Oomphel In The Sky

Miles Gilbert watched the landscape dide away below him, its quilt of rounded treetops mottled red and
orangein the double sunlight and, in shaded places, with the naturd yellow of the vegetation of Kwannon.
Theaircar began asdow swing to the left, and Gettler Alphacameinto view, amonstrous smear of red
incandescence with an optical diameter of two feet at arm'slength, dightly flattened on the bottom by the
western horizon. In another couple of hoursit would be completely set, but by that time Beta, the planet's
G-class primary, would be at its midaftemoon hottest. He glanced at hiswatch. It was 1005, but that was
Gdactic Standard Time, and had no relevance to anything that was happening in the local sky. It did
mean, though, that it was five minutes short of two hoursto 'cast-time.

He snapped on the communication screen in front of him, and Harry Walsh, the news editor, looked out
of it a him from the officein Bludiake, halfway across the continent. He wanted to know how things were

gang.

"Just about finished. I'm going to look in at a couple more native villages, and then I'm going to Sanders
plantation to see Gonzales. | hope'D have apersona statement from him, and thefinal
Stuation-progress map, in timefor the 'cagt. | take it Maith's fill agreesble to rdleasing the story at
twelve-hundred?'

"Sure; he was dways agreegble. The Army wants publicity; it was Government House that wanted to Sit
on it, and they've given that up now. The story'sdl over the place here, native city and dl.”

"What's the Stuation in town, now?"

"Oh, it's<till going on. Some disorders, mostly just unrest. Lot of street meetings that could have turned
into frenziesif the police hadn't broken them up intime. A couple of shootings, some degp-gassing, and a
lot of arrests. Nothing to worry about—at least, not immediately.”

That was about what he thought. "Maybeit's not bad to have alittle trouble in Bluelake," he considered.
"What happens out here in the plantation country the Government House crowd can't see, and it doesn't
worry them. Wdll, I'll cal you from Sanders.”

He blanked the screen. In the seat in front, the native pilot said: " Some contragravity up ahead, boss.” It
sounded like two voices speaking in unison, which was just what it was. "I'll have alook.”

The pilot's hand, long and thin, like asquirrd's, reached up and pulled down the fifty-power binoculars
on their swinging arm. Mileslooked at the screen-map and saw anative village just ahead of the dot of
light that marked the position of the aircar. He poke the native name of the village aloud, and added:

"L et down there, Heshto. I'll see what's going on.”
The native, till looking through the glasses, said, "Right, boss.” Then he turned.

His skin was blue-gray and |ooked like sponge rubber. He was humanoid, to the extent of being an
upright biped, with two arms, ahead on top of shoulders and atorso that housed, among other oddities,
four lungs. Hisface wasn't even vaguely human. He had two eyesin front, close enough for stereoscopic
vision, but that was acommon characteristic of sapient life forms everywhere. His mouth was Strictly for
eating; he breathed through separate in-takes and outlets, one of each on either side of hisneck; he
talked through the outlets and had his scent and hearing organsin the intakes. The car was
air-conditioned, which was a mercy; an overheated Kwann exhaled through his skin, and surrounded
himself with stenches like an organic chemidtry lab. But then, Kwanns didn't come any closer to him than
they could help when he was hot and sweated, which, lately, had been most of thetime.



"A 'V and ahdf of air cavdry, circling around,” Heshto said. "Making sure nobody got away. And a
combat car a a couple of hundred feet and another one just at treetop level.”

He rose and went to the seat next to the pilot, pulling down the binoculars that were focused for hisown
eyes. With them, he could see the air cavalry—egg-shaped things just big enough for a seated man, with
jetsand contragravity field generators below and abristle of machine gun muzzlesin front. A couple of
them jetted up for alook at him and then went danting down again, having recognized the Kwannon
Panetwide News Service car.

The village wastypica enough to have been anillustration in asociography textbook—fieldsin abelt for
acouple of hundred yards around it, dome-thatched mud-and-wattle huts inside a pole stockade with log
storehouses built againgt it, their flat roofs high enough to provide platformsfor defending archers, the
open ova gathering-placein the middle. Therewas abig hut at one end of this, the khamdoo, the
sanctum of the adult males, off limits for women and children. A small crowd was gathered in front of it;
fifteen or twenty Terran air cavalrymen, acouple of enlisted men from the Second Kwannon Native
Infantry, a Terran second lieutenant, and half adozen natives. The rest of the village population, about
two hundred, of both sexes and dl ages, were lined up on the shadier sde of the gathering-place, most of
them looking up apprehensively at the two combat cars which were covering them with their guns.

Miles got to hisfeet asthe car lurched off contragravity and the springs of the landing-feet took up the
weight. A blast of furnacelike air struck him when he opened the door; he got out quickly and closed it
behind him. The second lieutenant had come over to meet him; he extended his hand.

"Good day, Mr. Gilbert. We all owe you our thanks for the warning. Thiswould have been ared baddie
if we hadn't caught it when we did."

Hedidn't even try to make any modest disclaimer; that was nothing more than the exact truth.

"Well, lieutenant, | see you have thingsin hand here." He glanced at the line-up dong the sde of the ova
plaza, and then at the sdlected group in front of the khamdoo. The patriarcha village chieftainin aloose
dashed shirt; the shoonoo, wearing amultiplicity of amulets and nothing else; four or five of the village
elders. "l takeit theword of the swarming didn't get thisfar?"

"No, this crowd till don't know what the flap's about, and | couldn't think of anything to tell them that
wouldn't be worse than no explanation at all."

He had noticed hoes and spades flying in the fields, and the cylindricd plastic containersthe natives
bought from traders, dropped when the troops had surprised the women at work. And the shoonoo
didn't have afire-dance cloak or any other specid regdiaon. If hed heard about the swarming, held
have been dressed to make magic for it.

"What time did you get here, lieutenant?'

"Oh-nine-forty. | just called in and reported the village occupied, and they told me | wasthelast onein,
S0 the operation'sfinished.”

That had been smart work. He got the lieutenant's name and unit and mentioned it into his memophone,
That had been alittle under five hours since he had convinced General Maith, in Bluelake, that the mass
|abor-desertion from the Sanders plantation had been the beginning of aswarming. Some division
commanders wouldn't have been able to get abrigade off the ground in that time, let done landed on
objective. He said as much to the young officer.

"Theway the Army responded, today, can make the people of the Colony fed alot more comfortable



for thefuture"

"Why, thank you, Mr. Gilbert." The Army, on Kwannon, was rather more used to obloquy than praise.
"How did you spot what was going on so quickly?'

Thiswasthe hundredth time, at least, that he had been asked that today .

"Well, Paul Sanders labor al comes from neighboring villages. If they'd just wanted to go home and
spend the end of the world with their families, they'd have been dribbling away in smal batchesfor the
last couple of hundred hours. Instead, they dl bugged out in abunch, they took dl the food they could
carry and nothing else, and they didn't make any trouble before they left. Then, Sanders said they'd been
building fires out in the fallow ground and moaning and chanting around them for a couple of days, and
idling on thejob. Saving their strength for the trek. And he said they had a shoonoo among them. He's
probably the lad who started it. Had a dream from the Gone Ones, | suppose.”

"Y ou mean, likethisfellow here?" the lieutenant asked. "What arethey, Mr. Gilbert; priests?’

Helooked quickly at the lieutenant's collar-badges. Y dlow trefoil for Third FHegt-Army Force, Roman
IV for Fourth Army, 907 for hisregiment, with C under it for cavary. That outfit had only been on
Kwanon for the last two thousand hours, but somebody should have briefed him better than that.

He shook his head. "No, they're magicians. Everything these Kwanns do involves magic, and the
shoonoon are the professionas. When anative runsinto something serious, that his own do-it-yourself
magic can't cope with, he goesto the shoonoo. And, of course, the shoonoo works all the magic for the
community as awhole—rain-magic, protective magic for the village and thefidds, that sort of thing."

The lieutenant mopped hisface on a bedraggled handkerchief. "They'll have to struggle aong somehow
for awhile; we have ordersto round up al the shoonoon and send themin to Bluelake.”

"Yes" That hadn't been Genera Maith'sides; the governor had insisted on that. "I hope it doesn't make
more trouble than it prevents.”

The lieutenant was still mopping his face and looking across the gathering-place toward Alpha, glaring
abovethe huts.

"How much worse do you think thisisgoing to get?" he asked.
"The hest, or the native troubles?'
"I was thinking about the heat, but both.”

"Well, it'll get hotter. Not much hotter, but some. We can expect storms, too, within twelve to fifteen
hundred hours. Nobody has any idea how bad they'll be. The last periastron was ninety years ago, and
we've only been here for sixty-odd; dl we haveisverba accounts from memory from the natives,
probably garbled and exaggerated. We had pretty bad stormsright after transit ayear ago; they'll be
much worse thistime. Therma convections; air startsto cool when it gets dark, and then heats up again
in double-sun daylight.”

It was beginning, even now; starting to blow alittle after Alpharrise.
"How about the natives?" the lieutenant asked. "If they can get any crazier than they are now—"

"They can, and they probably will. They think thisisthe end of theworld. The Last Hot Time." He used
the native expression, and then trandated it into Lingua Terra. "The Sky Fire—that's Alpha—will bum up



thewholeworld.”
"But this happens every ninety years. Mean they dways acted thisway at periastron?”

He shook his head. "Race would have exterminated itsdlf long ago if they had. No, thisis something
specid. The coming of the Terranswas asign. The Terrans came and brought oomphel to the world; this
aggnthat the Last Hot Timeisat hand.”

"What the devil isoomphel?' The lieutenant was mopping the back of his neck with one hand, now, and
trying to pull hissticky tunic loose from hisbody with the other. "I hear that word dl the time.”

"Well, most Terrans, including the old Kwannon hands, useit to mean trade-goods. To the natives, it
means any product of Terran technology, from paper-clips to spaceships. They think it's... well, not
exactly supernatural; extranatural would be closer to expressing their idea. Terrans are naturd; they're
just adifferent kind of people. But oomphd isn'; it isn't subject to any of thelaws of nature at al. They're
al pogtive that we don't make it Some of them even think it makes us.”

When he got back in the car, the native pilot, Heshto, waslolling in his seat and staring at the crowd of
natives along the sde of the gathering-place with undisguised disdain. Heshto had been educated at one
of the Native Welfare Commission schools, and post-graded with Kwannon Planetwide News. He could
speak, read and write Lingua Terra. He was a mathematician as far aslong division and decimal
fractions. He knew that Kwannon was the second planet of the Gettler Beta system, 23,000 milesin
circumference, rotating on itsaxis once in 22.8 Galactic Standard hours and making an orbital circuit
around Gettler Betaoncein 372.06 axia days, and that Alphawas an M-class pulsating variable with an
average period of four hundred days, and that Beta orbited around it in along dlipse every ninety years.
Hedidn't believe there was going to be a Last Hot Time. Hewas an intellectual, he was.

He started the contragravity-field generator as soon as Mileswasin his seat. "Where now, boss?' he
asked.

"Qua phas Village. Wewon't let down; just circlelow over it | want some views of theruins. Thento
Sanders plantation.”

"O.K., boss, hold tight."

He had the car up to ten thousand feet. Aiming it in the map direction of Quaphas Village, he let go with
everything he had—hot jets, rocketbooster and al. The forest landscape came hurtling out of the horizon
toward them.

Qual phas was where the trouble had first broken out, after the bug-out from Sanders; the troops hadn't
been ableto get therein time, and it had been burned. Another village, about the same distance south of
the plantation, had dso gone up in flames, and at adozen more they had found the natives working
themsdlvesinto frenzies and had had to degp-gas them or strum them with concussion-bombs. Those
had been the villages to which the deserters from Sanders had themselves gone; from every one, runners
had gone out to neighboring villages—"The Gone Ones are returning; al the People go to greet them at
the Deesha-Phoo. Bum your villages, send on the word. Hasten; the Gone Ones return!™

Saving some of those villages had been touch-and-go, too; the runners, with hours lead-time, had gotten
there ahead of the troops, and there had been shooting at a couple of them. Then the Army contragravity
began landing at villages that couldn't have been reached in hours by foot messengers. It had been
stopped—at least for the time, and in this area. When and where another would break out was

anybody's guess.



The car was dowing and losing dtitude, and ahead he could see thin smoke rising above the trees. He
moved forward beside the pilot and pulled down his glasses, with them he could distinguish the ruins of
the village. He called Bludake, and then put hisface to the view-finder and began transmitting in the view.

It had been avillage like the one he had just visited, mud-and-wattle huts around an ova gathering-place,
stockade, and fields beyond. Heshto brought the car down to afew hundred feet and came coasting in
on momentum helped by an occasiona spurt of the cold-jets. A few sections of the stockade still stood,
and one side of the khamdoo hadn't falen, but the rest of the structures were flat. Therewasn't asoul,
human or parahuman, in sight; the only living thing was asmall black-and-gray quadruped investigating
some bundles that had been dropped in the fields, in hope of finding something tasty. He got aview of
that— everybody liked animd pictures on a newscast—and then he was swinging the pickup over the
dill-burning ruins. In the ashes of every hut he could see the remains of something likeaviewscreen or a
nuclear-electric stove or arefrigerator or a sewing machine. He knew how dearly the Kwanns cherished
such possessions. That they had destroyed them grieved him. But the Last Hot Time was at hand; the
whole world would be destroyed by fire, and then the Gone Ones would return.

So there were uprisings on the plantations. Paul Sanders had been lucky; his Kwanns had just picked up
and |eft. But he had aways gotten dong well with the natives, and his plantation house was literdly a
castle and he had plenty of armament. There had been other planters who had made the double mistake
of incurring the enmity of their native labor and of living in unfortified houses. A ot of them weren't
around, any more, and their plantations were gutted ruins.

And there were plantations on which the natives had destroyed the klooba plants and smashed the crystal
which lived symbiaticaly upon them. They thought the Terranswere using the living crystalsto make
magic. Not too far off, at that; the properties of Kwannon biocrystals had opened amajor breakthrough
in subnucleonic physics and initiated half a dozen technologies. New kinds of oomphd. And down inthe
south, where the spongy and resinous trees were drying in the heet, they were starting forest firesand
perishing in them in hecatombs. And to the north, they were swarming into the mountains; building great
firesthere, too, and attacking the Terran radar and radio beacons.

Frewasafactor common to al these frenzies. Nothing could happen without magica assistance; the
way to bring on the Last Hot Time was People.

Maybe the ones who died in the frenzies and the swvarmings were the lucky ones at that. They wouldn't
live to be crushed by disappointment when the Sky Fire receded as Beta went into the long swing toward
gpastron. The surviving shoonoon wouldn't be the lucky ones, that wasfor sure. The
magician-in-public-practice needs only to make one really bad mistake before he is done to some
unpleasantly ingenious desth by his clientry, and thiswas going to turn out to be the biggest
magjico-prophetic blooper in dl the long unrecorded history of Kwannon.

A few minutes after the car turned south from the ruined village, he could see contragravity-vehiclesin the
ar ahead, and then the fields and buildings of the Sanders plantation. A lot more contragravity was
grounded in thefdlow fields, and there were rows of pneumatic balloon-tents, and field-kitchens, and a
whole park of engineering equipment. Work was going on in the klooba-fields, too; about three hundred
natives were cutting open the six-foot leafy balls and getting out the biocrystals. Three of the plantation
arjegps, each with apair of machine guns, were guarding them, but they didn't seem to be having any
trouble. He saw Sandersin another jeep, and had Heshto put the car dongside.

"How'sit going, Paul?' he asked over hisradio. "l see you have some help, now."

Everybody's from Quaphas, and from Darshat's," Sandersreplied. "The Army had no place to put them,
after they burned themsalves out.” He laughed happily. "Miles, I'm going to save my whole crop! |



thought | waswiped out, thismorning.”

Hewould have been, if Gonzaes hadn't brought those Kwannsin. The klooba was beginning to wither; if
left un-harvested, the biocrystals would die dong with their hosts and crack into worthlessness. Like dl
the other planters, Sanders had started no new crystals since the hot wesather, and would start none until
the worst of the heat was over. Hed need every crystal he could sdll to tide him over.

"The Wefarersll make abig forced-labor scandd out of this," he predicted.
"Why, such anidea." Sanderswas scandalized. "'I'm not forcing them to eat.”

"The Wdfarers don't think anybody ought to have to work to eat. They think everybody ought to be fed
whether they do anything to earn it or not, and if you try to make people earn their food, you're guilty of
economic coercion. And if you'rein business for yourself and want them to work for you, you're an
exploiter and you ought to be diminated as a class. Haven't you been trying to run a plantation on this
planet, under this Colonia Government, long enough to have found that out, Paul ?*

Brigadier General Ramon Gonzales had taken over the firs—counting down from the
landing-stage—floor of the plantation house for his headquarters. His headquarters company had pulled
out removable partitions and turned four roomsinto one, and moved in enough screens and teleprinters
and photoprint machines and computers to have outfitted the main newsroom of Planetwide News. The
place had the fed of anewsroom—anewsroom after a big story has broken and the cast has gone on
the air and everybody—in this case about twenty Terran officers and non-coms, half women—standing
about watching screens and smoking and thinking about getting afollow-up ready.

Gonzales himself was rdaxing in Sanders business-room, with hisbdt off and histunic open. He had
black eyes and black hair and mustache, and adightly equine face that went well with hisOId Terran
Spanish name. There was another officer with him, considerably younger—Captain Foxx Travis, Mgor
Generd Maith'saide.

"Well, isthere anything we can do for you, Miles?' Gonzales asked, after they had exchanged greetings
and sat down.

"Why, could | have your find Situation-progress map?

And would you be willing to make astatement on audiovisud." Helooked at hiswatch. "We have about
twenty minutes before the 'cast.”

"Y ou have amap,” Gonzaes said, as though he were walking tiptoe from one word to another. "It
accurately represents the situation as of the moment, but I'm afraid some minor unavoidable inaccuracies
may have crept in while marking the positions and times for the earlier phases of the operation. |
teleprinted acopy to Planetwide aong with the one | sent to Division Headquarters.”

He understood about that and nodded. Gonzales was zipping up histunic and putting on his belt and
sdearm. That told him, before the brigadier general spoke again, that he was agreesble to the
audio-visua appearance and statement. He called the recording studio a Planetwide while Gonzales
was ingpecting himsdlf in the mirror and told them to get set for arecording. It only ran afew minutes,
Gonzales, speaking without notes, gave a brief description of the operation.

"At present,” he concluded, "we have every native village and every plantation and trading-post within
two hundred miles of the Sanders plantation occupied. Wefed that this swarming has been definitely
stopped but we will continue the occupation for at least the next hundred to two hundred hours. Inthe
meantime, the nativesin the occupied villages are being put to work building sheltersfor themsdves



againg the anticipated storms.”
| hadn't heard about that,” Miles said, asthe general returned to his chair and picked up hisdrink again.

"Y es. They'll need something better than these thatched huts when the storms start, and working on them
will keep them out of mischief. Standard megaton-kilometer field shelters, earth and log construction. |
think they'll be adequate for anything that happens at periasiron.”

Anything designed to resist the heet, blast and radiation effects of a megaton thermonuclear bomb at a
kilometer ought to stand up under what was coming. At least, the periastron effects; there was
another-angletoit.

"The Native Wefare Commission isn't going to take kindly to that. That's supposed to be their job.”

"Then why the devil haven't they doneit?' Gonzaes demanded angrily. "I've viewed every native village
inthisareaby screen, and | haven't seen one that's equi pped with anything better than those log
storagebins against the stockades.”

"There was aproject to provide sheltersfor the periastron storms set up ten years ago. They spent one
year arguing about how the natives survived storms prior to the Terrans arrival here. According to the
older natives, they got into those log storagehouses you were mentioning; only about one out of threein
any village survived. | could havetold them that. Did tell them, repeetedly, on the air. Then after they
decided that shelters were needed, they spent another year hassing over who would be responsible for
designing them. Y our predecessor here, General Nokami, offered the services of hisengineer officers.
Hewasfrodtily informed that this was a humanitarian and not amilitary project.”

Ramon Gonzal es began swearing, then gpologized for the interruption. "Then what?' he asked.

"Apology unnecessary. Then they did get a shelter designed, and started teaching some of the students at
the native schools how to build them, and then the meteorol ogists told them it was no good. It was a
dugout shelter; the weathermen said there'd be rainfall measured in metersinstead of inches and anybody
who got caught in one of those dugouts would be drowned like arat.”

"Ha, | thought of that one." Gonzales said. "My shelters are going to be mounded up eght feet above the
ground.”

"What did they do then?' Foxx Traviswanted to know.
"There the matter rested. Asfar as| know, nothing has been done on it since.”

"And you think, with adisgraceful record of non-accomplishment like that, thet they'll protest Generd
Gonzales action on purdly jurisdictiona grounds?' Travis demanded.

"Not jurisdictiona grounds, Foxx. The general’s going at thisthe wrong way. He actudly knows what has
to be done and how to do it, and he's going right ahead and doing it, without holding a dozen conferences
and round-table discussions and giving everybody afair and equa chanceto foul thingsup for him. You
know aswell as| do that that's undemocratic. And what's worse, he's making the natives build them
themsalves, whether they want to or not,, and that's forced labor. That reminds me; has anybody started
raising the devil about those Kwanns from Qual phas and Darshat's you brought here and Paul put to
work?'

Gonzaleslooked at Travis and then said: "Not with me. Not yet, anyhow."
"They've been a Genera Maith, "Travis said shortly. After amoment, he added: " Generd Maith



supports Generd Gonzaes completely; that's for publication. I'm authorized to say so. What else was
there to do? They'd burned their villages and all their food stores. They had to be placed somewhere.
And why in the name of reason should they st around in the shade eating Government native-type rations
while Paul Sanders hasfifty to ahundred thousand sols worth of crystals dying on him?' 'Yes; that's
another thing they'll scream about. Paul's making a profit out of it."

"Of course hesmaking aprofit,” Gonzalessaid. "Why eseis he running aplantation? If plantersdidn't
make profits, who'd grow biocrystals?"

"The Colonid Government. The same way they built those storm-shelters. But that would be in the public
interest, and if the Kwanns weren't public-spirited enough to do the work, they'd be made to—at about
haf what planters like Sanders are paying them now. But don't you redlize that profit is sordid and
dishonest and sdlfish?Not at dl like drawing asdary-cum-expense-account from the Government.”

"You'reright, it isn't," Gonzaes agreed. "People like Paul Sanders have ability. If they don't, they don't
Stay in business. Y ou have ability and people who don't never forgive you for it. Y our very exisenceisa
constant reproach to them.”

"That'sright. And they can't admit your ability without admitting their own inferiority, so it isn't ability a
al. It'sjust dirty underhanded trickery and selfish ruthlessness.” He thought for amoment. "How did
Government House find out about these Kwanns here?”

"The Wdfare Commission had people out while | was il setting up headquarters,” Gonzaes said. "That
was about oh-seven-hundred.”

"Thisisn't for publication?' Travis asked. "Wéll, they know, but they can't prove, that our given reason
for moving in hereinforceisfase. Of course, we can't change our story now, that'swhy the
Situation-progress map that was prepared for publication isincorrect asto the earlier phases. They do
not know that it was you who gave us our first warning; they ascribe that to Sanders. And they are
claming that there never was any swarming; according to them, Sanders natives are striking for better
pay and con-editions, and Sanders got General Maith to use troops to break the strike. 1 wish we could
giveyou credit for putting us onto this, but it'stoo late now."

He nodded. The story wasthat a battalion of infantry had been sent in to rescue asmall detail under
attack by natives, and that more troops had been sent into re-enforce them, until the whole of Gonzaes
brigade had been committed.

That wasted an hour, at the start,” Gonzales said. "Welost two native villages burned, and about two
dozen casudlties, because we couldn't get our full strength in soon enough.”

"You'd havelost more than thet if Maith had told the governor genera the truth and requested ordersto
act. Thered be ahundred villages and a dozen plantations and trading posts burning now, and Lord
knows how many dead, and the governor genera would still be arguing about whether he wasjudtified in
ordering troop-action." He mentioned severd other occasions when something like that had happened.
"You can't tdll that kind of people the truth. They won't believeit. It doesn't agree with their
preconceptions.”

Foxx Travisnodded. "I take it we are dill talking for nonpublication?' When Miles nodded, he continued:
"Thiswhole stuation is baffling, Miles. It seemsthat the government here knew al about the westher
conditions they could expect at periastron, and had made plansfor them. Some of them excellent plans,
too, but al based on the presumption that the natives would co-operate or at least not obstruct. Y ou see
what the situation actualy is. It should be obviousto everybody that the behavior of these nativesis
nullifying everything the civil government istrying to do to ensure the surviva of the Terran colonigts, the



production of Terrantype food without which wewould al starve, the biocrystal plantations without
which the Colony would perish, and even the natives themselves. Y et the Civil Government will not act to
stop these native frenzies and siwarmings which endanger everything and everybody here, and when the
Army attemptsto act, we must use every sort of shabby subterfuge and deceit or the Civil Government
will prevent us. What ails these people?!

"Y ou have the whole history of the Colony againgt you, Foxx," he said. ™Y ou know, there never was any
Chartered Kwannon Company set up to exploit the resources of the planet. At first, nobody realized that
there were any resources worth exploiting. This plan was just ascientific curiogty; it was and is till the
only planet of abinary system with a native population of sgpient beings. The first people who came here
were scientists, mostly sociographers and para-anthropologists. And most of them came from the
Universty of Addade"

Travis nodded. Addade had a Federation-wide reputation for left-wing neo-Marxist "liberdism.”

"WEell, that established the political and socid orientation of the Colonial Government, right at the Start,
when study of the natives was the only business of the Colony. Y ou know how theseideologicdl cliques
form in agovernment—or any other organization. Subordinates are dways chosen for their agreement
with the views of their superiors, and the extremists dways get to the top and shove the moderates under
or out. Well, the Native Affairs Administration became thetail that wagged the Government dog, and the
Native Wdfare Commissonisthe big musclein thetall.”

His parents hadn't been of the left-wing Addaide clique. His mother had been abiochemigt; hisfather a
roving news correspondent who had drifted into trading with the natives and made afortune in keffa-gum
before the chemists on Terrahad found out how to synthes ze hopkinsine. When the biocrystals were
discovered and the plantations started, the Government attitude was set. Biocrysta cultureisjust sordid
money grubbing. The red business of the Colony isto promote the betterment of the natives, as defined
in Universty of Adelaide terms. That'sto say, convert them into ersatz Terrans. Y ou know why Genera
Maith ordered these shoonoon rounded up?

Travis made aface. "Governor generd Kovac ingsted on it; Genera Maith thought that afew minor
concessonswould help him on his main objective, which was kegping a swarming from starting out
here

"Y es. The Commissioner of Native Welfare wanted that done, mainly at the urging of the Director of
Economic, Educationa and Technica Assstance. The EETA crowd don't like shoonoon. They have
been trying, ever since their agency was set up, to undermine and destroy their influence with the natives.
Thislooked like agood chanceto get rid of some of them.”

Travis nodded. "Y es. And as soon as the disturbances in Bludake started, the Congtabulary started
rounding them up there, too, and at the evacuee contonments. They got abouit fifty of them, mostly from
the cantonments east of the city—the natives brought in from the flooded tidewater area. They just
dumped thelot of them onto us. We have them penned up in alorry-hangar on the military reservation
now." Heturned to Gonzales. "How many do you think you'll gather up out here, generd?' he asked.

"I'd say about ahundred and fifty, when we havethem al.”
Travisgroaned. "We can't keep dl of them in that hangar, and we don't have anywhere else—"

Sometimes a new idea sneaked up on Miles, rubbing against him and purring like a cat. Sometimes one
hit him like adedgehammer. This one just seemed to grow inside him.

"Foxx, you know | have the top three floors of the Suzikami Building; about five hundred hours ago, |



leased the fourth and fifth floors, directly below. | haven't done anything with them, yet; they'rejust as
they were when Trans-Space Imports moved out. There are ample water, light, power, air-conditioning
and toilet facilities, and they can be sedled off completely from the rest of the building. If Generd Maith's
agreeable, I'll take his shoonoon off his hands."

"What in blazeswill you do with them?"

"Try alittle experiment in psychologicd warfare. At minimum, we may get alittle better insgght into why
these natives think the Last Hot Timeis coming. At best, we may be able to stop the whole thing and get
them quieted down again.”

"Even the minimum'sworth trying for," Travissaid. "What do you have in mind, Miles? | mean, what
procedure?

"Wel, I'm not quite sure, yet." That was alie; he was very sure. He didn't think it was quite timeto be
specific, though. "I'll haveto sze up my materia alittle, before | decide on what to do with it Whatever
happens, it wont hurt the shoonoon, and it won't make any more trouble than arresting them has made
dready. I'm sure we can learn something from them, at .least.”

Travisnodded. "Generd Maith isvery much impressed with your grasp of native psychology,” he said.
"What happened out here this morning was exactly as you predicted. Whatever my
recommendation's-worth, you haveit. Can you trust your native driver to take your car back to Bluelake
done?'

"Yes, of course.”

"Then suppose you ridein with mein my car. Well talk about it on the way in, and go see Generd Maith
at once."

Bludlake was peaceful asthey flew in over it, but it was an uneasy peace. They began running into
military contra-gravity twenty miles beyond the open farmlands—they were the chlorophyll green of
Terran vegetation—and the natives a work in the fields were being watched by more military and police
vehicles. The carniculture plants, where Terran-type animd tissue was grown in nutrient-vets, were even
more heavily guarded, and the native city was being patrolled from above and the streets were empty,
even of the hordes of native children who usudly played in them.

The Terran city had no streets. Its dwellers moved about on contragravity, and tall buildings rose sngly
or in clumps, among the landing-staged residences and the green transplanted trees. There was atriple
wirefence around it, theinner one masked by vines and the middle one dectrified, with warning lights on.
Even agovernment dedicated to the betterment of the natives and unwilling to order military action
againg them was, it gppeared, unwilling to take too many chances.

Magor Generd Denis Maith, the Federation Army commander on Kwannon, was consderably more
than willing to find atemporary home for hiswitch doctors, now numbering close to two hundred. He did
ins gt that they be kept under military guard, and on assigning hisaide, Captain Travis, to co-operate on
the project. Beyond that, he gave Miles afree hand.

Milesand Travisgot very little rest in the next ten hours. A haf-company of engineer troops was also
kept busy, as were anumber of Kwannon Planetwide News technicians and some Terran and native
mechanics borrowed from different private busness concernsin the city. Even the most guarded hints of
what he had in mind were enough to get this |ast co-operation; he had been running anewssarvicein
Bludlake long enough to have the confidence of the business people.



Hetried, asfar as possible, to keep any intimation of what was going on from Government House. That,
unfortunately, hadn't been far enough. He found that out when General Maith was on his screen, inthe
middle of thework on the fourth and fifth floors of the Suzikami Building.

"The governor genera just screened me" Maith said. "He'sin atizzy about our shoonoon. Claimsthat
keeping them in the Suzikami Building will endanger thewhole Terran city.”

"Isthat the best he can do? Wdll, that's rubbish, and he knowsiit. There are less than two hundred of
them, | have them on the fifth floor, twenty stories above the ground, and the floor's completely sedled off
from the floor below. They can't get out, and | have tanks of deep-gasdl over the place which can be
opened ether individualy or dl together from a switch on the fourth floor, where your sepoysare
quartered.”

"I know, Mr. Gilbert; | screenviewed the whole ingtdlation. I've seen regular maximume-security prisons
that would be easier to get out of "

"Governor generd Kovac isnot objecting persondly. He has been pressured into it by this Native
Welfare govemment-within-the-Govemment. They don't know what I'm doing with those shoonoon, but
whatever it is, they're afraid of it."

"Well, for the present,” Maith said, "1 think I'm holding them off. The Civil Government doesn't want the
respongbility of keeping them in custody, | refused to assume responsibility for them if they were kept
anywhere else, and Kovac smply won't consider releasing them, so that leavesthings asthey are. | did
have to make one compromise, though.” That didn't sound good. It sounded less so when Maith
continued: "They ingsted on having one of their people at the Suzikami Building asan observer. | had to
grant that.”

"That's going to mean trouble.”

"Oh, | shouldn't think so. This observer will observe, and nothing e se. She will take no part in anything
Y ou're doing, will voice no objections, and will not interrupt anything you are saying to the shoonoon. |
was quite firm on that, and the governor genera agreed completely.”

IIS,EI?I
"Yes. A Miss Edith Shaw; do you know anything about her?!

"I've met her afew times, cocktail partiesand so on." She was young enough, and new enough to
Kwannon, not to have acompletely indurated mind. On the other hand, she was EETA which was bad,
and had amagter'sin sociography from Adelaide, which was worse. "When can | look for her?”

"Widll, the governor generd's going to screen me and find out when you'll have the shoonoon on hand.”
Doesn't want to talk to me at al, Milesthought. Afraid he might say something and get quoted.

"For your information, they'll be hereingde an hour. They will haveto eat, and they're dl tired and
deepy. | should say bout oh-eight-hundred. Oh, and will you tell the governor generd to tell Miss Shaw
to bring an overnight kit with her. She'sgoing to need it."

Hewas up at 0400, just alittle after Betarrise. He might be acivilian big whed in an Army psychological
warfare project, but he still had four newscasts aday to produce.

He spent a couple of hours checking the 0600 cast and briefing Harry Walsh for the indeterminate period
in which he would be acting chief editor and producer. At 0700, Foxx Travis put in an appearance. They



went down to the fourth floor, to the little room they had fitted out as command-post, control room and
office for Operation Shoonoo.

Therewas arectangular black traveling-casg, initided E. S., beside the open office door. Travis nodded
at it, and they grinned at one another; shed come early, possibly hoping to catch them hiding something
they didn't want her to see. Entering the office quietly, they found her seated facing the big viewscreen,
smoking and watching acouple of enlisted men of the First Kwannon Native Infantry at work in another
room where the pickup was. There were close to adozen lipstick-tinted cigarette buttsin the ashtray
beside her. Her private face wasn't particularly-happy. Maybe she was being earnest and concerned
about the betterment of the underprivileged, or the satanic maneuvers of the selfish planters.

Then sheredlized that somebody had entered; with adight start, she turned, then rose. She was about
the height of Foxx Travis, afew inches shorter than Miles, and dender. Light blond; green suit costume.
She ditched her private face and got on her public one, a pleasant and deferentia smile, with atrace of
uncertainty behind it. Milesintroduced Travis, and they sat down again facing the screen.

It gave aview, from one of thelong sides and near the celling, of abig room. In the center, anumber of
seats— the drum-shaped cushions the natives had adopted in place of the seats carved from sections of
tree trunk that they had been using when the Terrans had come to Kwannon—were arranged in a
semicircle, onein the middle dightly in advance of the others. Facing them were three armchairs, a
remote-control box beside one and another Kwann cushion behind and between the other two. There
was alarge globe of Kwannon, and on thewall behind the chairs an array of viewscreens.

"Therell be an interpreter, anative Army sergeant, between you and Captain Travis." he said. "I don't
know how good you are with native languages, Miss Shaw; the captain is not very fluent.”

"Cushionsfor them, | see, and chairsfor thelordly Terrans," she commented. "Never missachanceto
rub our superiority in, do you?'

| never deliberately force them to adopt our ways," hereplied.’ 'Our chairs are as uncomfortable for them
astheir low seatsarefor us. Difference, you know, doesn't mean inferiority or superiority. It just means
difference”

"Well, what are you trying to do, here?
" Fintrying to find out alittle more about the psychology back of these frenzies and swarmings.”

"It hasn't occurred to you to look for them in the economic wrongs these people are suffering at the
hands of the planters and traders, | suppose.”

So they're committing suicide, and that's dl you can cal these svarmings, and the fire-frenziesin the
south, from economic motives,” Travis said. "How does one better oneself economicaly by dying?”

Sheignored the question, which was easier than trying to answer it.

"And why are you bothering to talk to these witch doctors? They aren't representative of the native
people. They'realot of cynica charlatans, with avested interest in ignorance and superstition—"

"Miss Shaw, for the past eight centuries, earnest souls have been bewailing the fact that progressin the
socid sciences has dways lagged behind progressin the physical sciences. | would suggest that the
explanation might be in difference of gpproach. The physical scientist works with physica forces, even
when heistrying, asin the case of contragravity, to nullify them. The socid scientist works againgt socidl
forces"



"And the result's usudly amiserable failure, even on the phys cal-accomplishment level," Foxx Travis
added. "This storm shelter project that was set up ten years ago and got nowhere, for instance. Ramon
Gonzales set up ashdter project of his own seventy-five hours ago, and he's half through with it now."

"Yes, by forced labor!"

"Field surgery's bruta, too, especialy when the anesthetics run out. I1t's better than letting your wounded
die, though."

"Wadl, we were talking about these shoonoon. They are aforce among the natives; that can't be denied.
So, snce we want to influence the natives, why not use them?'

"Mr. Gilbert, these shoonoon are blocking everything we are trying to do for the natives. If you use them
for propagandawork in the villages, you will only increase their prestige and make it that much harder for
usto better the natives condition, both economically and culturally—

"That'sit, Miles" Travissaid. "Sheisn't interested in facts about specific humanoid people on Kwannon.
She hasalot of high-order abstractions she got in aclassroom a Adelaide on Terra.”

"No. Her idea of bettering the natives condition isto ropein alot of young Kwanns, put themin
Government schools, overload them with information they aren't prepared to digest, teach them to
despise their own people, and then send them out to the villages, where they behave with such
insufferable arrogance that the wonder is that so few of them stop an arrow or a charge of buckshat,
instead of so many. And when that happens, as it does occasiondly, Welfare saysthey're murdered a
the ingtigation of the shoonoon.”

"Y ou know, Miss Shaw, thisian't just the roughneck’s scorn for the egghead,” Travis said. "Mileswent to
school on Terra, and majored in extraterrestrial sociography, and got amaster's, just like you did. At
Montevideo," he added. "And he spent two more years traveling on a Paula von Schlicten Fellowship.”

Edith Shaw didn't say anything. She even tried desperately not to look impressed. It occurred to him that
held never mentioned that fellowship to Travis. Army Intelligence must have a pretty good dossier on
him. Before anybody could say anything further, a Terran captain and a native sergeant of the First
K.N.I. camein. In the screen, the four sepoys who had been fussing around straightening things picked
up auto-carbines and posted themselves two on ether side of adoor across from the pickup, taking
positions that-would permit them to fire into whatever came through without hitting each other.

What came through was one hundred and eighty-four shoonoon. Some wore robes of 10ose gauze strips,
and some wore fire-dance cloaks of red and yellow and orange ribbons. Many were almost completely
naked, but they were all amulet-ed to the teeth. There must have been a couple of miles of brassand
bright-aloy wire among them, and haf aton of bright scrap-meta, and the skulls, bones, claws, teeth,
talls and other components of most of the native fauna. They debouched into the big room, stopped, and
stood looking around them. A native sergeant and a couple more sepoys followed. They got the
shoonoon over to the semicircle of cushions, having to chase a couple of them away from the single seat
at front and center, and induced them to Sit down.

The native sergeant in the little room said something under his bregth; the captain laughed. Edith Shaw
gaped for an ingant and said, " Muggawsh! " Travis Smply remarked that he'd be damned.

"They do look kind of unusud, don't they?' Milessaid. "l wouldn't doubt that thisisthe biggest
assemblage of shoonoon in history. They aren't exactly agregarious|ot.”

"Maybe thisisthe beginning of anew era. First meeting of the Kwannon Thaumaturgica Society.”



A couplemore K.N.I. Privates came in with serving-tables on contragravity floats and began passing
bowls of afrozen native-food ddlicacy of which al Kwanns had become passionately fond sinceits
introduction by the Terrans. He let them finish, and then, after they had been relieved of the empty bowls,
he nodded to the K.N.I. sergeant, who opened adoor on the left. They al went through into the room
they had been seeing in the screen. There was a stir when the shoonoon saw him, and he heard his name,
initsusua native mispronunciation, repeated back and forth.

"You dl know me," he said, after they were seated. "Have | ever been an enemy to you or to the
People?’

"No," one of them said. "He speaksfor usto the other Terrans. When we are wronged, he triesto get
the wrongs righted. In times of famine he has spoken of our troubles, and gifts of food have come while
the Government argued about what to do.”

He wished he could see Edith Shaw's face.

"Therewasasicknessin our village, and my magic could not cureit,” another said. "Mailsh Hedbare
gave me oomphel to cureit, and told me how to useit. He did this privately, so that | would not be made
to look small to the people of the village.

And that had infuriated EETA,; it was a question whether unofficia help to the natives or support of the
prestige of ashoonoo had angered them more.

"Hisfather was atrader; he gave good oomphel, and did not cheat. Mailsh Heelbare grew up among us,
he took the Manhood Test with the boys of the village," another oldster said. "He listened with respect to
the grandfather-stories. No, Mailsh Heelbare is not our enemy. Heisour friend.”

And so | will prove mysdlf now," hetold them. "The Government is angry with the People, but | will try
to take their anger away, and in the meantime | am permitted to come here and talk with you. Hereisa
chief of soldiers, and one of the Government people, and your words will be heard by the comphel
machine that remembers and repests, for the Governor and the Greet Soldier Chief.”

They dl brightened. To make a voice recording was awonderful honor. Then one of them said:

"But what good will that do now? The Last Hot Timeis here. Let us be permitted to return to our
villages, where our people need us."

"It isof that that | wish to speak. But first of al, | must hear your words, and know what isin your minds.
Who isthe eldest among you? Let him come forth and st in the front, where | may speak with him."

Then he relaxed while they argued in respectfully subdued voices. Findly one decrepit oldster, wearing a
cloak of ydlow ribbons and carrying a highly obscene and ineffably sacred wooden image, was brought
forward and ingtalled on the front-and-center cushion. Hed come from some village to the west that
hadn't gotten the word of the swarming; Gonzales men had snagged him while he was making
crop-fertility magic.

Miles showed him the respect due his advanced age and obvioudy great magica powers, displaying, as
he did, an understanding of theregdia

"I haveindeed lived long," the old shoonoo replied. "I saw the Hot Time before; | wasachild of so high.”
He measured about two and a half feet off the floor; that would make him ninety-five or thereabouts. "1
remember it."

"Speak to us, then. Tdl us of the Gone Ones, and of the Sky Fire, and of the Last Hot Time. Speak as



though you aone knew these things, and as though you were teaching me."
Delighted, the oldster whooshed a couple of timesto clear his outlets and began:

"In the long-ago time, there was only the Great Spirit. The Great Spirit made the World, and he made the
People. In that time, there were no more People in the World then would be in one village, now. The
Gone Ones dwelt among them, and spoke to them as | speak to you. Then, as more People were born,
and died and went to join the Gone Ones, the Gone Ones became many, and they went away and built a
place for themsalves, and built the Sky Fire around it, and in the Place of the Gone Ones, at the middle of
the Sky Fire, itiscool. From their place in the Sky Fire, the Gone Ones send wisdom to the peoplein
dreams.

"The Sky Fire passes across the sky, from east to west, asthe Always-Same does, but it isfarther away
than the Always-Same, because sometimes the Always Same passesin front of it, but the Sky Fire never
passesin front of the Always-Same. None of the grandfather-stories, not even the oldest, tell of atime
when this happened.

"Sometimesthe Sky Fireisbig and bright; that iswhen the Gone Onesfeast and dance. Sometimesitis
smaller and dimmer; then the Gone Ones rest and deep. Sometimesit isclose, and thereisaHot Time;
sometimesiit goes far away, and then thereisa Cool Time.

"Now, the Last Hot Time has come. The Sky Firewill come closer and closer, and it will passthe
Always Same, and then it will bum up the World. Then will be anew World, and the Gone Ones will
return, and the People will be given new bodies. When this happens, the sky Firewill go out, and the
Gone Oneswill livein the World again with the People; the Gone Oneswill make grest magic and teach
wisdom as | teach to you, and will no longer have to send dreams. In that time the cropswill grow
without planting or tending or the work of women; in that time, the game will come into the villagesto be
killed in the gathering-places. Therewill be no more of hunger and no more hard work, and no more the
Peoplewill die or bedain. And that timeisnow here," hefinished. "All the People know this."

"Tel me, Grandfather; how isthis known? There have been many Hot Times before. Why should this
onebethe Last Hot Time?"

"The Terrans have come, and brought comphe into the World," the old shoonoo said. "Itisasign.”

"It was not prophesied beforetime. None of the People had prophesies of the coming of the Terrans. |
ask you, who werethe father of children and the grandfather of children’s children when the Terrans
came; was there any such prophesy?'

The old shoonoo was silent, turning his pornographic ikon in his hands and looked &t it.

"No," he admitted, at length. "Before the Terrans came, there were no prophesies among the People of
their coming. Afterward, of course, there were many such prophesies, but there were none before.”

"That is strange. When a happening isasign of something to come, it is prophesied beforetime.” He left
that seed of doubt aoneto grow, and continued: "Now, Grandfather, speak to us about what the People
believe concerning the Terrans.”

"The Terrans came to the World when my eldest daughter bore her first child,” the old shoonoo said.
"They camein grest round ships, such as come often now, but which had never before been seen. They
said that they came from another world like the World of People, but so far away that even the Sky Fire
could not be seen from it. They still say this, and many of the People believeit, but it isnot red.



"At firg, it was thought that the Terrans were great shoonoon who made powerful magic, but thisis not
red either. The Terrans have no magic and no wisdom of their own. All they haveisthe oomphel, and the
oomphel works magic for them and teaches them their wisdom. Even in the schools which the Terrans
have made for the People, it isthe oomphel which teaches." He went on to describe, not too incorrectly,
the reading-screens and viewscreens and audio-visua equipment "Nor do the Terrans make the
oomphel, asthey say. The oomphe makes more oomphel for them.”

"Then where did the Terrans get the first oomphe ?*

"They stoleit from the Gone Ones,' the old shoonoo replied. "The Gone Ones makeiit in their placein the
middle of the Sky Fire, for themselves and to give to the People when they return. The Terrans sole it
from them. For this reason, there is much hatred of the Terrans among the People. The Terranslivein the
Dark Place, under the World, where the Sky Fire and the Always-Same go when they are not in the sky.
It isthere that the Terrans get the oomphel from the Gone Ones, and now they have come to the World,
and they are using oomphel to hold back the Sky-Fire and keep it beyond the Always-Same so that the
Last Hot Time will not come and the Gone Oneswill not return. For this reason, too, thereis much

hatred of the Terrans among the People.”

"Grandfather, if thiswere real there would be good reason for such hatred, and | would be ashamed for
what my people had done and were doing. But it isnot real.” He had to rise and hold up hishandsto
quell the indignant outcry. "Have any of you known meto tell not-real things and try to make the People
act asthough they werereal? Then trust mein this. | will show you red things, which you will adl see, and
| will giveyou greet secrets, which it isnow time for you to have and use for the good of the People.
Even the greatest secret,” he added.

There was a pause of afew seconds. Then they burst out, in ahundred and eighty-four—no, three
hundred and sixty eight—voices:

"The Oomphel Secret, Mailsh Heelbare?"
He nodded dowly. "Y es. The Oomphel Secret will be given."

Heleaned back and relaxed again while they were getting over the excitement Foxx Travislooked a him
aoprehengvdly.

"Rushing things, aren't you? What are you going to tdl them?"
"Oh, abig pack of lies, I suppose,” Edith Shaw said scornfully.

Behind her and Travis, the native noncom interpreter was muttering something in his own language that
trandated roughly as. "This better be good!"

The shoonoon had quieted, now, and were waiting breathlesdy.

"But if the Oomphe Secret is given, what will become of the shoonoon?' he asked. "Y ou, yoursalves,
say that we Terrans have no need for magic, because the oomphel works magic for us. Thisisredl. If the
People get the Oomphel Secret, how much need will they have for you shoonoon?'

Evidently that hadn't occurred to them before. There was a brief flurry of whispered—whooshed,
rather—conversation, and then they were silent again. The eldest shoonoo said:

"Wetrust you, Mailsh Hedlbare. Y ou will do what is best for the People, and you will not let usbe
thrown out like broken pots, elther.”



"No, I will not," he promised. "The Oomphe Secret will be given to you shoonoon.” He thought for a
moment of Foxx Travis joking remark about the Kwannon Thaumaturgical Society. "Y ou have been
jedlous of one another, each keeping his own secrets,” he said. "Thismust be put away. You will all
receive the Oomphe Secret equally, for the good of all the People. Y ou must al swear brotherhood, one
with another, and later if any other shoonoo comesto you for the secret, you must swear brotherhood
with him and teach it to him. Do you agreeto this?"

The eldest shoonoo rose to hisfeet, begged leave, and then led the othersto the rear of the room, where
they went into ahuddle. They didn't stay huddled long; inside of ten minutes they came back and took
their seats.

"We are agreed, Mailsh Hedlbare," the spokesman said.

Edith Shaw was impressed, more than by anything el se she had seen. "Wadll, that was aquick decison!™
she whispered.

"Y ou have done well, Grandfathers. Y ou will not be thrown out by the People like broken pots; you will
be greater among them than ever. | will show you how thiswill be.

"But firgt, | must speak around the Oomphe Secret.” He groped briefly for acomprehensible anaogy,
and thought of a native vegetable, layered like an onion, with ahard kernd in the middle. " The Oomphel
Secret islike afooshkoot. There are many lesser secrets around it, each of which must be pedled off like
the skins of afooshkoot and eaten. Then you will find the nut in the middie.”

"But the nut of the fooshkoot is bitter,” somebody said.

He nodded, dowly and solemnly. "The nut of the fooshkoot is bitter," he agreed.

They looked at one another, disquieted by hiswords. Before anybody could comment, he was
continuing:

"Before this secret is given, there are things to be learned. Y ou would not understand it if | gaveit to you
now. Y ou believe many not-red things which must be chased out of your minds, otherwise they would
gpoil your understanding.”

That was verbatim what they told adol escents before giving them the Manhood Secret. Some of them
huffed alittle; most of them laughed. Then one called out: " Speak on, Grandfather of Grandfathers,” and
they dl laughed. That wasfine, it had been about time for teacher to crack hislittle joke. Now he became
serious again.

"Thefirg of these not-real things you must chase from your mind isthiswhich you believe about the home
of the Terrans. Itisnot red that they come from the Dark Place under the World. Thereisno Dark Place
under the World."

Bedlam for afew seconds; that was a pretty siff jolt. No Dark Place; who ever heard of such athing?
The edest shoonoo rose, cradling his graven image in hisarms, and the noise quieted.

"Mailsh Hedlbare, if thereis no Dark Place where do the Sky Fire and the Always-Same go when they
arenotinthesky?'

"They never leave the sky; the World isround, and there is sky everywhere around it.”

They knew that, or had at least heard it, since the Terrans had come. They just couldn't believeit. It was
against common sense. The oldest shoonoo said as much, and more:



"These young ones who have goneto the Terran schools have come to the villages with such tales, but
who listensto them? They show disrespect for the chiefs and the elders, and even for the shoonoon.
They mock at the Grandfather-stories. They say men should do women's work and women do no work
at al. They break taboos, and cause trouble. They arefools.”

"Am | afool, Grandfather? Do | mock at the old stories, or show disrespect to elders and shoonoon?
Yet |, Mailsh Hedbare, tell you this. The World isindeed round, and | will show you."

The shoonoo looked contemptuoudy at the globe. "I have seen those things," he said. "That isnot the
World; that isonly amake-like. He held up his phaic wood-carving. "I could say that thisisamake-like
of the World, but that would not makeit so."

"l will show you for real. Wewill dl goinaship." Helooked a hiswatch. "The Sky Fireisabout to set.
Wewill follow it all around the world to the west, and come back here from the east, and the Sky Fire
will il be setting when wereturn. If | show you that, will you believe me?

"If you show usfor red, and it isno atrick, wewill haveto beieveyou.”

When they emerged from the escalators, Alphawas just touching the western horizon, and Betawas a
little past zenith. The ship was moored on contragravity beside the landing stage, her gangplank run out.
The shoonoon, who had gone up ahead, had al stopped short and were starting at her; then they began
gabbling among themsalves, overcome by the wonder of being about to board such amonster and ride
on her. She wasthe biggest ship any of them had ever seen. Maybe afew of them had been on smal
freighters, many of them had never been off the ground. They didn't look or act like cynica charlatans or
implacable enemies of progress and enlightenment. They were morelike alot of schoolboyswhose
teacher istaking them on a surprise outing.

"Bet thisll bethe biggest day intheir lives," Travissaid. 'Oh, sure. Thisll be agrandfatherstory ten
generationsfrom now."

"| can't get over the way they made up their minds, down there," Edith Shaw was saying. "Why, they just
went and talked for afew minutes and came back with adecison.”

They hadn't any organization, or any place to maintain on an organizational pecking-order. Nobody was
obliged to attack anybody else's proposition in order to keep up his own status. He thought of the
Coloniad Government taking ten years not to build those sorm-shelters.

Foxx Travis was commenting on the ship, now: ‘I never saw that ship before; didn't know there was
anything like that on the planet. Why, you could lift awhole regiment, with supplies and equipment—"

She'sbeen laid up for thelast five years, since the heat and the native troubles stopped the tourist
business here. She's the old Hesperus. Excursion craft. This sun-chasing trip we're going to make used to
be amust for tourists here."

| thought she was something like that, with al the glassed observation deck forward. Who's the owner?”

"Kwannon Air Transport, Ltd. | told them what | needed her for, and they made her available and
furnished officersand crew and provisonsfor thetrip. They were working to put her in commission while
we werefitting up the fourth and fifth floors, downgairs.

"You just asked for that ship, and they just let you haveit?" Edith Shaw was incredulous and shocked.
They wouldn't have done that for the Government.

"They want to see these native troubles stopped, too. Bad for business. Y ou know; selfish profit-move.



That's another socid forceit'sagood ideato work with instead of againgt.”

The shoonoon were getting aboard, now, shepherded by the K.N.I. officer and a couple of his men and
some of the ship's crew. A couple of sepoyswere lugging the big globe that had been brought up from
bel ow after them. Everybody assembled on the forward top observation deck, and Miles called for
attention and, findly, got it. He pointed out the three viewscreens mounted below the bridge, amidships.
One on the left, was tuned to a pickup on the top of the Air Termina tower, where the Terran city, the
military reservation and the spaceport met. It showed the view to the west, with Alphaon the horizon.
The one on the right, from the same point, gave aview in the opposite direction, to the east. The middle
screen presented amagnified view of the navigationa globe on the bridge.

Viewscreens were no novelty to the shoonoon. They were avery familiar type of oomphel. Hedidn't
even need to do more than tell them that the little spot of light on the globe would show the position of the
ship. When he was sure that they understood that they could see what was happening in Blueake while
they were away, he called the bridge and ordered Up Ship, telling the officer on duty to hold her at five
thousand fest.

The ship rose dowly, turning toward the setting M-giant. Somebody caled attention that the viewsin the
screens weren't changing. Somebody else said:

"Of course not. What we seefor real changes because the ship ismoving. What we seein the screensis
what the oomphel on the big building sees, and it does not move. That isfor red asthe oomphe seesit.”

"Nicegoing," Edith said. "Your class hasjust discovered relativity." Traviswaslooking at the eestward
view-screen. He stepped over beside Miles and lowered hisvoice.

"Trouble over there to the east of town. Big swarm of combat contragravity working on something on the
ground. And something'son fire, too."

"l seeit.”
"That's where those evacuees are camped. Why in blazes they had to bring them here to Bluelake—"

That had been EETA, too. When the solar tides had gotten high enough to flood the coastal ares, the
natives who had been evacuated from the district had been brought here because the Native Education
people wanted them exposed to urban influences. About half of the shoonoon who had been rounded up
locally had comein from the tide-inundated area.

"Parked right in the middle of the Terran-type food production area,” Travis was continuing.

That was worrying him. Maybe he wasn't used to planets where the biochemistry wasn't Terra-type and
aTerran would be poisoned or, at best, starve to death, on the local food; maybe, as asoldier he knew
how fragile even the best logistics system can be. It was something to worry about. Travis excused
himsdf and went off in the direction of the bridge. Going to cal HQ and find out what was happening.

Excitement among the shoonoon; they had spotted the ship on which they wereriding in the westward
screen. They watched it until it had vanished from "sight of the seeing-oomphel," and by then were over
the upland forests from whence they had been brought to Bluelake. Now and then one of them would
identify hisown village, and that would start more excitement.

Threeinfantry troop-carriers and asquadron of air cavalry were rushing past the eastward pickup in the
right hand screen; another fire had started in the trouble area.

The crowd that had gathered around the globe that had been brought aboard began calling for Mailsh



Hedlbare to show them how they would go around the world and what countries they would pass over.
Edith accompanied him and listened while he talked to them. She was bubbling with happy excitement,
now. It had just dawned on her that shoonoon were fun.

None of them had ever seen the mountains along the western side of the continent except from agrest
distance. Now they were passing over them; the ship had to gain atitude and even then make a detour
around one snowcapped peak. The whole hundred and el ghty-four rushed to the starboard side to watch
it asthey passed. The ocean, half an hour later, started arush forward. The score or so of them from the
Tidewater knew what an ocean was, but none of them had known that there was another one to the
west. Miles view of the educetion program of the EETA, never bright at best, became even dimmer. The
young men who have gone to the Terran schools... who listens to them? They are fools.

There were afew idands off the coast; the shoonoon identified them on the screen globe, and on the one
on deck. Some of them wanted to know why there wasn't a pot of light on this globe, too. It didn't have
the oomphel inside to do that; that was a satisfactory explanation. Edith started to explain about the
orbital beacon-gtations ox-planet and the radio beams, and then stopped.

"I'm sorry; I'm not supposed to say anything to them," she gpologized.
"Oh, that'sdl right. | wouldn't go into dl that, though. We don't want to overload them."

She asked permission, alittlelater, to explain why the triangletip of the arctic continent, which had begun
to edge into sight on the screen globe, couldn't be seen from the ship. When he told her to go ahead, she
got aplatinum haf-sol piece from her purse, held it on the globe from the classroom and explained about
the curvature and told them they could see nothing farther away than the circle the coin covered. It was
beginning to look as though the psychol ogicad-warfare experiment might show another, unexpected,
SuUCCess.

There was nothing, after the idands passed, but alot of empty water. The shoonoon were getting hungry,
but they refused to go below to eat. They were afraid they might miss something. So their dinner was
brought up on deck for them. Miles and Travis and Edith went to the officers dining room back of the
bridge. Edith, by now, was even more excited than the shoonoon.

"They're so anxiousto learn™ She was having trouble adjusting to that; that was dead against EETA
doctrine. "But why wouldn't they listen to the teachers we sent to the villages?”

"Y ou heard old Shatresh—the fellow with the pornographic scul pture and the yellow robe. These young
twerps act like fools, and sensible people don't pay any attention to fools. What's more, they've been
sent out indoctrinated with the ideathat shoonoon are alot of lying old fakes, and the shoonoon resent
that. Y ou know, they're not lying old fakes. Within their limitations, they are honest and ethical
professond people.”

"Oh, come, now! | know, | think they're sort of wonderful, but |et's don't give them too much credit.”
“I'm not. Y ou're doing that."
"Huh?' Shelooked a him in amazement. "Me?"

"Yes, you. Y ou know better than to believe in magic, so you expect them to know better, too. Well, they
don't. Y ou know that under the macroscopic world-of-the senses there exists a complex of biological,
chemica and physica phenomenadown to the subnucleonic level. They redlize that there must be
something beyond what they can see and handle, but they think it'smagic. Well, asarace, so did we until
only afew centuries pre-atomic. These people are still lower Neolithic, a hunting people who have just



learned agriculture. Where we were twenty thousand years ago.

"Y ou think any glib-talking Kwann can hang alot of rags, bones and old iron onto himself, go through
some impromptu mummery, and set up as shoonoo? Well, he can't. The shoonoon are a hereditary caste.
A shoonoo father will begin teaching his son as soon as he can walk and talk, and he keeps on teaching
him till he's the age-equivdent of agraduate M.D. or ascience Ph. D."

"Wdl, what dl isthereto learn—7?"

"The theoretica basis and practica gpplications of sympathetic magic. Action-at-a-distance by one
object upon another. Homeopathic magic: the principle that things which resemble one another will
interact. For ingtance, there's an animd the natives call a shynph. It has an excrescence of horn oniits
brow like an arrowhead, and it archesits back like abow when it jumps. Therefore, ashynphisequd to
abow and arrow, and for that reason the Kwanns made their bowstrings out of shynph-gut. Now they
use tensilon because it won't break as easily or get wet and stretch. So they have to turn the tensilon into
shynph-gut. They used to do that by drawing a picture of a shynph on the spool, and then the traders
began labeling the spools with pictures of shynph. | think my father was one of thefirst to do that.

"Then, there's contagious magic. Anything that's been part of anything €lse or comein contact with it will
interact permanently with it. | wish | had asol for every time I've seen aKwann pull the wad out of a
shot-shell, pick up apinch of dirt from the footprint of some anima he'stracking, put it in among the
buckshot, and then crimp the wad in again.

"Everything a Kwann does has some sort of magical implications. It's the shoonoo's businessto know al
this; to be ableto tdll just what magica influences have to be produced, and what influences must be
avoided. And there are circumstances in which magic smply will not work, even in theory. Thereason is
that there is some powerful counter-influence at work. He has to know when he can't use magic, and he
has to be able to explain why. And when he's theoreticaly able to do something by magic, he hasto have
aplausible explanation why it won't produce results—just as any highly civilized and ethical Terran M.D.
hasto be able to explain hisfailuresto the satisfaction of hislate patient's relatives. Only ashoonoo
doesn't get sued for mapractice; he gets a spear stuck in him. Under those circumstances, a caste of
hereditary magiciansisliterdly bred for quick thinking. These old gafferswe have aboard are the
intellectua top crust among the natives. Any of them can think rings around your Government school
products. Asfor preying on theignorance and credulity of the other natives, they're only infinitesmally
lessignorant and credulous themselves. But they want to learn—from anybody who can gain their

respect by respecting them.”

Edith Shaw didn't say anything in reply. She was thoughtful during the rest of the meal, and when they
were back on the observation deck he noticed that she seemed to be looking at the shoonoon with new

eyes.

In the screen-views of Bluelake, Beta had dready set, and the sky was fading; stars had begun to
twinkle. There were more fires—one, closeto the city in the east, aregular conflagration—and fighting
had broken out in the native city itself. He was wishing now, that he hadn't thought it necessary to use
those screens. The shoonoon were noticing what was going on in them, and talking among themsalves.
Travis, after onelook at the Situation, hurried back to the bridge to make a screen-call. After awhile, he
returned, amost crackling with suppressed excitement.

"Well, it'sfinally happened! Maith'sforced Kovac to declare martid rule!™ he said in an exultant
undertone,

"Forced him?" Edith was puzzled. "The Army can't force the Civil Government—"



"Hethreatened to do it himsdlf. Intervene and suspend civil rule.”
"But | thought only the Navy could do that.”

"Any planetary commander of Armed Forces can, in agtate of extreme emergency. | think you'll both
agree that this emergency is about as extreme as they come. Kovac knew that Maith was unwilling to do
it—he'd have to stand court-martid to justify his action—but he dso knew that agovernor general who
has his Colony taken away from him by the Armed Forces never getsit back; he'sfinished. So it was just
acase of the wesker man in the wesker pogtion yielding.”

"Where does this put us?'

"Weareacivilian scientific project. Y ou are under orders of Genera Maith. | am under your orders. |
don't know about Edith.”

"Can | draft her, or do | haveto get you to get Generd Maithto do it?"

"Listen, don't do that," Edith protested. "1 till have to work for Government House, and this martid rule
won't |last forever. They'll al be prgudiced against me—"

"Y ou can shove your Government job on theair lock,” Milestold her. Y ou'll have a better one with
Panetwide News, at hdf again as much pay. And after the shakeup at Government House, about a year
from now, you may be going back as director of EETA. When they find out on Terrajust how badly this
Government has been mismanaging thingstherell bealot of vacancies.™

The shoonoon had been watching the fighting in the viewscreens. Then somebody noticed that the spot of
light on the navigational globe was approaching a coastline, and they al rushed forward for alook.

Travisand Edith dept for awhile; when they returned to relieve him, Alphawasrising to the east of
Bludake, and the fighting in the city was till going on. The shoonoon were still wakeful and interested;
Kwanns could go without deep for much longer periods than Terrans. The lack of any fixed cycle of
daylight and darkness on their planet had |eft them unconditioned to any regular deeping-and-walking

rhythm.

"l just cdledin," Travissaid. "Thingsaren't good, at dl. Most of the nativesin the evacuee cantonments
have gotten into the native city, now, and they've gotten hold of alot of fireearms somehow. And they're
getting nasty in the west, beyond where Gonzaesis occupying, and in the northeast, and we only have
about half enough troops to cope with everything. The general wants to know how you' re making out
with the shoonoon.”

"I'll call him before| get inthe sack.”

He went up on the bridge and made the call. Generd Maith looked as deepy as he fet; they both
yawned asthey greeted each other. There wasn't much he could tell the generd, and it sounded like the
glib reassurances one gets from a hospital about afriend's condition.

"Well check in with you as soon as we get back and get our shoonoon put away. We understand what's
motivating these frenzies, now, and in about twenty-five to thirty hourswell be ableto start doing
something about it.

The generd, in the screen, grimaced.

"That'salong time, Mr. Gilbert. Longer than we can afford to take, I'm afraid. Y ou're not cruising at full
Speed now, areyou?'



"Oh, no, generd. Were just trying to keep Alphaleve on the horizon." He thought for amoment. "We
don't need to keep down to that. It may make an even bigger impression if we speed up.”

He went back to the observation deck, picked up the PA-phone, and caled for attention.

"Y ou have seen, now, that we can travel around the world, so fast that we keep up with the Sky Fireand
itisnot seen to set. Now we will travel even faster, and | will show you anew wonder. | will show you a
new wonder. | will show you the Sky Firerising in the west; it and the Always-Same will seemto go
backward in the sky. Thiswill not befor redl; it will only be seen so because we will betraveling faster.
Watch, now, and see." He called the bridge for full speed, and then told them to look at the Sky-Fire and
then seein the screenswhere it stood over Blue-lake.

That was even better; now they were racing with the Sky-Fire and catching up to it. After haf an hour he
left them Htill excited and whooping glesfully over the steedy gain. Five hourslater, when he came back
after anap and a hasty breskfast, they were still whooping. Edith Shaw was excited, too; the shoonoon
weretrying to estimate how soon they would be back to Bluelake by comparing the position of the Sky
Firewith its pogtion in the screen.

Generd Maith received them in his private office at Army HQ; Foxx Travis mixed drinksfor the four of
then while the generd checked the microphonesto make sure they had privacy.

"l blame mysalf for not having forced martid rule on them hundreds of hoursago,” he said. "I havethree
brigades: the one Generd Gonzales had here origindly, and thetwo | brought with me when | took over
here. We have to keep at least half abrigade in the south, to keep the tribes there from starting any more
forest fires. | can't hold Bluelake with anything lessthan haf abrigade. Gonzales has hishandsfull in his
area. He had anasty business while you were off on that world cruise—nativesin one village caught the
men stationed there off guard and wiped them out, and then started another frenzy. It spread to two other
villages before he got it stopped. And we need the Third Brigade in the northeast; there are three
quarters of amillion natives up there, inhabiting close to amillion square miles. And if anything redly
breaks|oose here, and what's been going on in the last few days is nothing even approaching what aregl
outbreak could belike, well haveto pull in troops from everywhere. We must save the Terran-type
crops and the carniculture plants. If we don't, wedl starve.”

Miles nodded. There wasn't anything he could think of saying to that.

"How soon can you begin to show results with those shoonoon, Mr. Gilbert?" the generd asked. "You
sad from twenty-five to thirty hours. Can you cut that any? In twenty-five hours, al hell could be loose dl
over the continent.”

Miles shook hisheed. "Sofar, | haven't accomplished anything positive," hesaid. "All | did with thistrip
around the world was convince them that | wastdlling the truth when | told them there was no Dark Race
under the World, where Alphaand Betago at night." He hastened, as the generd began swearing, to

add: "'l know, that doesn't sound like much. But it was necessary. | have to convince them that there will
be no Last Hot Time, and then—"

The shoonoon, on their drumshaped cushions, stared a him in silence, aghast. All the happiness over the
wonderful trip in the ship, when they had chased the Sky Fire around the World and caught it over
Bluelake, and even their pleasure in the frozen ddlicacies they had just eaten, was gone.

"No—Last-Hot—Time?"
"Mailsh Hedbare, thisisnot real! 1t cannot be."



"The Gone Ones—"

"The Always-Cool Time, when there will be no more hunger or hard work or death; it cannot be redl that
thiswill never come!™

Herose, holding up his hands; his action stopped the clamor.

"Why should the Gone Ones want to return to this poor world that they have gladly |eft?' he asked.
"Have they not a better place in the middle of the Sky Fire, whereit isaways cool? And why should you
want them -to come back to thisworld? Will not each one of you pass, sooner or |ater, to the middle of
the Sky Fire; will you not there be given new bodies and join the Gone Ones? Thereisthe Always-Cooal;
there the crops grow without planting and without the work of women; there the game come into the
villagesto be killed in the gathering-places, without hunting. There you will talk with the other Gone
Ones, your fathers and your fathers fathers, as| talk with you. Why do you think this must cometo the
World of People? Can you not wait to join the Gone Onesin the Sky Fire?"

Then he sat down and folded hisarms. They were looking at him in amazement; evidently they dl saw the
logic, but none of them had ever thought of it before. Now they would have to rum it over in their minds
and accustom themsdlves to the new viewpoint. They began whooshing among themselves. At length, old
Shatresh, who had seen the Hot Time before, spoke:

"Mailsh Hedlbare, we trust you," he said. "Y ou have told us of wonders, and you have shown usthat they
werered. But do you know thisfor rea ?'

"Do you tell methat you do not?" he demanded in surprise. "Y ou have had fathers, and fathers fathers.
They have goneto join the Gone Ones. Why should you not, aso? And why should the Gone Ones
come back and destroy the World of People? Then your children will have no more children, and your
children's children will never be. It isin the World of People that the People are born; it isin the World
that they grow and gain wisdom to fit themselvesto livein the Place of the Gone Oneswhen they are
through with the bodies they usein the World. Y ou should be happy that there will be no Last Hot Time,
and that the line of your begettingswill go on and not be cut short.”

There were murmurs of agreement with this. Most of them were beginning to be relieved that there
wouldn't be aLast Hot Time, after al. Then one of the class asked:

"Do the Terrans dso go to the Place of the Gone Ones, or have they a place of their own?”
Hewas silent for along time, looking down at the floor. Then he raised his head.

"I had hoped that | would not have to speak of this," he said. "But, Snce you have asked, it isright that |
should tell you." He hesitated again, until the Kwannosin front of him had begun to fidget. Then he asked
old Shatresh: " Speak of the beliefs of the People about how the World was made."

"The great Spirit made the world." He held up his carven obscenity. "He made the World out of himsdlf.
Thisisamakeliketo show it."

"The Great Spirit made many worlds. The starswhich you seein dark-time are dl worlds, each with
many smaller worlds around it. The Great Spirit made them dl at one time, and made people on many of
them. The Great Spirit made the World of People, and made the Always-Same and the Sky Fire, and
ingde the Sky Fire he made the Place of the Gone Ones. And when he made the Place of the Gone
Ones, he put an Oomphel-Mother ingdeit, to bring forth comphd.”

This created a brief sensation. An Oomphe-Mother was something they had never thought of before, but



now they were wondering why they hadn't. Of course thered be an Oomphel-Mother; how ese would
there be oomphe ?

"TheWorld of the Terransis far away from the World of People, as we have dwaystold you. When the
Great Spirit made it He gave it only an Always-Same, and no Sky Fire. Since therewas no Sky Fire,
there was no place to put a Place of the Gone Ones, so the Great Spirit made the Terrans so that they
would not die, but live forever in their own bodies. The Oomphe-Mother for the World of the Terrans
the Great Spirit hid in acave under agrest mountain.

"The Terrans whom the Great Spirit made lived for along time, and then, one day, aman and awoman
found a crack in arock, and went insde, and they found the cave of the Oomphe-Mother, and the
Oomphe-Mother init. So they called dl the other Terrans, and they brought the Oomphel-Mother o,
and the Oomphel-Mother began to bring forth Oomphel. The Oomphel-Mother brought forth metal, and
cloth, and glass, and plastic; knives, and axes and guns and clothing—" He went on, cataloguing the
products of human technology, the shoonoon staring more and more wide-eyed a him. "And comphel to
make comphel, and comphé to teach wisdom," hefinished. "They became very wise and very rich.

"Then the Great Spirit saw what the Terrans had done, and became angry, for it was not meant for the
Terransto do this, and the Great Spirit cursed the Terrans with a curse of degth. 1t was not death as you
know it. Because the Terrans had sinned by laying hands on the Oomphel-Mother, not only their bodies
must die, but their spiritsaso. A Terran hasashort life in the body, after that no life.

"This, then, isthe Oomphe Secret. The last skin of the fooshkoot has been peeled away; behold the
bitter nut, upon which we Terrans have chewed for more time than anybody can count. Happy people!
When you die or are dain, you go to the Place of the Gone Ones, to join your fathers and your fathers
fathers and to await your children and children's children. When we die or are dain, that isthe end of us”

"But you have brought your comphe into thisworld; have you not brought the curse with it?* somebody
asked, frightened.

"No. The People did not sin against the Great Spirit; they have not laid hands on an Oomphel-Mother as
we did. The oomphel we bring you will do no harm; do you think we would be so wicked asto bring the
curse upon you? It will be good for you to learn about oomphel here; in your Place of the Gones One
there is much oomphd.”

"Why did your people cometo thisworld, Mailsh Hedl-bare?' old Shatresh asked. "Wasit to try to hide
from the curs=?'

"Thereisno hiding from the curse of the Great Spirit, but we Terrans are not a people who submit
without strife to any fate. From the time of the Curse of Death on, we have been trying to make spiritsfor
ourselves”

"But how can you do that?'

"We do not know. The oomphel will not teach usthat, though it teaches everything ese. We have only
learned many waysin which it cannot be done. It cannot be done with oomphel, or with anything that isin
our own world. But the Oomphel-Mother made us shipsto go to other-worlds, and we have gone to
many of them, this one among them, seeking things from which we try to make spirits. We are trying to
make spirits for oursalves from the crystals that grow in the Klooba plants, we may fail with them, too.
But | say this; | may die, and dl the other Terrans now living may die, and be as though they had never
been, but someday wewill not fail. Someday our children, or our children's children, will make spiritsfor
themsalves and live forever, asyou do."



"Why were we not told this before, Mailsh Hedlbare?
"We were ashamed to have you know it. We are ashamed to be people without spirits.”
"Can we help you and your people? Maybe our magic might help.”

"It well might. It would be worth trying. But first, you must help yoursalves. Y ou and your people are
Snning againgt the Great Spirit asgrievoudy asdid the Terrans of old. Bewarned in time, lest you answer
it asgrievoudy.” What do you mean, Mailsh Hedbare?' Old Shatresh was frightened.

Y ou are making magic to bring the Sky Fireto the World. Do you know what will happen? The World
of People will pass whole into the place of the Gone Ones, and both will be destroyed. The World of
Peopleisaworld of death; everything that lives on it must die. The Place of the Gone Onesisaworld of
life; everythinginit livesforever. The two will strive againgt each other, and will destroy one another, and
there will be nothing in the Sky Fire or the World but fire. Thisiswisdom which our oomphel teaches us.
We know this secret, and with it we make weapons of great destruction.” He looked over the seated
shoonoon, picking out those who wore the flamecolored cloaks of the fire-dance. "Y ou—and you—and
you," hesaid. "Y ou have been making this dreadful magic, and leading your peopleinit. And which
among the rest of you have not been guilty?"

"Wedid not know," one of them said. "Mailsh Hedl-bare, have we yet time to keep thisfrom
happening?’

"Yes. Thereisonly alittletime, but thereistime. Y ou have until the Always-Same passes across the face
of the Sky-Fire." That would be seven hundred and fifty hours. "If this happens, dl issafe. If the Sky Fire
blots out the Always Same, we are dl lost together. Y ou must go among your people and tell them what
madness they are doing, and command them to stop. Y ou must command them to lay down their arms
and ceasefighting. And you must tell them of the awful curse that was put upon the Terransin the
long-ago time, for alesser sin than they are now committing.”

"If we say that Mailsh Hedlbare told usthis, the people may not believe us. Heis not known to dl, and
some would take no Terran'sword, not even his."

"Would anybody tell a secret of this sort, about his own people, if it were not rea ?"
"We had better say nothing about Mailsh Hedlbare. We will say that the Gone Onestold usin dreams.”

"Let us say that the Great Spirit sent adream of warning to each of us," another shoonoo said. "There has
been too much talk about dreams from the Gone Ones aready."

"But the Great Spirit has never sent adream—
""Nothing like this has ever hgppened before, either.”

Herose, and they were silent. "Go to your living-place, now," hetold them. "Talk of how best you may
warn your people." He pointed to the clock. ™Y ou have an oomphe like that in your living-place; when
the shorter spear has moved three places, | will speak with you again, and then you will be sentin air cars

to your people to speak to them.”

They went up the escalator and down the hdl to Miles office on the third floor without talking. Foxx
Traviswas Snging Softly, amogt inaudibly:

"You will eeeat... in the sweeet... bye-and-bye,



You'll get oooom... phel in the sky... when you die!"

Inside, Edith Shaw dumped dispiritedly in achair. Foxx Traviswent to the coffee-maker and Started it.
Miles snagpped on the communication screen and punched the combination of Generd Maith's
headquarters. As soon as the uniformed girl who appeared in it saw him, her hands moved quickly; the
screen flickered, and the generd appearediniit.

"We have it made, generd. They're sold; we're ready to start them out in three hours.”
Maith'sthin, weary face suddenly lighted. "Y ou mean they are going to co-operate?”

He shook his head. "They think they're saving the world; they think we're co-operating with them.”
The generd laughed. "That's even better! How do you want them sent out?'

"Theonesin the Bludlake areafirst. Better have some picked K.N.I. in native costume, with pistols, to
go with them. They'll need protection, till they're able to get a hearing for themsalves. After they'redl out,
the onesfrom Gonzales area can be sarted.” He thought for amoment. "I'll want four or five of them left
here to help me when you start bringing more shoonoon in from other areas. How soon do you think
you'll have another class for me?"

"Two or three days, if everything goesdl right. We have the villages and plantations in the south under
pretty tight control now; we can start gathering them up right away. As soon as we get things stabilized
here, we can send reinforcements to the north. Well have transport for you in three hours.”

The generd blanked out. He turned from the screen. Travis was laughing happily.

"Miles, did anybody ever tell you you were agenius?' he asked. "That last jolt you gave them was
perfect. Why didn't you tell us about it in advance?'

"I didn't know about it in advance; | didn't think of it till I'd started talking to them. No cream or sugar for
r],E.ll

"Cream," Edith sad, lifdesdy. "Why did you do it? Why didn't you just tell them the truth?"

Travis asked her to define the term. She started to say something bitter about Jesting Pilate. Miles
interrupted.

"In spite of Lord Beacon, Pilate wasn't jesting,” he said.

"And he didn't stay for an answer because he knew held die of old age waiting for one. What kind of
truth should | have told them?"

"Why, what you started to tell them. That Betamovesin afixed orbit and can't get any closer to
Alpha—"

"There's been some work done on the question since Rilatestime,” Travis said. "My semantics prof at
Command College had the start of an answer. He defined truth as a statement having a practical
correspondence with redlity on the physical levels of structure and observation and the verba order of
abgtraction under consideration.”

"He defined truth as a satement. A statement exists only in the mind of the person making it, and the
mind of the person to whom it ismade. If the person to whom it is made can't understand or accept it, it
isn't the truth.”



"They understood when you showed them that the planet is round, and they understood that
tri-dimensiona modd of the system. Why didn't you let it go at that?"

"They accepted it intdlectudly. But when | told them that there wasn't any chance of Kwannon getting
any closer to Alpha, they rebelled emaotiondly. It doesn't matter how conclusively you prove anything, if
the person to whom you proveit can't accept your proof emaotionaly, it'still false. Not-red.”

"They had dl their emotiond capita invested in this Always-Cool Time," Travistold her. "They couldnt
let Mileswipethat out for them. So he shifted it from thisworld to the next, and convinced them that they
were getting a better deal that way. Y ou saw how quickly they picked it up. And he didn't have the sin of
telling children thereisno Easter Bunny on his conscience, ether.”

"But why did you tdll them that story about the Oomphel Mother?' sheinssted. "Now they'll go out and
tell dl the other natives, and they'll believeit.”

"Would they have bdlieved it if I'd told them about Terran scientific technology? Y our people have been
doing that for closeto half a century. Y ou see what impression it's made."

"But you told them—Y ou told them that Terrans have no souls!”

"Canyou provethat wasalie?' Travisasked. "Let's see yours. Draw—soul ! Inspection—soul”
Naturally, Foxx Traviswould expect asoul to be carried in aholster.

"But they'll ook down on us, now. They'll say werejust like animals," Edith amost wailed.

"Now it comesout,” Travissaid. "Wewon't bethelordly Terrans, any more, helping the poor benighted
Kwanns out of the goodness of our hearts, scattering largess, bearing the Terran's Burden—new modd,
agive away ingtead of agun. Now they'll pity us they'll think we're inferior beings.”

"I don't think the natives are inferior beingd” Shewasamost in tears.
"If you don't, why did you come dl the way to Kwannon to try to make them more like Terrans?'

"Knock it off, Foxx; stop heckling her.” Travislooked faintly surprised. Maybe he hadn't redized, before,
that aboss newsman learnsto talk like acommanding officer. "Y ou remember what Ramon Gonzaes
was saying, out at Sanders, about the inferior's hatred for the superior as superior? It's no wonder these
Kwanns resent us. They have aright to; we've done them al an unforgivable injury. Weve let them see
usdoing thingsthey can't do. Of course they resent us. But now I've given them something to fed
superior about. When they die, they'll go to the Place of the Gone Ones, and have comphe! in the sky,
and they will live forever in new bodies, but when we die, wejust die, period. So they'll pity usand
politely try to hide their condescension toward us.

"And because they fed superior to us, they'll want to help us. They'll work hard on the plantations, so
that we can have plenty of biocrystas, and their shoonoon will work magic for us, to help us poor
benighted Terransto grow soulsfor ourselves, so that we can dmost be like them. Of course, they'll have
achanceto exploit us, and get oomphel from us, too, but the important thing will be to help the poor
Terrans. Maybe they'll even organize a Spiritud and Magicd Assstance Agency.”



