousand tinmes nore conpelling than hypnoti sm The rhythns neant

not hi ng and everything to him This was Russia, this was Conmuni sm This was
his life—+ndeed it was his soul acted out before his very eyes.

For a second, the last second of his ordinary life, he | ooked through
fl esh-and-bl ood eyes and saw t he shabby woman whom he had once t hought
beautiful. He saw Anastasi a Cherpas, and he did not care.

H s vision concentrated once again on the dancing inage, this wonman, those
postures, that dance!

Then the sound cane in—fusic that woul d have made a Tschai kovsky weep,
orchestras whi ch woul d have sil enced Shostakovi ch or Khachaturian forever.

The peopl e- who-wer e- not - peopl e between the stars had taught manki nd many arts.
Rogov's m nd was the best of its tine, but his tinme was far, far behind the
time of the great dance. Wth that one vision Rogov went firmy and conpletely
mad.

He becane blind to the sight of Cherpas, Gausgofer, and Gauck. He forgot the



village of Ya. Ch. He forgot hinself. He was like a fish, bred in stale fresh
water, which is throwm for the first time into a living stream He was |ike an
i nsect energing fromthe chrysalis. Hi s twentieth-century mnd could not hold
the imagery and the inmpact of the nmusic and the dance.

But the needle was there and the needle transmtted into his mnd nore than
his mnd could stand.

The synapses of his brain flicked |like switches. The future fl ooded into him
He fai nted.
Cherpas | eaped forward and lifted the needle. Rogov fell out of the chair.

It was Gauck who got the doctors. By nightfall they had Rogov resting
confortably and under heavy sedation. There were two doctors, both fromthe
mlitary

headquarters. Gauck had obtai ned aut horization for their services by a direct
t el ephone call to Moscow.

Bot h the doctors were annoyed. The senior one never stopped grunbling at
Cher pas.

"You shoul d not have done it, Conrade Cherpas. Conrade Rogov should not have
done it either. You can't go around sticking things into brains. That's a

nmedi cal problem None of you people are doctors of nedicine. It's all right
for you to contrive devices with the prisoners, but you can't inflict things
like this on Soviet scientific personnel. |I'mgoing to get blamed because
can't bring Rogov back. You heard what he was saying. Al he did was nutter
"That gol den shape on the gol den steps, that nusic, that me is a true ne, that

gol den shape, that gol den shape, | want to be with that gol den shape,' and
rubbi sh I'ike that. Maybe you' ve ruined a first-class brain forever—= He
stopped short as though he had said too rmuch. After all, the problemwas a

security problem and apparently both Gauck and Gausgofer represented the
security agencies.

Gausgofer turned her watery eyes on the doctor and said in a | ow, even,
unbel i evabl y poi sonous voi ce, "Could she have done it, conrade doctor?"

The doctor | ooked at Cherpas, answering Gausgofer, "How? You were there. |
wasn't. How could she have done it? Wiy should she do it? You were there."

Cherpas said nothing. Her lips were conpressed tight with grief. Her yell ow
hair gl eamed, but her hair was all that renmained, at that nmonment, of her
beauty. She was frightened and she was getting ready to be sad. She had no
time to hate foolish wonen or to worry about security; she was concerned with
her col |l eague, her |over, her husband, Rogov.

There was not hing much for themto do except to wait. They went into a | arge
room and wait ed.

The servants had |l aid out i mense dishes of cold sliced neat, pots of caviar
and an assortment of sliced breads, pure butter, genuine coffee, and liquors.

None of them ate much. At 9:15 the sound of rotors beat against the house. The
big helicopter had arrived from Myscow.

H gher authorities took over



The higher authority was a deputy minister, a man naned V. Karper

Kar per was acconpani ed by two or three uniformed col onels, by an engi neer
civilian, by a man fromthe headquarters of the Conmunist Party of the Sovi et
Uni on, and by two doctors.

They di spensed with the courtesies. Karper nmerely said, "You are Cherpas.
have net you. You are Gausgofer. | have seen your reports. You are Gauck."

The del egation went into Rogov's bedroom Karper snapped, "Wake him" The
mlitary doctor who had given himsedatives said, "Conrade, you nustn't-—=-

Karper cut himoff. "Shut up." He turned to his own physician, pointed at
Rogov. "Wake hi mup."

The doctor from Moscow tal ked briefly with the senior mlitary doctor. He too
began shaking his head. He gave Karper a disturbed | ook. Karper guessed what
he m ght hear. He said, "CGo ahead. | know there is sone danger to the patient,
but I've got to get back to Moscow with a report.™

The two doctors worked over Rogov. One of them gave Rogov an injection. Then
all of them stood back from the bed.

Rogov writhed in his bed. He squirmed. H s eyes opened, but he did not see the
people. Wth childishly clear and sinple words Rogov began to talk, "... that
gol den shape, the golden stairs, the nusic, take me back

to the music, | want to be with the nusic, | really amthe nmusic ..." and so

oh in an endl ess npnot one.

Cherpas | eaned over himso that her face was directly in his line of vision
"My darling! My darling, wake up. This is serious."

It was evident to all of themthat Rogov did not hear her

For the first tine in many years Gauck took the initiative. He spoke directly
to the man from Moscow. "Conrade, may | make a suggestion?"

Kar per | ooked at him Gauck nodded at Gausgofer. "W were both sent here by
orders of Conrade Stalin. She is senior. She bears the responsibility. All
do i s double check."

The deputy mnister turned to Gausgofer. Gausgofer had been staring at Rogov
on the bed; her blue, watery eyes were tearless and her face was drawn into
expression of extreme tension

Karper ignored that and said to her firmy, clearly, commandi ngly, "what do
you recomend?"

Gausgofer | ooked at himvery directly and said in a neasured voice, "I do not
think that the case is one of brain damage. | believe that he has obtained a
conmuni cati on whi ch he nust share with anot her human being and that unl ess one
of us follows himthere may be no answer."

Kar per barked: "Very well. But what do we do?"

"Let nme foll ow—+nto the machine."

Anast asi a Cherpas began to | augh slyly and frantically. She seized Karper's
arm and poi nted her finger at Gausgofer. Karper stared at her



Cherpas restrained her |aughter and shouted at Karper, "The woman's nad. She
has | oved ny husband for many years. She has hated my presence, and now she
t hi nks that she can save him She thinks that she can follow She

t hi nks that he wants to communicate with her. That's ridiculous. | will go
nmysel f1*"

Kar per | ooked about. He selected two of his staff and stepped over into a
corner of the room They could hear himtalking, but they could not
di stingui sh the words. After a conference of six or seven nminutes he returned.

"You peopl e have been maki ng serious security charges agai nst each ot her.

find that one of our finest weapons, the nmind of Rogov, is damaged. Rogov's
not just a man. He is a Soviet project." Scorn entered his voice. "I find that
the senior security officer, a policewoman with a notable record, is charged

by another Soviet scientist with a silly infatuation. | disregard such
charges. The devel opnent of the Soviet State and the work of Soviet science
cannot be inpeded by personalities. Conrade Gausgofer will follow. | am acting

toni ght because nmy own staff physician says that Rogov may not live and it is
very inmportant for us to find out just what has happened to himand why."

He turned his bal eful gaze on Cherpas. "You will not protest, conrade. Your
mnd is the property of the Russian State. Your life and your education have
been paid for by the workers. Your cannot throw these things away because of
personal sentiment. |If there is anything to be found, Conrade Gausgofer will
find it for both of us."

The whol e group of them went back into the |aboratory. The fri ghtened
techni ci ans were brought over fromthe barracks. The lights were turned on and
the wi ndows were cl osed. The May wi nd had becone chilly.

The needl e was sterilized. The electronic grids were warmnmed up

Gausgofer's face was an inpassive mask of triunph as she sat in the receiving
chair. She smled at Gauck as an attendant brought the soap and the razor to
shave clean a patch on her scal p.

Gauck did not smile back. Hs black eyes stared at her. He said nothing. He
wat ched.

Karper wal ked to and fro, glancing fromtinme to tinme at the hasty but orderly
preparation of the experinent.

Anast asi a Cherpas sat down at a | aboratory table about five nmeters away from

t he group. She watched the back of Gausgofer's head as the needl e was | owered.
She buried her face in her hands. Sone of the others thought they heard her
weepi ng, but no one heeded Cherpas very nuch. They were too intent on watching
Gausgof er.

Gausgofer's face becane red. Perspiration poured down the flabby cheeks. Her
fingers tightened on the armof her chair.

Suddenly she shouted at them "That gol den shape on the gol den steps."
She | eaped to her feet, dragging the apparatus with her
No one had expected this. The chair fell to the floor. The needl e hol der

lifted fromthe floor, swng its weight sidew se. The needle twisted |like a
scythe in Gausgofer's brain.



The body of Gausgofer lay on the floor, surrounded by excited officials.

Kar per was acute enough to | ook around at Cher pas.

She stood up fromthe |l aboratory table and wal ked toward him A thin Iine of
bl ood fl owed down from her cheekbone. Another |ine of blood dripped down from
a position on her cheek, one and a half centinmeters forward of the opening of

her left ear.

Wth tremendous conposure, her face as white as fresh snow, she sniled at him
"l eavesdropped.”

Kar per said, "What?"
"I eavesdropped, eavesdropped," repeated Anastasia Cherpas. "I found out where
nmy husband has gone. It is not somewhere in this world. It is sonething

hypnoti c

beyond all the limtations of our science. W have made a great gun, but the
gun has fired upon us before we could fire it.

"Project Telescope is finished. You may try to get someone else to finish it,
but you will not."

Karper stared at her and then turned aside.

Gauck stood in his way.

"What do you want ?"

"To tell you," said Gauck very softly, "to tell you, conrade deputy mnister
that Rogov is gone as she says he is gone, that she is finished if she says
she is finished, that all this is true. I know "

Karper glared at him "How do you know?"

Gauck remained utterly inpassive. Wth superhuman assurance and cal m he said
to Karper, "Conrade, | do not dispute the matter. | know these people, though
I do not know their science. Rogov is done for."

At | ast Karper believed him

They all | ooked at Anastasia Cherpas, at her beautiful hair, her determ ned
bl ue eyes, and the two thin |lines of blood.

Karper turned to her. "Wat do we do now?"

For an answer she dropped to her knees and began sobbing, "No, no, not Rogov!
No, no, not Rogov!"

And that was all that they could get out of her. Gauck | ooked on.

On the golden steps in the golden light, a gol den shape danced a dream beyond
the limts of all imagination, danced and drew the nusic to herself until a
sigh of yearning, yearning which became a hope and a torment, went through the
hearts of living things on a thousand worl ds.

Edges of the gol den scene faded raggedly and unevenly into black. The gold
di nmed down to a pal e goldsilver



sheen and then to silver, last of all to white. The dancer who had been gol den
was now a forlorn white-pink figure standing, quiet and fatigued, on the
i mense white steps. The appl ause of a thousand worlds roared in upon her

She | ooked blindly at them The dance had overwhel ned her, too. Their appl ause
could mean not hing. The dance was an end in itself. She would have to live,
somehow, Until she danced agai n.



