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Thereisatendency for many people who don't know any better to classify sciencefiction asjust one
more member of the group of speciaized literatures that include mysteries, westerns, adventures, sports
stories, love stories, and so on.

This has always seemed odd to those who know sciencefiction well, for sf. isaliterary responseto
scientific change, and that response can run the entire gamut of the human experience. Sciencefiction, in
other words, includes everything.

How does one differentiate between a sciencefiction story and an adventure story, for instance, when so
much sf. isso intensely adventurous as to leave the ordinary stories of the type rather pale ? Surely atrip
tothemoon isfirg of dl an adventure of the most thrilling kind, whatever eseitis.

| have seen excdllent sciencefiction storiesthat fal into unusual classifications and bring grest enrichment
to what it had touched. Arthur C. Clarke wrote a ddlightful ‘western' —but it took place under the sea,
and it had dolphinsin place of cattle. Its name was 'Home on the Range," however, and it fitted.

Clifford D. Smak wrote 'Rule 18 which is a pure sports story, but one that involved time-travel, so that
the coach of Earth'steam could collect dl-time greats with whom to win the annua game with Mars.

In The Lovers,' Philip Jose Farmer struck atelling variation on ordinary romance by writing a sober and
moving tae of love that crossed the boundary line, not of religion or color, but of species.

Oddly enough, it was the mystery form that seemed most difficult to amalgamate with science fiction.
Surdly thisis unexpected. One would think that science fiction would blend easly with the mystery.
Scienceitsdlf isso nearly a mystery and the research scientist so nearly a Sherlock Holmes.

And if wewant to reverse things, are there not mysteries that make use of the 'scientific mind' ? R. Austin
Freeman's Dr. Thorndyke is an example of awell known and successful (fictional) scientist-detective.

And yet science fiction writers seemed to be inhibited in the face of the sciencefiction mydery.

Back inthelate 1945, thiswasfinally explained to me. | wastold that 'by its very nature' sciencefiction
would not play fair with the reader. In asciencefiction story, the detective could say, 'But as you know,
Watson, ever since 2175, when al Spaniards learned to speak French, Spanish has been adead



language. How came Juan Lopez, then, to speak those significant wordsin Spanish!" Or else, he could
have his detective whip out an odd device and say, 'As you know, Watson, my pocket-frannistan is
perfectly capable of detecting the hidden jewd inatrice!’

Such arguments did not impress me. It seemed to me that ordinary mystery writers (non-science-fiction
variety) could be just as unfair to the readers. They could deliberately hide anecessary clue. They could
introduce an additional character from nowhere. They could Smply forget about something over which
they had been making agreat ded of fuss, and mention it no more. They could do anything. The point
was, though, that they didn't do anything. They stuck to the rule of being fair to the reader. Clues might
be obscured, but not omitted. Essential lines of thought might be thrown out casudly, but they were
thrown out. The leader was remorsalesdy misdirected, mided, and mystified, but he was not cheated.

It seemed, then, amatter to be taken obvioudy for granted that the same would apply to asciencefiction
mystery. Y ou don't spring new devices on the reader and solve the mystery with them. Y ou don't take
advantage of future history to introduce ad hoc phenomena. In fact, you carefully explain adl facets of the
future background well in advance so the reader may have a decent chance to see the solution. The
fictiona detective can make use only of facts known to the reader in the present or of ‘facts of the
fictiond future, which will be carefully explained beforehand. Even some of the red facts of our present
ought to be mentioned if they are to be used—just to make sure the reader is aware of the world now
about him.

Oncedl thisis accepted, not only doesit become obvious that the science fiction mystery is athoroughly
acceptable literary form, but it aso becomes obviousthat it isalot more fun to write and read, sinceiit
often has abackground that isfascinating in itsdlf quite gpart from the mystery.

But talk ischeagp, so | put my typewriter where my mouth was, and in 1953 wrote asciencefiction
mystery nove cdled The Caves of Seel (published, 1954). It was accepted by the critics as a good
sciencefiction novel and agood mystery and after it appeared | never heard anyone say that science
fiction mysteries were impossible to write. | even wrote aseque caled The Naked Sun (published,
1957) just to show that the first book wasn't an accident.

Between and after these novels, moreover, | also wrote severa short storiesintended to prove that
sciencefiction mysteriescould bewrittenin dl lengths.

These shorter science fiction mysteries (including some boarderline cases) areincluded in thisvolumein
order of publication. Judge for yourself.

The Singing Bdll

Louis Peyton never discussed publicly the methods by which he had bested the police of Earth in adozen
duds of wits and bluff, with the psychoprobe always waiting and aways foiled. He would have been
foolish to do o, of course, but in his more complacent moments, he fondled the notion of leaving a
testament to be opened only after his death, one in which his unbroken success could clearly be seento
be dueto ability and not to luck.

In such atestament he would say, 'No fal se pattern can be created to cover a crime without bearing upon
it sometrace of its creator. It is better, then, to seek in events some pattern that aready exists and then
adjust your actionstoiit.’

It waswith that principle in mind that Peyton planned the murder of Albert Cornwell.

Cornwell, that smdl-time retailer of stolen things, first gpproached Peyton at the latter's usua



table-for-one at Grinndl's. Cornwell's blue suit seemed to have aspecid shine, hislined face aspecid
grin, and hisfaded mustache aspecid bristle.

'Mr. Peyton," he said, greeting his future murderer with no fourth-dimensiona qualm, ‘'itisso niceto see
you. I'd amost given up, sr, dmost given up.’

Peyton, who didiked being approached over his newspaper and dessart at Grinndll's, said, 'If you have
business with me, Cornwell, you know where you can reach me.' Peyton was past forty and his hair was
past its earlier blackness, but his back wasrigid, hisbearing youthful, his eyes dark, and hisvoice could
cut the more sharply for long practice.

‘Not for this, Mr. Peyton," said Cornwell, 'not for this. | know of acache, sir, acache of ... you know,
gr.' Theforefinger of hisright hand moved gently, asthough it were aclapper striking invisble substance,
and hisleft hand momentarily cupped hisear.

Peyton turned a page of the paper, till somewhat damp from itstele-dispenser, folded it flat and said,
'Singing Bells?

'Oh, hush, Mr. Peyton,' said Cornwell in whispered agony
Peyton said. 'Come with me!’

They walked through the park. It was another Peyton axiom that to be reasonably secret there was
nothing like alow-voiced discussion out of doors.

Cornwell whispered, ‘A cache of Singing Bells; an accumulated cache of Singing Bells. Unpolished, but
such beauties, Mr. Peyton.'

'Have you seen them?

'No, gr, but I have spoken with one who has. He had proofs enough to convince me. Thereisenough
there to enable you and meto retire in affluence. In absolute affluence, sir.’

'Who was this other man ?

A look of cunning lit Cornwell's face like asmoking torch, obscuring more than it showed and lending it a
repulsive diliness. The man was alunar grubstaker who had amethod for locating the Bellsin the crater
sdes. | don't knowhis method; he never told methat. But he has gathered dozens, hidden them on the
Moon, and come to Earth to arrange the disposing of them.’

'Hedied, | suppose?

'Y es. A most shocking accident, Mr. Peyton. A fal from aheight. Very sad. Of course, hisactivitieson
the Moon were quiteillegal. The Dominion isvery strict about unauthorized Bell-mining. So perhapsit
was ajudgment upon him after al... Inany case, | have hismap.'

Peyton said, alook of calm indifference on hisface, 'l don't want any of the details of your little
transaction. What | want to know iswhy you've cometo me.'

Cornwdll said, 'Well, now, there's enough for both of us, Mr. Peyton, and we can both do our bit. For
my part, | know where the cacheislocated and | can get a spaceship. You 'Y es?

"Y ou can pilot aspaceship, and you have such excellent contacts for disposing of the Bdlls. It isavery
fair divison of labor, Mr. Peyton. Wouldn't you say so, now?



Cornwell considered the pattern of hislife—the pattern that aready existed—and matters seemed to fit.
Hesaid, 'Wewill leavefor the Moon on August the tenth.’

Cornwell stopped walking and said, ‘Mr. Peyton! It'sonly April now.'

Peyton maintained an even gait and Cornwell had to hurry to catch up. ‘Do you hear me, Mr. Peyton ?

Peyton said, 'August the tenth. | will get in touch with you at the proper time, tell you whereto bring your
ship. Make no attempt to see me persondly till then. Good-bye, Cornwell.’

Cornwell said, 'Fifty-fifty?
'Quite," said Peyton. ‘Good-bye.’

Peyton continued hiswalk aone and considered the pattern of hislife again. At the age of twenty-seven,
he had bought atract of land in the Rockies on which some past owner had built ahouse designed as
refuge against the threatened atomic wars of two centuries back, the ones that had never come to pass
after dl. The house remained, however, amonument to afrightened drive for self-sufficiency.

It was of steel and concrete in asisolated a spot as could well be found on Earth, set high above sealevel
and protected on nearly dl sides by mountain peaks that reached higher ill. It had its self-contained
power unit, its water supply fed by mountain streams, its freezersin which ten sides of beef could hang
comfortably, its cdllar outfitted like afortress with an arsend of wegpons designed to stave off hungry,
panicked hordesthat never came. It had its air-conditioning unit that could scrub and scrub the air until
anything but radioactivity (dlasfor human frailty) could be scrubbed out of it.

In that house of surviva, Peyton passed the month of August every subsequent year of his perennidly
bachedor life. He took out the communicators, the televison, the newspaper tele-dispenser. He built a
force-field fence about his property and left a short-distance signal mechanism to the house from the
point where the fence crossed the one trail winding through the mountains.

For one month each year, he could be thoroughly aone. No one saw him, no one could reach him. In
absolute solitude, he could have the only vacation he valued after eeven months of contact with a
humanity for which he could fed only a cold contempt.

Even the police—and Peyton smiled—knew of hisrigid regard for August. He had once jumped bail and
risked the psychoprobe rather than forgo his August.

Peyton considered another gphorism for possibleinclusion in histestament: Thereis nothing so conducive
to an gppearance of innocence as the triumphant lack of an dibi.

On July 30, ason July 30 of every year, Louis Peyton took the 9.15 am. non-grav stratojet at New
York and arrived in Denver at 12.30 p.m. There he lunched and took the 1.45 p.m. semi-grav busto
Hump's Point, from which Sam Leibman took him by ancient ground-car—full grav! —up thetrail to the
boundaries of his property. Sam Leibman gravely accepted the ten-dollar tip that he always received,
touched his hat as he had done on July 30 for fifteen years.

On July 31, ason July 31 of every year, Louis Peyton returned to Hump's Point in his non-grav aeroflitter
and placed an order through the Hump's Point generd store for such supplies as he needed for the
coming month. There was nothing unusual about the order. It was virtualy the duplicate of previous such
orders.

MacIntyre, manager of the store, checked gravely over thelig, put it through to Centra Warehouse,



Mountain Didtrict, in Denver, and the whole of it came pushing over the mass-transference beam within
the hour. Peyton loaded the supplies onto his aeroflitter with Maclntyre's help, lft hisusud ten-dollar tip
and returned to his house.

OnAugust 1, at 12.01 am., theforce field that surrounded his property was set to full power and Peyton
wasisolated.

And now the pattern changed. Deliberately he had left himself eight days. In that time he dowly and
meticuloudy destroyed just enough of his suppliesto account for all of August. He used the dusting
chambers which served the house as a garbage-disposal unit. They were of an advanced model capable
of reducing adl matter up to and including metas and silicates to an impal pable and undetectable
molecular dust. The excess energy formed in the process was carried away by the mountain siream that
ran through his property. It ran five degrees warmer than normal for aweek.

On August 9 his aeroflitter carried him to a spot in Wyoming where Albert Cornwell and a spaceship
waited.

The spaceship, itsdlf, was awesk point, of course, since there were men who had sold it, men who had
trangported ft and helped prepareit for flight. All those men, however, led only asfar as Cornwell, and
Cornwell, Peyton thought— with the trace of asmile on his cold lips—would be adead end. A very
dead end.

On August 10 the spaceship, with Peyton at the controls and Cornwell—and his map—as passenger, |eft
the surface of Earth. Its non-grav field was excdlent. At full power, the ship's weight was reduced to less
than an ounce. The micro-pilesfed energy efficiently and noiseesdy, and without flame or sound the ship

rose through the atmosphere, shrank to a point, and was gone.

It was very unlikdly that there would be witnesses to the flight, or that in these weak, piping times of
peace there would be aradar watch asin days of yore. In point of fact, there was none.

Two daysin space; now two weeks on the Moon. Almost ingtinctively Peyton had alowed for those two
weeks from the first. He was under no illusions as to the value of homemade maps by non-cartographers.
Useful they might be to the designer himself, who had the help of memory. To astranger, they could be
nothing more than a cryptogram.

Cornwell showed Peyton the map for the first time only after takeoff. He smiled obsequioudy. ‘After all,
ar, thiswas my only trump.'

'Have you checked this againgt the lunar charts ?
'l would scarcely know how, Mr. Peyton. | depend upon you.'

Peyton stared at him coldly as he returned the map. The one certain thing upon it was Tycho Crater, the
steof the buried Luna City.

In one respect, at least, astronomy was on their side. Tycho was on the daylight side of the Moon at the
moment. It meant that patrol shipswerelesslikely to be out, they themselveslesslikely to be observed.

Peyton brought the ship down in ariskily quick non-grav landing within the safe, cold darkness of the
inner shadow of acrater. The sun was past zenith and the shadow would grow no shorter.

Cornwadll drew along face. 'Dear, dear, Mr. Peyton. We can scarcely go prospecting in the lunar day.

Thelunar day doesn't last forever,' said Peyton shortly. There are about a hundred hours of sun left. We



can usethat timefor acclimating ourselves and for working out the map.’

The answer came quickly, but it was plura. Peyton studied the lunar charts over and over, taking
meticulous measurements, and trying to find the pattern of craters shown on the homemade scrawl that
was the key to— what?

Finaly Peyton said. The crater we want could be any one of three: GC-3, GC-5, or MT-10.'
'What do we do, Mr. Peyton? asked Cornwell anxioudly.
'Wetry them dl,' said Peyton, 'beginning with the nearest.’

The terminator passed and they were in the night shadow. After that, they spent increasing periods on the
lunar surface, getting used to the eternal silence and blackness, the harsh points of the stars and the crack
of light that was the Earth peeping over the rim of the crater above. They |eft hollow, featureless
footprintsin the dry dust that did not stir or change. Peyton noted them first when they climbed out of the
crater into the full light of the gibbous Earth. That was on the eighth day after their arrival on the moon.

The lunar cold put alimit to how long they could remain outside their ship at any onetime. Each day,
however, they managed for longer. By the eeventh day after arrival they had diminated GC-5 asthe
container of the Singing Bells.

By the fifteenth day, Peyton's cold spirit had grown warm with desperation. It would have to be GC-5.
MT-10 wastoo far away. They would not have timeto reach it and exploreit and still alow for areturn
to Earth by August 31.

On that same fifteenth day, however, despair waslaid to rest forever when they discovered the Bdlls.

They were not beautiful. They were merely irregular masses of gray rock, aslarge asadoublefig,
vacuum-filled and feather-light in the Moon's gravity. There were two dozen of them and each one, after
proper polishing, could be sold for a hundred thousand dollars at least.

Carefully, in double handfuls, they carried the Bellsto the ship, bedded them in excelsior, and returned
for more. Three times they made the trip both ways over ground that would have worn them out on Earth
but which, under the Moon'slilliputian gravity, was scarcely abarrier.

Cornwell passed the last of the Bells up to Peyton, who placed them carefully within the outer lock.

'Keep them clear, Mr. Peyton," he said, his radioed voice sounding harshly in the other's ear. 'I'm coming
up.'

He crouched for the dow high legp againgt lunar gravity, looked up, and frozein panic. Hisface, clearly
vigble through the hard carved lusilite of hishelmet, frozein alast grimace of terror. 'No, Mr. Peyton.
Dont——

Peyton's figt tightened on the grip of the blaster he held. It fired. There was an unbearable brilliant flash
and Cornwell was a dead fragment of aman, sporawled amid remnants of a spacesuit and flecked with
freezing blood.

Peyton paused to stare somberly at the dead man, but only for asecond. Then he transferred the last of
the Bellsto their prepared containers, removed his suit, activated first the non-grav field, then the
micropiles, and, potentidly amillion or two richer than he had been two weeks earlier, set off on the
return trip to Earth.



On August 29 Peyton's ship descended silently, stern bottomward, to the spot in Wyoming from which it
had taken off on August 10. The care with which Peyton had chosen the spot was not wasted. His
aeroflitter was dtill there, drawn within the protection of an enclosing wrinkle of the rocky, tortuous
countryside.

He moved the Singing Bells once again, in their containers, into the deepest recess of thewrinkle,
covering them, loosely and sparsdly, with earth. He returned to the ship once more to set the controls and
make last adjustments. He climbed out again and two minutes later the ship's automatics took over.

Silently hurrying, the ship bounded upward and up, veering to westward somewhat as the Earth rotated
benegth it. Peyton watched, shading his narrow eyes, and at the extreme edge of vison therewas atiny
gleam of light and adot of cloud against the blue sky.

Peyton’'s mouth twitched into asmile. He had judged well. With the cadmium safety-rods bent back into
uselessness, the micropiles had plunged past the unit-sustaining safety level and the ship had vanished in
the heat of the nuclear explosion that had followed.

Twenty minutes later, he was back on his property. He wastired and his muscles ached under Earth's
gravity. He dept well.

Twelve hours later, in the earliest dawn, the police came.

* % %

The man who opened the door placed his crossed hands over his paunch and ducked his smiling head
two or threetimesin greeting. The man who entered, H. Seton Davenport of the Terrestrial Bureau of
Investigation, looked about uncomfortably.

The room he had entered was large and in semidarkness except for the brilliant viewing lamp focused
over acombination armchair-desk. Rows of book-films covered thewalls. A suspension of Galactic
charts occupied one corner of the room and a Gaactic Lens gleamed softly on a stand in another corner.

'Y ou are Dr. Wendell Urth? asked Davenport, in atone that suggested he found it hard to believe.
Davenport was astocky man with black hair, athin and prominent nose, and a star-shaped scar on one
cheek which marked permanently the place where a neuronic whip had once struck him at too closea
range.

'l am," said Dr. Urth in athin, tenor voice. 'And you are Inspector Davenport.'

The Inspector presented his credentials and said, The University recommended you to me asan
extraterrologist.

'So you said when you called me haf an hour ago,’ said Urth agreeably. Hisfeatures were thick, his nose
was a snubby button, and over his somewhat protuberant eyes there were thick glasses.

'l shall get to the point. Dr. Urth. | presume you have visited theMaoon ...

Dr. Urth, who had brought out a bottle of ruddy liquid and two glasses, just alittle the worse for dust,
from behind astraggling pile of book-films, said with sudden brusqueness, ‘I have never visited the
Moon, Ingpector. | never intend to! Space travel isfoolishness. | don't believeinit.' Then, in softer tones,
'Sit down, gir, St down. Have adrink.’

Inspector Davenport did as hewastold and said, 'But youre an...’



'Extraterrologist. Yes. I'm interested in other worlds, but it doesn't mean | have to go there. Good lord, |
don't have to be atimetraveer to qualify asahistorian, do 1?7 He sat down, and a broad smile impressed
itself upon his round face once more as he said, ‘'Now tell me what's on your mind.’

'l have come,’ said the Inspector, frowning, ‘to consult you in a case of murder.’
'Murder? What have | to do with murder?

Thismurder. Dr. Urth, was on the Moon.'

‘Agtonishing.’

'It's more than astonishing. It's unprecedented, Dr. Urth. In the fifty years since the Lunar Dominion has
been established, ships have blown up and spacesuits have sprung lesks. Men have boiled to death on
sun-side, frozen on dark-side, and suffocated on both sides. There have been deaths by fals, which,
congdering lunar gravity, isquiteatrick. But in dl that time, not one man has been killed on the Moon as
the result of another man's ddliberate act of violence—till now.’

Dr. Urth said, 'How wasiit done?

'A blagter. The authorities were on the scene within the hour through a fortunate set of circumstances. A
patrol ship observed aflash of light against the Moon's surface. Y ou know how far aflash can be seen
againg the night-side. The pilot notified Luna City and landed. In the process of circling back, he swears
that he just managed to see by Earth-light what looked like aship taking off. Upon landing, he discovered
ablasted corpse and footprints.'

Theflash of light,' said Dr. Urth, 'you suppose to be thefiring blaster.'

That's certain. The corpse was fresh. Interior portions of the body had not yet frozen. The footprints
bel onged to two people. Careful measurements showed that the depressionsfell into two groups of
somewhat different diameters, indicating differently sized spaceboots. In the main, they led to craters
GC-3 and GC-5, apair of—'

'1 am acquainted with the officia code for naming lunar craters,’ said Dr. Urth pleasantly.

'Umm. In any case, GC-3 contained footprintsthat led to arift in the crater wall, within which scraps of
hardened pumice were found. X-ray diffraction patterns showed——

'Singing Bells; put in the extraterrologist in great excitement. 'Don't tell me this murder of yoursinvolves
Singing 'Bdlg'

'What if it does ? demanded Davenport blankly.

'l have one. A University expedition uncovered it and presented it to me in return fo——Come,
Inspector, | must show it to you.'

Dr. Urth jumped up and pattered across the room, beckoning the other to follow as he did. Davenport,
annoyed, followed.

They entered a second room, larger than the first, dimmer, considerably more cluttered. Davenport
stared with astonishment at the heterogeneous mass of materia that was jumbled together in no pretense
at order.

He made out asmal lump of 'blue glaze from Mars, the sort of thing some romantics considered to be an



artifact of long-extinct Martians, asmall meteorite, amode of an early spaceship, a seded bottle of
nothing scrawlingly labeled 'V enusian atmosphere!

Dr. Urth said happily, 'I've made amuseum of my whole house. It's one of the advantages of being a
bachelor. Of course, | haven't quite got things organized. Someday, when | have aspareweek or s0...."

For amoment he looked about, puzzled; then, remembering, he pushed aside a chart showing the
evolutionary scheme of development of the marine invertebrates that were the highest lifeformson
Barnard's Planet and said, 'Hereit is. It'sflawed, I'm afraid.’

The Bell hung suspended from adender wire, soldered delicately onto it. That it was flawed was
obvious. It had acondriction line running halfway about it that made it seem like two small globes, firmly
but imperfectly squashed together. Despite that, it had been lovingly polished to adull luster, softly gray,
velvety smooth, and faintly pock-marked in away that laboratories, in their futile effortsto prepare
gynthetic Bedlls, had found impossible to duplicate.

Dr. Urth said, 'l experimented agood deal before | found a decent stroker. A flawed Bell is
temperamental. But bone works. | have one heré—and he held up something that looked like a short
thick spoon made of a gray-white substance—'which | had made out of the femur of an ox. Listen.’

With surprising delicacy, his pudgy fingers maneuvered the Bell, fedling for one best spot. He adjusted i,
steadying it daintily. Then, letting the Bell swing free, he brought down the thick end of the bone spoon
and stroked the Bell softly.

It was as though amillion harps had sounded amile away. It swelled and faded and returned. It came
from no particular direction. It sounded insde the head, incredibly sweet and pathetic and tremulous all at
once.

It died away lingeringly and both men were slent for afull minute.
Dr. Urth said, ‘Not bad, eh? and with aflick of hishand set the Bell to swinging onitswire.
Davenport stirred restlesdy. ‘Careful! Don't break it." The fragility of agood Singing Bell was proverbid.

Dr. Urth said, 'Geologists say the Bells are only pressure-hardened pumice, enclosing avacuum inwhich
small beads of rock rattle fredy. That'swhat they say. But if that'sdl it is, why can't we reproduce one?
Now aflawless Bdll would make this one sound like a child's harmonica'

'Exactly,' said Davenport, ‘and there aren't a dozen people on Earth who own aflawless one, and there
are ahundred people and ingtitutions who would buy one at any price, no questions asked. A supply of
Bdlswould be worth murder.’

The extraterrologist turned to Davenport and pushed his spectacles back on hisinconsequentia nose with
astubby forefinger. 'l haven't forgotten your murder case. Please go on.'

That can be done in asentence. | know the identity of the murderer.’

They had returned to the chairsin the library and Dr. Urth clasped his hands over his ample abdomen.
'Indeed? Then surely you have no problem. Inspector.’

'Knowing and proving are not the same, Dr. Urth. Unfortunately he has no dibi.'

'Y ou mean, unfortunately he has, don't you?



'l mean what | say. If he had an dibi, | could crack it somehow, because it would be afalse one. If there
were witnesses who claimed they had seen him on Earth at the time of the murder, their stories could be
broken down. If he had documentary proof, it could be exposed as aforgery.-, or some sort of trickery.
Unfortunately he hasnone of it."

‘What does he have ?

Carefully Inspector Davenport described the Peyton estate in Colorado. He concluded, 'He has spent
every August therein the Strictest isolation. Even the T.B.I, would have to testify to that. Any jury would
have to presume that he was on his estate this August as well, unlesswe could present definite proof that
he was on the Moon.'

'What makes you think he was on the Moon ? Perhaps he isinnocent.’

'No!' Davenport was amost violent. 'For fifteen years I've been trying to collect sufficient evidence
againg him and I've never succeeded. But | can smell aPeyton crime now. | tell you that no one but
Peyton, no one on Earth, would have the impudence or, for that matter, the practical business contactsto
attempt disposal of smuggled Singing Bells. He is known to be an expert space pilot. Heisknown to
have had contact with the murdered man, though admittedly not for some months. Unfortunately none of
that is proof.’

Dr. Urth said, 'Wouldn't it be smple to use the psycho-probe, now that its use has been legalized?

Davenport scowled, and the scar on his cheek turned livid. '‘Have you read the Konski-Hiakawalaw. Dr.
Urth?

‘No.'

'l think no one has. Theright to menta privacy, the government says, isfundamentd. All right, but what
follows? The man who is pyschoprobed and proves innocent of the crime for which he was
psychoprobed is entitled to as much compensation as he can persuade the courts to give him. In arecent
case abank cashier was awarded twenty-five thousand dollars for having been psychoprobed on
inaccurate suspicion of theft. It seemsthat the circumgtantial evidence which seemed to point to theft
actualy pointed to asmall spot of adultery. Hisclaim that he lost his job, was threatened by the hushand
in question and put in bodily fear, and findly was held up to ridicule and contumely because anews-trip
man had learned the results of the probe held good in court.’

'I can see the man's point.’

'So can we dl. That's the trouble. One more item to remember: Any man who has been psychoprobed
once for any reason can never be psychoprobed again for any reason. No one man, the law says, shall
be placed in menta jeopardy twicein hislifetime!

‘Inconvenient.’

'Exactly. In the two years since the psychoprobe has been legitimized, | couldn't count the number of
crooks and chiselerswho've tried to get themsel ves psychoprobed for purse-snatching so that they could
play the rackets safely afterward. So you see the Department will not alow Peyton to be psychoprobed
until they have firm evidence of hisguilt. Not lega evidence, maybe, but evidence that is strong enough to
convince my boss. Theworst of it, Dr. Urth, isthat if we come into court without a psychoprobe record,
we can't win. In a case as serious as murder, not to have used the psychoprobeis proof enough to the
dumbest juror that the prosecution isn't sure of its ground.’



'Now what do you want of me ?

'Proof that he was on the Moon sometime in August. It's got to be done quickly. I can't hold him on
suspicion much longer. And if news of the murder gets out, the world presswill blow up like an asteroid
sriking Jupiter's atmosphere. A glamorous crime, you know—first murder on the Moon.’

'Exactly when was the murder committed? asked Urth, in a sudden transition to brisk cross-examination.
'August twenty-seventh.'

'And the arrest was made when ?

'Y esterday, August thirtieth.'

Then if Peyton were the murderer, he would have had timeto return to Earth.’

‘Bardly. Just barely.' Davenport'slips thinned. 'If | had been aday sooner——If | had found his place
empty——'

'And how long do you suppose the two, the murdered man and the murderer, were on the Moon
atogether? « 'Judging by the ground covered by the footprints, a number of days. A week, at the
minimum.’

'Has the ship they used been located?

'No, and it probably never will. About ten hours ago, the University of Denver reported arisein
background radioactivity beginning day before yesterday at 6 p.m. and persisting for anumber of hours.
It'san easy thing. Dr. Urth, to set aship's controls so asto alow it to blast off without crew and blow up,
fifty mileshigh, inamicropileshort.’

'If | had been Peyton,’ said Dr. Urth thoughtfully, 'l would have killed the man on board ship and blown
up corpse and ship together.'

"Y ou don't know Peyton," said Davenport grimly. 'He enjoys hisvictories over the law. He values them.
Leaving the corpse on the Moon ishis chdlengeto us:!

'l see.’ Dr. Urth patted his sscomach with arotary motion and said, ‘Well, thereisa chance.’

That you'll be able to prove he was on the Moon ?

That I'll be abdleto give you my opinion.'

‘Now?

The sooner the better. If, of course, | get achanceto interview Mr. Peyton.’

That can be arranged. | have anon-grav jet waiting. We can be in Washington in twenty minutes!

But alook of the deepest dlarm passed over the plump extraterrologist's face. He rose to hisfeet and
pattered away from the T.B.I, agent toward the duskiest corner of the cluttered room.

‘No!"
'What'swrong, Dr. Urth ?

'l won't useanon-grav jet. | don't believein them.’



Davenport stared confusedly at Dr. Urth. He ssammered, "Would you prefer amonorail ?

Dr. Urth snapped, 'l mistrust al forms of trangportation. | don't believe in them. Except walking. | don't
mind walking." He was suddenly eager. 'Couldn't you bring Mr. Peyton to this city, somewhere within
walking distance? To City Hall, perhaps? I've often walked to City Hall.'

Davenport looked helplesdy about the room. He looked at the myriad volumes of lore about the
light-years. He could see through the open door into the room beyond, with its tokens of the worlds
beyond the sky. And helooked at Dr. Urth, pale at the thought of non-grav jet, and shrugged his
shoulders.

'I'll bring Peyton here. Right to thisroom. Will that satisfy you?
Dr. Urth puffed out his breath in adeep sigh. 'Quite.’

'l hope you can ddliver, Dr. Urth.'

'l will do my best, Mr. Davenport.'

Louis Peyton stared with distaste at his surroundings and with contempt at the fat man who bobbed his
head in greeting. He glanced at the seat offered him and brushed it with his hand before sitting down.
Davenport took a seat next to him, with hisblaster holster in clear view.

The fat man was smiling as he sat down and patted his round abdomen as though he had just finished a
good med and were intent on letting the world know abot it.

He said, 'Good evening, Mr. Peyton. | am Dr. Wenddl| Urth, extraterrologi<t.'
Peyton looked at him again, ‘And what do you want with me?

'l want to know if you were on the Moon at any timein the month of August.’

'l was not.'

'Y et no man saw you on Earth between the days of August first and August thirtieth.'

'l lived my normd lifein August. | am never seen during that month. Let him tell you.' And hejerked his
head in the direction of Davenport.

Dr. Urth chuckled. 'How niceif we could test this matter. If there were only some physical manner in
which we could differentiate Moon from Earth. If, for instance, we could andyze the dust in your hair and
say, "Aha, Moon rock." Unfortunately we can't. Moon rock is much the same as Earth rock. Evenif it
weren't, there wouldn't be any in your hair unless you stepped onto the lunar surface without a spacesuit,
whichisunlikey.'

Peyton remained impassive.

Dr. Urth went on, smiling benevolently, and lifting ahand to steady the glasses perched precariously on
the bulb of hisnose. 'A man traveling in space or on the M oon breathes Earth air, eats Earth food. He
carries Earth environment next to his skin whether he'sin hisship or in his spacesuit. We are looking for a
man who spent two days in space going to the Moon, at least aweek on the Moon, and two days
coming back from the Moon. In dl that time he carried Earth next to his skin, which makesit difficult.’

'I'd suggest,’ said Peyton, 'that you can makeit less difficult by releasing me and looking for theredl
murderer.’



'It may cometo that,’ said Dr. Urth. 'Have you ever seen anything like this? His hand pushed its pudgy
way to the ground beside his chair and came up with agray sphere that sent back subdued highlights.

Peyton smiled. 'It lookslike a Singing Bell to me.'

'It isaSinging Bell. The murder was committed for the sake of Singing Bells. What do you think of this
one?

' think it isbadly flawed."

'Ah, but ingpect it,' said Dr. Urth, and with aquick motion of his hand, he tossed it through six feet of air
to Peyton.

Davenport cried out and half-rose from his chair. Peyton brought up hisarmswith an effort, but so
quickly that he managed to catch the Bell.

Peyton said, 'Y ou damned fool. Don't throw it around that way.'
'Y ou respect Singing Bells, do you ?

"Too much to break one. That'sno crime, at least.' Peyton stroked the Bell gently, then lifted it to hisear
and shook it dowly, listening to the soft clicks of the Lunoliths, those smadl pumice particles, asthey
rattled in vacuum.

Then, holding the Bell up by the length of sted wire dtill atached to it, he ran athumbnail over its surface
with an expert, curving mation. It twanged! The note was very mellow, very flutdlike, holding with a
dight vibrato that faded lingeringly and conjured up pictures of asummer twilight.

For ashort moment, all three men werelost in the sound.

And then Dr. Urth said. Throw it back, Mr. Peyton. Tossit here!' and held out his hand in peremptory
gesture.

Automatically Louis Peyton tossed the Bdll. It traveled its short arc one-third of theway to Dr. Urth's
waiting hand, curved downward and shattered with a heartbroken, sighing discord on the floor.

Davenport and Peyton stared at the grey diverswith equal wordlessness and Dr. Urth's cdm voice went
amost unheard as he said, "'When the criminal’s cache of crude Bdllsislocated, I'll ask that aflawless
one, properly polished, be given to me, as replacement and fee.'

‘A fee? For what? demanded Davenport irritably.

'Surely the matter is now obvious. Despite my little speech of amoment ago, thereis one piece of Earth's
environment that no space traveler carrieswith him and that is Earth's surface gravity. Thefact that Mr.
Peyton could so egregioudy migudge the toss of an object he obvioudy vaued so highly could mean only
that hismuscles are not yet readjusted to the pull of Earthly gravity. It ismy professiona opinion, Mr.
Davenport, that your prisoner has, in the last few days, been away from Earth. He had either beeniin
space or on some planetary object considerably smaller in size than the Earth—as, for example, the
Moon.'

Davenport rose triumphantly to hisfeet. 'Let me have your opinion in writing," he said, hand on blagter,
‘and that will be good enough to get me permission to use a psycho-probe.’

Louis Peyton, dazed and unresisting, had only the numb redlization that any testament he could now leave



would haveto include thefact of ultimatefalure,
Afterword

My stories generally bring me mail from my readers— usually very pleasant mail, even when
some embarrassing point must be brought up. Alter this story was published, lor instance, |
received a letter from a young man who said he wasinspired by Dr. Urth's reasoning to check on
the problem of whether differences in weight would really affect the manner in which an object
was thrown. In the end, he made a science project out of it.

He prepared objects, all of the same size and appearance but of different weights, and had people
throw them, without saying in advance which were heavy and which were light. He found that all
the objects were thrown with roughly equal accuracy. This has bothered me a bit, but | have
decided that the young man's findings are not strictly applicable. Merely by holding an object in
preparation to throwing it, one estimates—quite unconscious y—it's weight and adjusts the
muscular effort to correspond, provided one is accustomed to the intensity of the gravity field
under which one is operating. Astronauts on their Sghts have generally been strapped in and
have not operated under low gravity except for short'walks in space.’ Apparently these walks
have proven surprisingly tiring, so it would seem a change in gravity requires considerable
acclimation. And a return to earth's gravity after such acclimation would require considerable
re-acclimation. So—as of now, at least—I stand pat with Dr. Urth.

The Talking Stone

The asteroid belt islarge and its human occupancy smdl. Larry Vernadsky, in the seventh month of his
year-long assgnment to Station Five, wondered with increasing frequency if his sdary could possibly
compensate for anearly solitary confinement seventy million milesfrom Earth. Hewas adight youth, who
did not bear thelook of either a spationautical engineer or an asteroid man. He had blue eyes and
butter-yelow hair and aninvincible air of innocence that masked a quick mind and an isolation-sharpened
bump of curiogty.

Both the look of innocence and the bump of curiosity served him well on board the Robert Q. When the
Robert Q. landed on the outer platform of Station Five, Vernadsky was on board almost immediately.
There was an eager delight about him which, in adog, would have been accompanied by avibrating tail
and a happy cacophony of barks.

The fact that the captain of the Robert Q. met hisgrinswith astern sour sllence that sat heavily on his
thick-featured face made no difference. Asfar as Vernadsky was concerned the ship was yearned-for
company and was welcome. It was welcome to any amount of the millions of galons of ice or any of the
tons of frozen food concentrates stacked away in the hollowed-out asteroid that served as Station Five.
Vernadsky was ready with any power tool that might be necessary, any replacement that might be
required for any hyperatomic motor.

Vernadsky was grinning al over his boyish face as hefilled out the routine form, writing it out quickly for
later converson into computer notation for filing. He put down ship's name and serial number, engine
number, field generator number, and so on, port of embarkation (‘asteroids, damned lot of them, don't
know which waslast' and Vernadsky smply wrote ‘Belt' which was the usual abbreviation for ‘asteroid
belt); port of destination ('Earth’); reason for stopping (‘stuttering hyperatomic drive).

'How many in your crew, Captain ? asked Vernadsky, as he looked over ship's papers.

The captain said, Two. Now how about looking over the hyperatomics ? We've got a shipment to make.



His cheeks were blue with dark stubble, hisbearing that of a hardened and lifelong asteroid miner, yet his
gpeech wasthat of an educated, almost a cultured, man.

‘Sure.' Vernadsky lugged his diagnogtic kit to the engine room, followed by the captain. He tested
circuits, vacuum degree, force-field dendity with easy-going efficiency.

He could not help wondering about the captain. Despite his own didikefor his surroundings he redlized
dimly that there were some who found fascination in the vast emptiness and freedom of space. Yet he
guessed that aman like this captain was not an asteroid miner for the love of solitude alone.

He said, 'Any specia type of ore you handle?

The captain frowned and said, 'Chromium and manganese.’
That s0 ?... I'd replace the Jenner manifold, if | wereyou.’
'Isthat what's causing the trouble ?

'No, itisn't. Butit'salittle beat-up. Y ou'd be risking another failure within amillion miles. Aslong as
you've got the ship in here——'

‘All right, replaceit. But find the stutter, will you?
'Doing my best, Captain.’

The captain'slast remark was harsh enough to abash even Vernadsky. He worked awhile in silence, then
got to hisfeet. 'Y ou've got agamma-fogged semireflector. Every time the positron beam circlesround to
its position the drive flickers out for asecond. Y ou'll haveto replaceit.’

'How long will it take?
'Several hours. Maybetwelve!
'What ?1'm behind schedule.’

‘Can't hdpit.' Vernadsky remained cheerful. There's only so much | can do. The system hasto be
flushed for three hourswith helium before | can get insde. And then | have to cdibrate the new
semireflector and that takestime. | could get it amost right in minutes, but that's only amost right. Y ou'd
break down before you reach the orbit of Mars!'

The captain glowered. 'Go ahead. Get started.’

Vernadsky carefully maneuvered the tank of helium on board the ship. With ship's pseudo-grav
generators shut off, it weighed virtualy nothing, but it had itsfull massand inertia. That meant careful
handling if it were to make turns correctly. The maneuverswere al the more difficult ance Vernadsky
himself was without weight.

It was because his attention was concentrated entirely on the cylinder that he took awrong turnin the
crowded quarters and found himsalf momentarily in astrange and darkened room.

He had timefor one startled shout and then two men were upon him, hustling his cylinder, closing the
door behind him.

He said nothing, while he hooked the cylinder to the intake valve of the motor and listened to the soft,
soughing noise as the helium flushed the interior, dowly washing absorbed radioactive gasesinto the



all-accepting emptiness of space.
Then curiosity overcame prudence and he said, 'Y ou've got asilicony aboard ship, Captain. A big one.’

The captain turned to face Vernadsky dowly. He said in avoice from which al expression had been
removed, 'Isthat right?

'| saw it. How about a better look?
'Why?

Vernadsky grew imploring. ‘Oh, ook, Captain, I've been on thisrock over haf ayear. I've read
everything | could get hold of on the asteroids, which means dl sorts of things about the siliconies. And
I've never seen even alittle one. Have aheart.’

'I believethere'sajob hereto do.'

"Just helium-flushing for hours. There's nothing else to be donetill that's over. How comeyou carry a
slicony about, anyway, Captain?

'A pet. Some peoplelikedogs. | like siliconies!’

'Haveyou got it talking?

The captain flushed. 'Why do you ask?

‘Some of them have talked. Some of them read minds, even.'

'What are you ? An expert on these damn things ?

'I've been reading about them. | told you. Come on, Captain. Let's have alook.’

Vernadsky tried not to show that he noticed that there was the captain facing him and a crewman on
either sde of him. Each of the three waslarger than he was, each; weightier, eech—he felt sure—was
armed.

Vernadsky said, 'Wel, what'swrong? I'm not going to steal thething. | just want to seeit.’

It may have been the unfinished repair job that kept him dive at the moment. Even more so, perhaps, it
was hislook of cheerful and dmaost moronic innocence that stood him in good steed.

The captain said. 'Well, then, comeon.’
And Vernadsky followed, his agile mind working and his pulse definitely quickened.

Vernadsky stared with considerable awe and just alittle revulsion at the gray creature before him. 1t was
quite true that he had never seen asilicony, but he had seen trimensiona photographs and read
descriptions. Y et there is something in areal presence for which neither words nor photographs are
subdtitutes.

Its skin was of an oily smooth grayness. Its motions were dow, as became a creature who burrowed in
stone and was more than half stoneitself. There was no writhing of muscles benesath that skin; instead it
moved in dabsasthin layers of sone did greasily over one another.

It had agenera ovoid shape, rounded above, flattened below, with two sets of appendages. Below were



the'legs,’ set radially. They totaled six and ended in sharp flinty edges, reinforced by metal deposits.
Thaose edges could cut through rock, breaking it into edible portions.

On the creature's flat undersurface, hidden from view unlessthe silicony were overturned, wasthe one
opening into itsinterior. Shredded rocks entered that interior. Within, limestone and hydrated slicates
reacted to form the silicones out of which the creaturess tissues were built. Excess silicare-emerged
from the opening as hard white pebbly excretions.

How extraterrologists had puzzled over the smooth pebblesthat lay scattered in small hollowswithin the
rocky structure of the asteroids until the siliconies werefirst discovered. And how they marveled at the
manner in which the creatures made slicones—those s licone-oxygen polymers with hydrocarbon side
chains—perform so many of the functionsthat proteins performed in terredtrid life.

From the highest point on the creature's back came the remaining appendages, two inverse cones
hollowed in opposing directions and fitting snugly into parallel recesses running down the back, yet
capable of lifting upward a short way. When the silicony burrowed through rock, the 'ears were
retracted for streamlining. When it rested in a hollowed-out cavern, they could lift for better and more
sengtive reception. Their vague resemblance to arabbit's ears made the name silicony inevitable. The
more serious extraterrologists, who referred to such creatures habitualy as Sliconeus asteroidea,
thought the ‘ears might have something to do with the rudimentary tel epathic powers the beasts
possessed. A minority had other notions.

The slicony was flowing dowly over an oil-smeared rock. Other such rocks lay scattered in one corner
of the room and represented, Vernadsky knew, the creature's food supply. Or at least it wasits
tissue-building supply. For sheer energy, he had read, that a one would not do.

Vernadsky marveled. 'lIt'samongter. It's more than a foot across.'
The captain grunted noncommittaly.

'Where did you get it 7 asked Vernadsky.

'One of therocks.'

'Wdll, ligten, two inches is about the biggest anyone's found. Y ou could sdll thisto some museum or
univeraty on Earth for a couple of thousand dollars, maybe.'

The captain shrugged. 'Well, you've seenit. Lets get back to the hyperatomics.'

His hard grip was on Vernadsky's e bow and he was turning away, when there was an interruption in the
form of adow and durring voice, ahollow and gritty one.

It was made by the carefully modulated friction of rock against rock and Vernadsky stared in near horror
at the speaker.

It was the silicony, suddenly becoming atalking stone. It said, "'The man wondersif thisthing can talk.’
Vernadsky whispered, 'For the love of space. It does!’

'All right," said the captain impatiently, 'you've seen it and heard it, too. Let's go now.'

'And it reads minds,’ said Vernadsky.

Theslicony said, 'Marsrotates in two four hours three seven and one haf minutes. Jupiter'sdensty is



one point two two. Uranus was discovered in the year one seven eight one. Pluto isthe planet whichis
most far. Sun is heaviest with amass of two zero zero zero zero zero zero...

The captain pulled Vernadsky away. Vernadsky, haf-waking backward, haf-sumbling, listened with
fascination to the fading bumbling of zeroes.

Hesaid, 'Where doesit pick up dl that stuff, Captain ?
There's an old astronomy book we read to him. Real old.’

'From before space travel wasinvented,’ said one of the crew membersin disgust. ‘Ain't even afillum.
Regular print.'" 'Shut up,’ said the captain.

Vernadsky checked the outflow of helium for gammaradiation and eventudly it wastimeto end the
flushing and work in the interior. It was a paingtaking job, and Vernadsky interrupted it only oncefor
coffee and a breather.

He said, with innocence beaming in hissmile, 'Y ou know the way | figureit, Captain? That thing lives
ingderock, ingde some asteroid dl itslife. Hundreds of years, maybe. It'sadamn big thing and it's
probably alot smarter than the run-of-the-mill silicony. Now you pick it up and it finds out the universe
isnt rock. It finds out atrillion thingsit never imagined. That'swhy it'sinterested in astronomy. It'sthis
new world, al these new ideasit getsin the book and in human minds, too. Don't you think that's so?

He wanted desperately to smoke the captain out, get something concrete he could hang his deductions
on. For this reason he risked telling what must be haf the truth, the lesser half, of course.

But the captain, leaning againgt awall with hisarmsfolded, said only, "When will you be through?

It was hislast comment and Vernadsky was obliged to rest content. The motor was adjusted finally to
Vernadsky's satisfaction, and the captain paid the reasonable fee in cash, accepted hisreceipt, and left in
ablaze of ship's hyper-energy.

Vernadsky watched it go with an dmost unbearable excitement. He made hisway quickly to his
sub-etheric sender.

'I've got to beright,” he muttered to himsdlf. 'I've got to be.'

Patrolman Milt Hawkins received the cal in the privacy of his home station on Patrol Station Asteroid
No. 72. He was nursing atwo-day stubble, a can of iced beer, and afilm viewer, and the settled
melancholy on his ruddy, wide-cheeked face was as much the product of londliness as was the forced
cheerfulnessin Vernadsky's eyes.

Petrolman Hawkins found himself looking into those eyes and was glad. Even though it was only
Vernadsky, company was company. He gave him the big hello and listened luxurioudly to the sound of a
voice without worrying too strenuoudy concerning the contents of the speech.

Then suddenly amusement was gone and both earswere on the job and he said, 'Hold it. Ho—Id it.
What are you talking about?

'Haven't you been listening, you dumb cop? I'm talking my heart out to you.'
'Wdll, dedl it out in smaller pieces, will you ? What's this about asilicony?

This guy's got one on board. He callsit apet and feedsit greasy rocks.’



'Huh ?1 swear, aminer on the asteroid run would make a pet out of a piece of cheeseif he could get it to
talk back to him.’

‘Not just a silicony. Not one of these littleinch jobs. It's over afoot across. Don't you get it? Space,
you'd think a guy would know something about the asteroids, living out here.’

‘All right. Supposeyou tell me'’

'Look, greasy rocks build tissues, but where does a silicony that size get its energy from ?
'l couldnt tdl you.'

'Directly from—— Have you got anyone around you right now?

‘Right now, no. | wish therewere.'

'Y ouwon't inaminute. Sliconies get their energy by the direct absorption of gammarays.
'Sayswho?

'Saysaguy cdled Wenddl Urth. He's abig-shot extraterrologist. What's more, he saysthat's what the
slicony'searsarefor.' Vernadsky put histwo forefingersto histemples and wiggled them. ‘Not tel epathy
at dl. They detect gammaradiation a levels no human instrument can detect.’

'Okay. Now what? asked Hawkins. But he was growing thoughtful ‘Now this. Urth saysthereisn't
enough gammaradiation on any asteroid to support siliconies more than an inch or two long. Not enough
radioactivity. So here we have one afoot long, agood fifteen inches!’

‘Well—

'S0 it hasto come from an asteroid just riddled with the stuff, lousy with uranium, solid with gammarays.
An asteroid with enough radioactivity to be warm to the touch and off the regular orbit patterns so that no
one's come acrossit. Only suppose some smart boy landed on the asteroid by happenstance and noticed
the warmth of the rocks and got to thinking. This captain of the Robert Q. isno rock-hopping ignoramus.
He'sashrewd guy.’

‘Goon.'

‘Suppose he blasts off chunks for assay and comes across a giant silicony. Now he knows he's got the
most unbelievable gtrikein al history. And he doesn't need assays. The silicony can lead him to therich
vens'

'Why should it?

'Because it wantsto learn about the universe. Because it's spent athousand years, maybe, under rock,
and it'sjust discovered the tars. It can read minds and it could learn to talk. It could make adedl. Listen,
the captain would jump at it. Uranium mining is a state monopoly. Unlicensed miners aren't even alowed
to carry counters. It's a perfect setup for the captain.’

Hawkins said, 'Maybe you'reright.'

'No maybe at dl. Y ou should have seen them standing around me while | watched the silicony, ready to
jump meif | said one funny word. Y ou should have seen them drag me out after two minutes.”

Hawkins brushed his unshaven chin with his hand and made amental estimate of thetime it would take



him to shave. He said, 'How long can you keep the boy at your station?
'Keep him! Space, he's gone!'
'What! Then what the devil isal thistalk about ?Why did you let him get awvay ?

‘Three guys,' said Vernadsky patiently, ‘each one bigger than | am, each one armed, and each one ready
to kill, I'll bet. What did you want meto do ?

‘All right, but what do we do now ?

‘Come out and pick them up. That's Smple enough. | wasfixing their semireflectorsand | fixed them my
way. Then-power will shut off completey within ten thousand miles. And | ingtaled atracer in the Jenner
manifold.’

Hawkins goggled at Vernadsky's grinning face. ‘Holy Toledo.’

'And don't get anyone esein on this. Just you, me, and the police cruiser. They'll have no energy and
well have, acannon or two. They'll tell us where the uranium agteroid is. Welocateit, then get intouch
with Patrol Headquarters. We will ddiver unto them, three, count them, three, uranium smugglers, one
giant-size silicony like nobody on Earth ever saw, and one, | repeet, one great big fat chunk of uranium
ore like nobody on Earth saw, either. And you make alieutenancy and | get promoted to a permanent
Earth-sdejob. Right?

Hawkinswas dazed. 'Right," heydlled. 'I'll be right out there.’
They were dmaost upon the ship before spotting it visualy by thewesk glinting of reflected sunlight.

Hawkins said, 'Didn't you leave them enough power for ship'slights? Y ou didn't throw off their
emergency generator, did you?

Vernadsky shrugged. They're saving power, hoping they'll get picked up. Right now, they're putting
everything they've got into asub-etheric cal, I'll bet.’

'If they are,’ said Hawkins dryly, ‘I'm not picking it up.'
Y ou're not?
‘Not athing.'

The police cruiser spirded closer. Their quarry, its power off, was drifting through space at a steady ten
thousand miles an hour. The cruiser matched it, Speed for speed, and drifted inward.

A sick expression crossed Hawkins face. 'Oh no!”

'Wheat's the matter?

The ship's been hit. A meteor. Lord knows there are enough of them in the asteroid belt.’
All the verve washed out of VVernadsky's face and voice. 'Hit ? Are they wrecked ?
Therésaholein it the size of abarn door. Sorry, Vernadsky, but this might not look good.'

Vernadsky closed his eyes and swallowed hard. He knew what Hawkins meant. Vernadsky had
deliberately misrepaired a ship, a procedure which could be judged afelony. And death asaresult of a



feony was murder.

He said, 'Look, Hawkins, you know why | did it.'

'l know what you'vetold meand I'll testify to that if | haveto. But if this ship wasn't smuggling...
He didn't finish the statement. Nor did he haveto.

They entered the smashed ship in full spacesuit cover.

The Robert Q. was ashambles, inside and out. Without power, there was no chance of raising the
feeblest screen againg the rock that hit them or of detecting it intime or of avoiding it if they had detected
it. It had caved in the ship's hull asthough it were so much duminum fail. It had smashed the pilot room,
evacuated the ship's air, and killed the three men on board.

One of the crew had been dammed against the wall by the impact and was so much frozen mesat. The
captain and the other crewman lay in iff attitudes, skins congested with frozen bloodclots where the air,
boiling out of the blood, had broken the vessels.

Vernadsky, who had never seen thisform of desth in space, felt sick, but he fought against vomiting
messily insde his spacesuit and succeeded.

Hesad, 'Let'stest the ore they're carrying. It's got to be dive.' It's got to be, hetold himsdf. It's got to
be.

The door to the hold had been warped by the force of collison and there was agap half aninch wide
whereit no longer met the frame.

Hawkinslifted the counter he held in his gauntleted hand and held its micawindow to that gap.
It chattered like amillion magpies.
Vernadsky sad, with infinite relief, 'l told you so.'

Hismisrepair of the ship was now only theingenious and praisvorthy fulfillment of acitizen'sloyd duty
and the meteor collision that had brought desth to three men merely aregrettable accident.

It took two blaster boltsto break the twisted door loose, and tons of rock met their flashlights.

Hawkins lifted two chunks of moderate size and dropped them gingerly into one of the suit's pockets. '‘As
exhibits, he said, 'and for assay.'

'Don't keep them near the skin too long, warned Vernadsky.
The suit will protect metill | get it back to ship. It's not pure uranium, you know.'
'Pretty near, I'll bet." Every inch of his cockiness was back.

Hawkins looked about. "Well, thistears things. Weve stopped a smuggling ring, maybe, or part of one.
But what next?

The uranium asteroid—uh, oh!’
‘Right. Whereisit ? The only oneswho know are dead.’
'Spacel’ And again Vernadsky's spirits were dashed. Without the asteroid itsdlf, they had only three



corpses and afew tons of uranium ore. Good, but not spectacular. It would mean a citation, yes, but he
wasnt after acitation. He wanted promotion to a permanent Earth-side job and that required something.

Heyelled, 'For the love of space, the silicony! It can livein avacuum. It livesin avacuum dl thetime
and it knowswhere the ateroid s

‘Right!" said Hawkins, with instant enthusasm. "Whereisthething?

'Aft,' cried Vernadsky. Thisway.'

Thedlicony glinted in the light of their flashes. It moved and was dive.

Vernadsky's heart beat madly with excitement. 'Weve got to move it, Hawkins:!'

"Why?

‘Sound won't carry in avacuum, for the love of space. We've got to get it into the cruiser.’
‘All right. All right.

'We can't put a suit around it with aradio transmitter, you know.'

'l saddl right.

They carried it gingerly and carefully, their metal-sheated fingers handling the greasy surface of the
cresturedmogt lovingly.

Hawkins held it while kicking off the Robert Q.

It lay in the control room of the cruiser now. The two men had removed their helmets and Hawkinswas
shucking his suit. Vernadsky could not wait.

He said, Y ou can read our minds?

He held his breath until finaly the gratings of rock surfaces modulated themsalvesinto words. To
Vernadsky no finer sound could, at the moment, be imagined.

Thesdlicony said, 'Yes. Then he said, 'Emptinessall about. Nothing.'
'What? said Hawkins.
Vernadsky shushed him. "The trip through space just now, | guess. It must have impressed him.'

He said to the silicony, shouting hiswords as though to make his thoughts clearer, The men who were
with you gathered uranium, specid ore, radiations, energy.’

"They wanted food,' came the weak, gritty sound.

Of course! It wasfood to the silicony. It was an energy source. Vernadsky said, Y ou showed them
wherethey could get it?

IYS.I
Hawkinssad, 'l can hardly hear thething.'

There's something wrong with it,’ said Vernadsky worriedly. He shouted again. ‘Are you well?



‘Not well. Air gone at once. Something wrong inside.’

Vernadsky muttered. The sudden decompression must have damaged it. Oh, Lord—— L ook, you
know what | want. Where isyour home ? The place with the food ?

The two men were dlent, waiting.

Theslicony's earslifted dowly, very dowly, trembled, and fell back. There," it said. 'Over there!
'Where? screamed V ernadsky.

There!'

Hawkins said, 'It's doing something. It's pointing in someway .’

‘Sure, only we don't know in what way.'

'Well, what do you expect it to do? Give the coordinates?

Vernadsky said a once, 'Why not? He turned again to the silicony asit lay huddled on the floor. It was
motionless now and there was adullnessto its exterior that |ooked ominous.

Vernadsky said, The captain knew where your eating place was. He had numbers concerning it, didn't
he? He prayed that the silicony would understand, that it would read his thoughts and not merely listen to
hiswords.

'Y es, said the silicony in arock-against-rock sigh.

"Three sets of numbers,’ said Vernadsky. There would have to be three. Three coordinates in space with
dates attached, giving three positions of the asteroid in its orbit about the sun. From these data the orbit
could be caculated in full and its position determined at any time. Even planetary perturbations could be
accounted for, roughly.

'Yes,' sad the slicony, lower ill.

'What were they? What were the numbers? Write them down, Hawkins. Get paper.'

But the sllicony said, 'Do not know. Numbers not important. Eating place there.'

Hawkins said. That's plain enough. It didn't need the coordinates, so it paid no attention to them.’

The silicony said 'Soon not—along pause, and then dowly, asthough testing anew and unfamiliar
word— 'alive. Soon'—an even longer pause—'dead. What after death?

'Hang on,' implored Vernadsky. Tell me, did the captain write down these figures anywhere?

Theslicony did not answer for along minute and then, while both men bent so closdly that their heads
amost touched over the dying stone, it said, 'What after death?

Vernadsky shouted, 'One answer. Just one. The captain must have written down the numbers. Where?
Where?

The silicony whispered, 'On the asteroid.'
And it never gpoke again.



It was a dead rock, as dead as the rock which gave it birth, as dead as the walls of the ship, asdead asa
dead human.

And Vernadsky and Hawkins rose from their knees and stared hopelessly at each other.

'It makes no sense,’ said Hawkins. "Why should he write the coordinates on the asteroid. That'slike
locking akey inside the cabinet it's meant to open.’

Vernadsky shook hishead. ‘A fortunein uranium. The biggest strike in history and we don't know where
itis'

* % %

H. Seton Davenport looked about him with an odd fedling of pleasure. Even in repose, there was usualy
something hard about hislined face with its prominent nose. The scar on hisright cheek, hisblack hair,
gartling eyebrows, and dark complexion al combined to make him look every bit the incorruptible agent
of the Terredtriad Bureau of Investigation thet he actudly was.

Y et now something aimost like asmiletugged at hislips as he looked about the large room, in which
dimness made the rows of book-films appear endless, and specimens of who-knows-what from
who-knows-where bulk mysterioudy. The complete disorder, the air of separation, most insulation,
from the world, made the room look unreal. It made it look every bit asunred asits owner.

That owner sat in acombination armchair-desk which was bathed in the only focus of bright light in the
room. Slowly he turned the sheets of officid reports he held in his hand. His hand moved otherwise only
to adjust the thick spectacles which threatened at any moment to fall completely from hisround and
completely unimpressive nubbin of anose. His paunch lifted and fell quietly as he read.

Hewas Dr. Wenddl Urth, who, if the judgment of experts counted for anything, was Earth's most
outstanding extraterrologist. On any subject outside Earth men came to him, though Dr. Urth had never in
his adult life been more than an hour'swak distance from his home on the University campus.

Helooked up solemnly at Inspector Davenport. ‘A very intelligent man, thisyoung Vernadsky,' he said.
To have deduced dl he did from the presence of the silicony ? Quite so,' said Davenport.

'No, no. The deduction was asimple thing. Unavoidable, infact. A noodle would have seeniit. | was
referring—and his glance grew atrifle censorious—'o the fact that the youngster had read of my
experiments concerning the gammarray sengtivity of Sliconeus asteroidea.’ 'Ah, yes," said Davenport.
Of course. Dr. Urth was the expert on siliconies. It was why Davenport had come to consult him. He had
only one question for the man, asmple one, yet Dr. Urth had thrust out hisfull lips, shaken his ponderous
head, and asked to see dl the documentsin the case.

Ordinarily that would have been out of the question, but Dr. Urth had recently been of considerable use
tothe T.B.I, inthat affair of the Singing Bells of Lunaand the singular non-alibi shattered by Moon
gravity, and the Ingpector had yielded.

Dr. Urth finished the reading, laid the sheets down on his desk, yanked his shirttail out of the tight
confines of hisbelt with agrunt and rubbed his glasseswith it. He stared through the glasses at the light to
seethe effects of his cleaning, replaced them precarioudly on his nose, and clasped his hands on his
paunch, subby fingersinterlacing.

'Y our question again, Inspector?



Davenport said patiently, 'Isit true, in your opinion, that asilicony of the Size and type described in the
report could only have developed on aworld rich in uranium——

'Radioactive materid,' interrupted Dr. Urth. Thorium, perhaps, though probably uranium.’
'Isyour answer yes, then ?

s

'How big would the world be?

'A milein diameter, perhaps,’ said the extraterrologist thoughtfully. ‘Perhaps even more.’
"How many tons of uranium, or radioactive materia, rather?

'Inthetrillions Minimum.

"Would you bewilling to put dl that in the form of asigned opinion in writing?

'Of course!

'Very well then, Dr. Urth." Davenport got to hisfeet, reached for his hat with one hand and the file of
reportswith the other. 'That isall we need.'

But Dr. Urth's hand moved to the reports and rested heavily upon them. 'Wait. How will you find the
asteroid?

'By looking. Well assign avolume of space to every ship made available to us and—just look.'

The expense, thetime, the effort! And you'll never find it.'

'One chance in athousand. We might'

'One chanceinamillion. Y ouwon't.'

'We can't let the uranium go without sometry. Y our professiond opinion makesthe prize high enough.’
‘But there is a better way to find the asteroid. | canfind it."

Davenport fixed the extraterrologist with a sudden, sharp glance. Despite appearances Dr. Urth was
anything but afool. He had personal experience of that. There wastherefore just abit of haf-hopein his
voice as he said, 'How can you find it?

'Firdt," said Dr. Urth, 'my price.’
'Price?

'Or feg, if you choose. When the government reaches the asteroid, there may be another large-size
glicony onit. Sliconiesare very vauable. The only form of lifewith solid sllicone for tissuesand liquid
slicone asacirculating fluid. The answer to the question whether the asteroids were once part of asingle
planetary body may rest with them. Any number of other problems ... Do you understand?

"Y ou mean you want alarge slicony delivered to you ?

'Alive and well. And free of charge. Yes!'



Davenport nodded. 'I'm sure the government will agree. Now what have you on your mind?
Dr. Urth said quietly, asthough explaining everything, The sllicony's remark.’
Davenport looked bewildered. 'What remark?

The onein the report. Just before the silicony died. Vernadsky was asking it where the captain had
written down the coordinates, and it said, "On the asteroid." '

A look of intense disappointment crossed Davenport's face. 'Grest space, Doctor, we know that, and
weve goneinto every angle of it. Every possible angle. It means nothing.’

‘Nothing at dl, Inspector?

‘Nothing of importance. Read the report again. The slicony wasn't even ligening to Vernadsky. Hewas
fedling life depart and he was wondering about it. Twice, it asked, "Wheat after death?’ Then, as
Vernadsky kept questioning it, it said, "On the asteroid.” Probably it never heard Vernadsky's question.
It was answering its own question. It thought that after death it would return to its own asteroid; to its
home, whereit would be safe once more. That'sal.’

Dr. Urth shook hishead. "Y ou are too much a poet, you know. Y ou imagine too much. Come, itisan
interesting problem and let us seeif you can't solveit for yoursaf. Suppose the silicony'sremark were an
answer to Vernadsky.'

'Even s0," said Davenport impatiently, 'how would it help? Which asteroid? The uranium asteroid? We
can't find it, so we can't find the coordinates. Some other asteroid which the Robert Q. had used asa
home base? We can't find that either.’

'How you avoid the obvious. Inspector. Why don't you ask yourself what the phrase "on the asteroid”
meansto the silicony. Not to you or to me, but to the silicony.’

Davenport frowned. 'Pardon me, Doctor?
'I'm speaking plainly. What did the word asteroid mean to the sllicony?

"The silicony learned about space out of an astronomy text that was read to it. | suppose the book
explained what an asteroid was.'

'Exactly,’ crowed Dr. Urth, putting afinger to the side of his snub nose. 'And how would the definition
go? An ageroidisasmdl body, smdler than the planets, moving about the sun in an orbit which,
generaly speaking, lies between those of Mars and Jupiter. Wouldn't you agree?

'l suppose so.'
'And what isthe Robert Q.7
'Y ou mean the ship?

That'swhat you call it,’ said Dr. Urth. The ship. But the astronomy book was an ancient one. It made no
mention of shipsin space. One of the crewmen said as much. He said it dated from before space flight.
Thenwhat isthe Robert Q.?Isn't it asmdl body, smaller than the planets? And while the silicony was
aboard, wasn't it moving about the sun in an orbit which, generaly speaking, lay between those of Mars
and Jupiter?

"Y ou mean the silicony considered the ship asjust another asteroid, and when he said "on the asteroid,”



he meant "on the ship"?
'Exactly. | told you | would make you solve the problem for yoursdlf.'
No expression of joy or relief lightened the gloom on the Inspector'sface. That is no solution. Doctor.'

But Dr. Urth blinked dowly at him and the bland ook on hisround face became, if anything, blander and
more childlikein its uncomplicated pleasure. 'Surely it is!

'Not at dl. Dr. Urth, we didn't reason it out as you did. We dismissed the silicony's remark completely.
But till, don't you suppose we searched the Robert Q.?" Wetook it apart piece by piece, plate by plate.
Wejust about unwelded the thing.'

'And you found nothing?
‘Nothing.'
'Perhaps you did not ook in theright place.’

'We looked in every place. He stood up, as though to go. 'Y ou understand, Dr. Urth ? When we got
through with the ship there was no possibility of those coordinates existing anywhere onit.'

'Sit down, Inspector,’ said Dr. Urth calmly. "Y ou are till not considering the silicony's statement properly.
Now the silicony learned English by collecting aword here and aword there. It couldn't spesk idiomatic
English. Some of its statements, as quoted, show that. For ingtance, it said, "the planet which ismost far
instead of "the farthest planet.” Y ou see?

'Well?

'Someone who cannot speak alanguage idiomatically either usestheidioms of hisown language
trandated word by word or else he smply uses foreign words according to their literal meaning. The
dlicony had no spoken language of its own o it could only make use of the second dternative. Let's be
literal, then. He said, "on the asteroid,” Inspector. Onit. He didn't mean on a piece of paper, he meant on
theship, literdly.'

'Dr. Urth,’ said Davenport sadly, ‘when the Bureau searches, it searches. There were no mysterious
inscriptions on the ship ether.’

Dr. Urth looked disappointed. '‘Dear me, Inspector. | keep hoping you will seethe answer. Redly, you
have had so many hints''

Davenport drew in adow, firm breath. It went hard, but his voice was calm and even once more. ‘Will
you tell mewhat you havein mind, Doctor?

Dr. Urth patted his comfortable abdomen with one hand and replaced his glasses. 'Don't you see,
Inspector, that there is one place on board a spaceship where secret numbers are perfectly safe? Where,
athough in plain view, they would be perfectly safe from detection ? Where though they were being
stared at by a hundred eyes, they would be secure? Except from a seeker who is an astute thinker, of
course.’

'Where? Name the place!’

'Why, in those places where there happen to be numbers already. Perfectly norma numbers. Legal
numbers. Numbers that are supposed to be there!'



'What are you talking about ?

"The ship's serid number, etched directly on the hull. On the hull, be it noted. The engine number, thefield
generator number. A few others. Each etched on integral portions of the ship. On the ship, asthe silicony
sad. Ontheship.'

Davenport's heavy eyebrows rose with sudden comprehension. 'Y ou may be al right—and if you are,

I'm hoping we find you a silicony twice the Size of the Robert Q.'s. Onethat not only talks, but whistles,
"Up, Adteroids, Forever!" ' He hastily reached for the dossier, thumbed rapidly through it and extracted
an officia T.B.I, form. 'Of course, we noted down al the identification numberswe found.' He spread the
form out. 'If three of these resemble coordinates ..."

'We should expect some small effort at disguise,’ Dr. Urth observed. There will probably be certain
|etters and figures added to make the series gppear more legitimate.'

He reached for a scratch pad and shoved another toward the Inspector. For minutes the two men were
dlent, jotting down serid numbers, experimenting with crossing out obvioudy unrelated figures.

At last Davenport let out asigh that mingled satisfaction and frustration. 'I'm stuck,” he admitted. 'l think
you're right; the numbers on the engine and the calculator are clearly disguised coordinates and dates.
They don't run anywhere near the norma series, and it's easy to strike out the fake figures. That givesus
two, but I'll take my oath the rest of these are absolutely legitimate serial numbers. What are your
findings, Doctor?

Dr. Urth nodded. 'l agree. We now have two coordinates and we know where the third was inscribed.'

'We know, do we ? And how——" The Inspector broke off and uttered a sharp exclamation. 'Of
course! The number on the very ship itsaf, which isn't entered here—because it was on the precise spot
on the hull where the meteor crashed through—I'm afraid there goes your silicony. Doctor.’ Then his
craggy face brightened. 'But I'm anidiot. The number's gone, but we can get it in aflash from
Interplanetary’ Registry.’

'l fear,' said Dr. Urth, 'that | must dispute at |east the second part of your statement. Registry will have
only the ship'sorigind legitimate number, not the disguised coordinate to which the captain must have
dteredit.

The exact spot on the hull,’ Davenport muttered. "And because of that chance shot the asteroid may be
lost forever. What use to anybody are two coordinates without the third?

'Wéll,' said Dr. Urth precisdly, ‘conceivably of very great use to atwo-dimensional being. But creatures
of our dimensions," he patted his paunch, 'do require the third—which | fortunately happen to have right
here

'Inthe T.B.l, dossier? But we just checked the list of numbers——'

"Your lig, Ingpector. Thefile aso includes young Vernadsk's original report. And of course the sexid
number listed there for the Robert Q. isthe carefully faked one under which she was then sailing—no
point in rousing the curiogity of arepair mechanic by letting him note adiscrepancy.’

Davenport reached for a scratch pad and the Vernadsky list. A moment's cal culation and he grinned.

Dr. Urth lifted himsdlf out of the chair with a pleased puff and trotted to the door. 'It is dways pleasant to
see you. Inspector Davenport. Do come again. And remember the government can have the uranium, but
| want the important thing: one giant silicony, dive and in good condition.' He was smiling.



'And preferably,’ said Davenport, ‘whistling." Which he was doing himsdlf as he walked ouit.
Afterword

Of course, there is a catch about writing a mystery. You are apt to concentrate so bard on the
mystery itself, on occasion, as to lose sight of important peripheral values. After this story first
appeared, | received quite a bit of mail expressing interest in the silicony and, in some cases,
finding fault with me for allowing it to die in so coldblooded a fashion. As | reread the story now, |
must admit the readers areright. | showed a lack of sensitivity to the silicony's rather pathetic
death because | was concentrating on his mysterious last words. If | had to do it over again, |
would certainly be warmer in my treatment of the poor thing. | apologize.

This shows that even experienced writers don't always do the Right Thing, and can miss
something that is bobbing up and down right at mustache level.

Foreword

This next story is not, in the strictest sense of the word, a science fiction mystery, yet | include it.
The reason isthat scienceis closely and intimately involved with the mystery, and | hesitate to
penalize it by non-inclusion merely because the science is of the present rather than of the future.

What'sin a Name ?

If you think it's hard to get hold of potassium cyanide, think again. | stood there with a pound bottlein my
hand. Brown glass, anice clear labd saying 'Potassum Cyanide CP (theinitids, | wastold, meaning
‘chemically pure’) with asmall skull and crossbones underneeth.

The fellow who owned the bottle polished his glasses and blinked a me. He was Associate Professor
Hemuth Rodney of Carmody Universty. He was of middle height, stocky, with asoft chin, plump lips, a
budding paunch, ashock of brown hair, and alook of complete indifference to thefact that | was holding
inmy hand enough poison to kill aregiment.

| said, 'Do you mean to say thisjust stands on your shelf, Professor?

Hesad inthekind of deliberate tone he probably used in lecturing his students, 'Y es, it dways has,
Inspector. Along with the rest of the chemicalsin aphabetic order.’

| glanced about the cluttered room. Shelves lined the upper reaches of al thewalls, and bottles, large and
smdl, filledthemal.

Thisone,' | pointed out, ‘is poison.'

'A great many of them are,’ he said with composure.

'Do you keep track of what you've got?

'Inagenera way.' He rubbed his chin. 'l know | have that bottle.’

'But suppose someone camein here and helped himself to a spoonful of this stuff. Would you be able to
tell ?

Professor Rodney shook hishead. 'l couldn't possibly.’
"Well, then, who could get into thislaboratory ? It is kept locked?



Hesad, 'It'slocked when | leavein the evening, unless | forget. During the day, it isn't locked, and I'min
and out.’

'In other words. Professor, anyone could come in here, even someone from the street, walk off with
some of the cyanide, and no one would ever know.'

I'mafraid 0.’
"Tell me. Professor, why do you keep this much cyanidein the place anyway ? To kill rats ?

‘Good heavens, no.' He seemed family repelled at the thought. 'Cyanide is sometimes used in organic
reactions to form necessary intermediates, to provide a proper basic medium, to catalyze——'

'l see. | see. Now in what other labsis cyanide available in thisway?

'In most of them," he answered at once. 'Even in the student labs. After dll, it'sacommon chemicd,
routingly used in syntheses!

'l wouldn't call its usetoday routine," | said.

He sighed and said, 'No, | suppose not.' He added thoughtfully, They used to call them the "Library
Twins"'

| nodded. | could see the reason for the nickname. Thetwo girl librarians were very dike.

Not close up, of course. One had asmall pointed chin on around face, and the other had a square jaw
and along nose. Still, bend them over adesk and both had honey-blond hair parted in the middle with a
smilar wave. Look them quickly in the face and you would probably notice first wide-set eyes of about
the same shade of blue. See them standing together a a moderate distance and you could see they were
both of aheight and both, probably, with the same brand and size uplift brassere. Both had trim waists
and nest legs. Today they had even dressed smilarly. Both wore blue.

There was no confusing the two now, though. The one with the small chin and round face was full of
cyanide, and quite dead.

The smilarity wasthefirg thing that struck mewhen | arrived with my partner, Ed Hathaway. Therewas
onegirl dumped in her chair and dead, her eyes open, one arm dangling straight down, with a broken
teacup on the floor beneath like a period under an exclamation point. Her name, it turned out, was
Loudla-Marie Busch. Therewas a second girl, like the first one brought back to life, white and shaken,
staring straight ahead and | etting the police and their work flow about her without seeming to notice. Her
name was Susan Morey.

Thefirst question | asked was, 'Relatives?
They weren't. Not even second cousins.

| looked abouit the library. There were whole shelves of booksin smilar bindings, then other shelveswith
books in another set of bindings. They were volumes of different research journas. In another room were
stacks of what | found later to be textbooks, monographs, and older books. In the back was a specid

a cove containing recent numbers of unbound research periodicasin dull and closely printed paper
covers. Fromwall to wall were long tables that might have seated a hundred peopleif al were fully
occupied. Fortunately that wasn't the case.

We got the story out of Susan Morey in flat, toneless pieces.



Mrs. Nettler, the old Senior Librarian had taken off for the afternoon and had | eft the two girlsin charge.
That, apparently, was not unusual.

At two o'clock, give or take five minutes, Loudla-Marie took herself into the back room behind the
library desk. There, in addition to new books that awaited cataloguing, stacks of periodicalsthat awaited
binding, reserved books that awaited their reservers, there was aso asmall hot-plate, asmdl kettle, and
the fixingsfor wesk tea.

Two o'clock teawas apparently usual, too.
| said, 'Did Loudla-Marie prepare the teaevery day?

Susan looked a me out of her blank blue eyes. 'Sometimes Mrs. Nettler does, but usualy
Lou—LoudlaMariedid.

When the teawas ready, Louella-Marie emerged to say so and after afew moments the two retired.
'Both of you? | asked sharply. "Who took care of the library?

Susan shrugged as though this were aminor point to worry about, and said, "We can see out the door If
anyone came to the desk, one of us could have gone out.’

'Did anyone come to the desk?
'No one. It'sintersession. Hardly anyone's around.’

By intersession she meant that the gpring semester was over and the summer sessions had not yet started.
| learned quite abit about college life that day.

What was |eft of the story wasllittle enough. The tea bags were dready out of the gently steaming cups
and the sugar had been added.

| interrupted. Y ou both take sugar?
Susan said dowly, 'Yes. But minedidn't have any.
‘No?

'She never forgot before. She knows | takeit. | just took asip or two and | was going to reach for the
sugar and tell her, you know, when——

When LoudlaMarie gave a queer strangled cry, dropped the cup, and was dead in a minute.
After that Susan screamed and eventualy we came.

The routine passed smoothly enough. Photographs and fingerprints had been taken. The names and
addresses of the men and women in the building were taken and they were sent home. Cause of death
was obvioudy cyanide and the sugar bowl was the obvious villain. Samples were taken for officid testing.

There had been sx meninthelibrary at the time of the murder. Five were students, who looked
frightened, confused, or sick, depending, | suppose, on their persondities. The sixth was amiddle-aged
man, an outsider, who talked with a German accent and had no connection with the college a al. He
looked frightened, confused, and sick, dl three.

My sidekick, Hathaway, was leading them out of the library. Theideawasto get them to the



Co-educationa Lounge and have them stay put till we could get to them in detall.

One of the students broke away and strode past me without a glance. Susan flew to meet him, clutching
each deeve above the elbow. 'Pete. Pete.’

Pete was built like afootbal player except that his profile looked as though he had never been within half
amile of the playing field. He was too good-looking for my taste, but then | get jedlous easily.

Pete was |ooking past the girl, hisface coming apart at the seamstill its prettiness was drowned in uneasy
horror. He said in ahoarse, choking way, 'How did Lolly cometo...'

Susan gasped, 'l don't know. | don't know." She kept trying to meet his eye.

Pete pulled away. He never looked at Susan once, kept staring over her shoulder. Then he responded to
Hathaway's grip on hiselbow and let himsdlf be led away.

| said, 'Boyfriend?

Susan tore her eyes from the departing student. "‘What ?
'Isheyour boy friend?

Shelooked down at her twisting hands. 'We've been out on dates.’
'How serious?

She whispered, 'Pretty serious.’

'Does he know the other girl, too? He called her Lolly?
Susan shrugged. 'Wel...'

‘Let'sput it thisway. Did he go out with her ?
‘Sometimes.’

'Serioudy.’

She snapped, 'How should | know?

‘Come on, now. Was shejedous of you?

'What'sdl this about?

'Someone put the cyanide in the sugar and put the mixture in only one cup. Suppose Loue laMarie was
jealous enough of you to try to poison you and leave hersdlf aclear field with our friend Pete. And
suppose she took the wrong teacup herself by mistake.”

Susan said, That's crazy. Loudla-Marie wouldn't do such athing.’
But her lipswere thin, her eyes sparkled, and | can tell hatein avoice when | heer it.

Professor Rodney cameinto the library. He wasthe first man | had met on entering the building and my
fedingstoward him had grown no warmer.

He had begun by informing me that as senior faculty member present, he wasin charge.



| said, 'I'min charge now, Professor.’

He said, 'Of the investigation perhaps, Inspector, but it is| who am responsible to the Dean and |
proposeto fulfill my respongbilities’

And athough he hadn't the figure of an aristocrat, more like a shopkeeper, if you follow me, he managed
to look a me as though there were amicroscope between aswith himsdlf on the large side.

Now he said, 'Mrs. Nettler isin my office. She heard the news bulletin, apparently, and came at once.
Sheisquite agitated. Y ou will see her? He madeit sound like an order.

'Bring her in. Professor.' | made it sound like permission.

Mrs. Nettler wasin the usual quandary of the average old lady. She didn't know whether to be horrified
or fascinated at the closeness with which death had struck. Horror won out after she looked into the
inner office and noticed what was |eft of the teathings. The body was gone by then, of course.

Sheflopped into achair and began crying. 'l had tea here mysdlf, she moaned. ‘It might have been ...
| said as quietly and soothingly as| could manage, "When did you drink tea here, Mrs. Nettler?

Sheturned in her seat, looked up. 'Why—why, just after one, | think. | offered Professor Rodney acup,
| remember. It was just after one, Professor Rodney, wasn't it?

A trace of annoyance crossed Rodney's plump face. He said to me, ‘I was here amoment just after lunch
to consult areference. Mrs, Nettler did offer acup. | wastoo busy, I'm afraid, to accept or to note the
timeexactly.'

| grunted and turned back to the old lady. 'Do you take sugar, Mrs. Nettler?
'Yes, gr.

'Did you take sugar?

She nodded and started crying again.

| waited abit. Then, 'Did you notice the condition of the sugar bowl?

It was—it was——" A sudden surprise at the question seemed to put her on her feet. ‘It was empty and
| filled it mysdlf. | used the two-pound box of granulated sugar and | remember saying to mysdlf that
whenever | wanted tea the sugar was gone and | wished the girls would——'

Maybe it was the mention of the girlsin the plural. She broke out again.
| nodded to Hathaway to lead her away.

Between i and 2 p.m., obvioudy, someone had emptied the sugar bowl and then added just abit of laced
suga— very nestly laced sugar.

Maybe it was Mrs. Nettler's gppearance that pumped librarianship back into Susan, because when
Hathaway came back and reached for one of his cigars—he already had the match lit—the girl said, '‘No
smoking inthelibrary, sr.'

Hathaway was so surprised he blew the match out and replaced the cigar in his pocket.



Then the girl stepped briskly to one of the long tables and reached for alarge volumethat lay open oniit.
Hathaway was ahead of her. 'What are you going to do, Miss?
Susan looked completely astonished. 'I'm just going to put it back on the shelves!’

'Why?What isit? Helooked down at the open page. | wasthere too, by then. | looked over his
shoulder.

It was German. | can't read the language, but | can recognize it when | seeit. The printing was smdl, and
there were geometricd figures on the page with lines of |etters attached at various places. | knew enough,
too, to know those were chemical formulas.

| put my finger in the place, closed the book and looked at the backstrap. It said, 'Bellstein—Organische
Chemie—Band VI—System Nummer 499-608." | opened to the page again. It was 233 and the first
words, just to give you an idea, were 4'-chlor-4-brom-2-nitro-diphenylather-C12H703 NCIBr.

Hathaway was busy copying things down.
Professor Rodney was at the table too, which made four of usall gathered round the book.

The professor said in acool voice, asthough he were on a platform with apointer in one hand and a
piece of chak in the other, Thisisavolume of Beilstein.' (He pronounced it Bile-shtine.) ‘It'sakind of
encyclopediaof organic compounds. It lists hundreds of thousands of them.'

'In this book? demanded Hathaway.

Thisbook is only one of more than sixty volumes and supplementary volumes. It isatremendous German
work which isyearsout of date because, first, organic chemistry is progressing at an ever-increasing
pace and, second, because of the interference of politics and war. Even o, there is nothing even faintly
gpproaching its usefulnessin English. For al research men in organic chemigiry, these volumes are an
absolute necessity.

The professor actudly patted the book as he spoke, afond pat. '‘Before dedling with any unfamiliar
compound,’ he said, 'itisgood practiceto look it up in Beilstein. It will give you methods of preparation,
properties, references, and so on. It acts as a starting point. The various compounds are listed according
to alogica sysemwhichisclear but not obvious. | mysdf give severd lecturesin my course on organic
syntheses which ded entirely with methods for finding a particular compound somewherein the Sixty
volumes'

| don't know how long he might have continued, but | wasn't thereto learn organic synthesesand it was
time to get down to cases. | said abruptly, 'Professor, | want to speak to you in your laboratory.'

| suppose | had some notion that cyanide was kept in asafe, that every bit of it was accounted for, that
people had to sign out for it when they wanted some. | thought the question of opportunity to get some
illicitly might supply what proof we needed.

And there | stood with apound of it in my hand and the knowledge that anyone could have any amount
for the asking, or without asking.

And he said thoughtfully, They used to call them the "Library Twins™
| nodded.'So?



'Only that it proves how superficial the judgment of most peopleis. There was nothing alike about them
except the accident of hair and eyes. What happened in the library, Inspector?

| told him Susan's story briefly and watched him.
He shook his head. 'l suppose you think the dead girl planned murder.’
My thoughts weren't for sale at the moment. | said, 'Don't you?

'No. Shewasincapable of it. Her attitude toward her duties was a pleasant and hel pful one. Besides,
why would she?

‘Therésasudent,’ | said. 'Peter ishisfirst name!’
'Peter van Norden,' he said a once. 'A reasonably bright student, but, somehow, worthless!'

'Girlslook at these things differently, Professor. Both librarians were gpparently interested. Susan may
have been the more successful and LouellaMarie may have decided on direct measures.”

'And then proceeded to take the wrong cup ?
| said, 'People do queer things under tension.’

'Not this queer,’ he said. 'One cup was left unsugared, so the murderess wasn't taking chances.
Presumably even if she had not carefully memorized which cup was which, she could count on the
sweetnessto give it away. She could easily have avoided afatd dose

| said dryly, '‘Both girls usudly took sugar. The dead girl was used to sweet tea. In the excitement the
accustomed sweetness didn't ring abell.’

'l don't bdieveit.'

'What's the adternative, Professor ? The sugar was hocused after Mrs. Nettler'steaat one o'clock. Did
Mrs. Nettler doit?

Helooked up sharply. 'What possible motive?

| shrugged. 'She might have been afraid the girls were going to be taking her job away.'
That's nonsense. She'sretiring before thefal session begins!'

'Y ou were there, Professor,' | said softly.

Hetook it in Stride, to my surprise. 'Motive? he said.

| said, "Y ou're not too old to have been interested in Louella-Marie, Professor. Suppose she had
threatened to report some word or act of yoursto the Dean.'

The Professor smiled bitterly. 'How did | manage to make sure the right girl got the cyanide? Why should
one cup remain unsugared? | may have hocused the sugar but | didn't prepare thetea.’

| began to change my mind about Professor Rodney. He hadn't bothered to work up indignation or
register shock.

He smply pointed out the logica weaknessand let it go at that. | liked that.



| said, 'What do you think happened?

Hesaid, The mirror-image. Thereverse. | think the survivor told the truth inside out. Suppose it was
Loudla-Marie who was getting the boy and Susan who didn't likeit, rather than the reverse. Suppose it
was Susan who for once was preparing the tea and Loue la-Marie who was at the front desk rather than
thereverse. In that case, the girl who prepared the teawould have taken the right cup and remained safe.
Everything would belogica instead of ridiculoudy improbable.’

That did it. The man had come to the same conclusion | had and so | had to like him after al. | havea
habit of feeling soft toward guyswho agree with me. It comes of being Homo sapiens, | think.

| said, "We've got to prove that beyond reasonable doubt. How ?I'd come up here, hoping to prove
someone had had access to potassium cyanide and others had not. That's out. Everyone had access.
Now what?

The professor said, 'Check on which girl wasreally at the desk at two o'clock when the teawas being
prepared.’

It was obvious to me that the professor read detective stories and had faith in witnesses. | didn't, but |
got up anyway.

'All right, Professor. I'll do that.'

The professor rose d so. He said urgently, ‘May | be present?
| considered. "Why?'Y our responsibilities to the Dean?
'Inaway. | would like to see aquick, clean end to this!'

| sad, 'Comedong, if you think that will help.’

Ed Hathaway was waiting for mewhen | came down. He was Sitting in an empty library. He said. 'l got
it

'Got what? | wanted to know.
'How it happened. | figured it out by deduction.’
'Oh?

He was paying no attention to Professor Rodney. The cyanide had to be smuggled in. By whom ? By the
joker in the deck, the outsider, the guy with the accent—whatzis-name.’

He started scrabbling through a series of cards on which he had filed information on the various
presumably innocent bystanders.

| knew who he meant so | said, 'All right, never mind the name. What'sin a name? Go on—which shows
that | can be as unbright as anyone.

'All right. The foreigner comesin with the cyanidein alittle envelope. He tapes the envelopeto apagein
the German book, that organish whatzisname with al the volumes...'

The professor and | both nodded.

Hathaway went on. 'He was German, so was the book. He was probably familiar with it. He put the



envel ope on aprearranged page according to a particular formulathat had been picked out. The
professor said there was away to find any formulaif you only knew how. Isn't that right. Professor?

That isright, said Rodney coldly.

'All right. Thelibrarian knew the formula so she could find the page too. She picks up the cyanide and
usesit for thetea. In the excitement, she forgets to close the book——'

| said, 'Look, Hathaway. Why should that little guy be doing this? What's his excuse for being here?

'He says he'safurrier reading up on moth repellents and insecticides. Now isn't that phony right off. Ever
hear anything so phony?

‘Sure,' | said, 'your theory. Look, no oneis going to hide an envelope with cyanidein abook. Y ou don't
haveto find a particular formulaor page with an envelope bulging avolume out of shape. Anyonewho
took the volume off the shelf would find that the book would fal open to the right page automaticaly. A
hdll of ahiding place’

Hathaway began to look foolish.

| drove on pitilesdy, '‘Besides, cyanide doesn't have to be smuggled in from the outside. They've got tons
of it here. They can use it to make snow-dides. Anyone who wants a pound or two can help himsdlf.'

'What?
'Ask the professor.’

Hathaway's eyes widened and then he fumbled in hisjacket pocket and drew out an envelope. Then
what do | do with this?

'What isit?

Hetook out a printed page with German on it and said, 'It's the page out of that German volume
that——'

Professor Rodney grew suddenly scarlet. 'Y ou tore a page out of Beilstein?
He shrieked it and surprised the hell out of me. | wouldn't have thought him capable of shrieking.

Hathaway said, 'l thought we could test it for stickum from the scotch tape, or maybe for alittle cyanide
that leaked out.’

'Giveit to me!' ydled the professor. 'Y ou ignorant fool.'

He smoothed out the sheet and looked at both sides as though to make sure that none of the print had
been rubbed off.

'Vandd!" he said, and I'm sure that at the moment he could have killed Hathaway and laughed during the
entire process.

Professor Rodney might be moraly certain of Susan's guilt and so, for that matter, might |. Nevertheless,
mora certainty cannot be taken before ajury. Evidence was needed.

So, lacking faith in witnesses, | attacked through the one weakness of any possibly guilty person—the
possibly guilty person.



| brought her in to witness the new line of questioning, and if the questioning didn't pin her to her guilt, her
own nerves might.

From her gppearance | couldn't tell how good that ‘'might’ would be. Susan Morey sat a her desk, hands
clasped before her, eyes cold, and the skin around her nostrils tight-looking.

Thelittle German furrier wasin first, looking sick with worry. ' did nothing," he babbled. 'Please. | have
business. How long must | stay?

Hathaway had his name and vita statistics, so | skipped dl that and got to the point.
'Y ou came here alittle before two o'clock. Right?

'Y es. | wanted to know about moth repellents——

'All right. When you camein you went to the desk. Right?

'Yes. | told her my name, who | was, what | wanted——'

Told whom ? That wasthe key question.

Thelittlefdlow stared a me. He had curly hair and amouth that fdll in as though he were toothless, but
that was just appearance, for when he taked, smal yelow teeth were plainly visible. He said, 'Her. | told
her. Thegirl tting there.’

"That'sright,’ said Susan tonelesdly. 'He spoke to me.’

Professor Rodney was gazing at her with alook of concentrated detestation. It occurred to me that his
reason for wishing to see justice done quickly might be more persond than idedlistic at that. However,
that was none of my business.

| said to thefurrier, 'Areyou sure thisisthegirl ?

Hesaid, 'Yes. | told her my name and my business, and she smiled. She told me where to find books on
insecticides. Then, as| was stepping away, another girl came out from inside there.'

'‘Good!" | said at once. 'Now here's a photograph of another girl. Tell me, wasit the girl at the desk you
spoke to and the girl in the photograph who came out of the back room ? Or wasit the girl inthe
photograph you spoke to and the girl at the desk who came out of the back room ?

For along minute, thefurrier stared at the girl, then at the photograph, then at me. They aredike.’

| sworeto mysdlf. The faintest smile had passed over Susan'slips, hovering there amoment before
vanishing. She must have counted on this. It wasintersession. Hardly anyonewould beinthelibrary.
None of them would pay much attention to the librarians who are fixtures like the bookshelves, and if any
did, he could never swear which of the Library Twins he had seen.

| knew shewas guilty now, but knowing meant nothing.

| said, 'Wdll, which wasit?

He said, like one anxiousto put an end to questioning, ‘| spoketo her, the girl right there at the desk.’
‘That'sright,’ said Susan, perfectly cam.



My hopein her nerves hit bottom.

| said to the furrier, 'Would you swear?

He said at once, 'No.’

"All right. Hathaway, take him away. Send him home!'

Professor Rodney leaned over to touch my elbow. He whispered, 'Why did she smile at the fellow when
he stated his business.'

| whispered back, "Why not? but put the question to her anyway.
Her eyebrowswent up afraction of aninch. 'l wasjust being pleasant. |sthere anything wrong with that?
She was dmost enjoying hersdlf. | could swear to that.

The professor shook his head dightly. He whispered to me again, 'She's not the typeto smile at a
troublesome stranger. It had to be Loudlla-Marie at the desk.’

| shrugged. | could see mysdlf bringing that kind of evidence to the Commissioner.

Four of the students were ablank and took up little time. They were engaged in research, they knew
what books they wanted, what shelves the books would be on. They went straight there without stopping
at the desk. None could say whether Susan or Loudla-Marie had been at the desk at any particular time.
None had even looked up from their books, to hear them tell it, before the scream roused everything.

Thefifth was Peter van Norden. He kept his eyes fixed firmly on hisright thumb, which had abadly bitten
nail. He did not ook up a Susan as he was brought in.

| let him St awhile and soften up.
Findly | said, 'What are you doing here thistime of year ?1 understand it's between sessions!’

He muttered, 'My Qudifyings are coming up next month. I'm studying. Qualifying examinations. If | pass,
| cango onfor my Ph.D., see?

| said, 'l suppose you stopped at the desk when you came in here.’

He mumbled.

| said, 'What?

Hesaid in alow voice that was hardly an improvement, 'l didn't. | don't think | stopped &t the desk.’
'Y ou don't think?

'l didn't.

| said, 'lsn't that strange? | understand you're good friends of both Susan and LouellaMarie. Don't you
say hello?

'l wasworried. | had thistest in my mind. | had to study.

'So you couldn't even take time out for ahello.' | looked at Susan to see how this was going over. She
seemed paer, but that might have been my imagination.



| said, 'Isnt it true that you were practically engaged to one of them?

Helooked up with uneasy indignation. 'No! | can't get engaged before | get my degree. Who told you |
was engaged?

| said practicaly engaged.

'No! | had afew dates, maybe. So what! What's a date or two?
| said smoothly, ‘Come on, Pete, which one was your girl?

'l tdl you it wasn't like that.'

He was washing his hands of the whole matter so hard, he seemed buried and smothered in aninvisible
lather.

'How about it? | asked suddenly, addressing Susan. 'Did he stop at your desk?
'He waved as he passed,’ she said.

'Did you, Pete?

'l don't remember,’ he said sullenly. ‘Maybe | did. So what?

‘Nothing,' | said. Insde me, | wished Susan joy of her bargain. If she had killed for the sake of this
specimen, she had doneit for nothing. To meit seemed a certainty that henceforward he would ignore
her evenif shefdl off atwo-story building and hit him on the heed.

Susan must have redlized that too. From the look she was giving Peter van Norden, | marked him down
as a second candidate for cyanide—assuming she went free—and it certainly seemed as though she
would.

| nodded to Hathaway to take him away. Hathaway rose to do that and said, 'Say, you ever use those
books? and he pointed to the shelves where the sixty-odd volumes of the organic chemistry
encyclopedia stretched from floor to ceiling.

The boy looked over his shoulder and said in honest astonishment. 'Sure. I've got to. Lord, is something
wrong with looking up compoundsin Bells——

Itsdl right,' | assured him. ‘Comeon, Ed.
Ed Hathaway scowled at me and led the boy out. He hates | etting go of an exploded theory.

It was about six and | didn't see that anything more could be done. Asit stood, it was Susan'sword
againgt no word. If she had been ahood with arecord, we could have swested out the truth in any of
severd effective, if tedious, ways. In this case, such aprocedure was inadvisable.

| turned to the professor to say S0, but he was staring at Hathaway's cards. At one of them, anyway,
which hewas holding in his hand. Y ou know, people waystalk about other people's hands shaking with
excitement, but it's something you don't often see. Rodney's hand was shaking, though, shaking like the
clapper of an old-fashioned darm clock.

He cleared histhroat. 'Let me ask her something. Let me...'

| stared at him, then pushed my chair back. 'Go ahead,' | said. At this point, there was nothing to lose.



Helooked at the girl, putting the card down on the desk, blank side up.
He said shakily, 'Miss Morey? He seemed to be deliberately avoiding the familiarity of her first name.

She stared at him. For amoment she had seemed nervous, but that passed and she was calm again. 'Yes,
Professor?

The professor said, 'Miss Morey, you smiled when the furrier told you his business here. Why was that?
'l told you, Professor Rodney,' she said, 'l was being pleasant.’

'Perhagps there was something peculiar about what he said? Something amusing?

'l wasjust trying to be pleasant,’ sheinssted.

'Perhaps you found his name amusing, MissMorey?

‘Not particularly, she sad indifferently.

"WEell, no one has mentioned his name here. | didn't know it till | happened to look at thiscard.’ Then
suddenly, tensely, he cried, 'What was his name, Miss Morey?

She paused before answering, 'l don't remember.’
"You don't ?He gaveit toyou, didn't he ?

There was an edge to her voice now. 'What if hedid ?It'sjust aname. After al that's happened, you
can't expect me to remember some peculiar foreign name | happened to hear onetime.'

'It was foreign, then?

She pulled up short, avoiding thetrap. 'l don't remember,’ she said. 'l think it was atypicaly German
name, but | don't remember. For al | know it was John Smith.’

| had to admit | didn't see the professor's point. | said, 'What are you trying to prove. Professor
Rodney?

I'mtrying to prove, he said tightly, 'in fact | am proving, that it was Loudlla-Marie, the dead girl, who
was at the desk when the furrier came in. He announced his nameto Loudla-Marie and she smiled in
consequence. It was Miss Morey who was coming out of the inner office as he turned away. It was Miss
Morey, this girl, who had just finished preparing and poisoning thetea.’

'Y ou're basing that on the fact | can't remember a man's name!’ shrilled Susan Morey. That'sridiculous.”

'No, it isn't,’ said the professor. 'If you had been the girl at the desk, you would remember his name. It
would beimpossiblefor you to forget it. If you werethe girl at the desk." He was holding Hathaway's
card up now. He said. That furrier'sfirst nameis Ernest, but hislast nameis Beilstein. His nameis
Bellgein!" Theair went out of Susan as though she had been kicked in the ssomach. She turned white as
talcum powder.

The professor went on intensaly, 'No chemical librarian could possibly forget the name of anyone who
camein and announced himsdlf to be Beilstein. The sixty-volume encyclopediaweve mentioned half a
dozen timestoday isreferred to invariably by the name of its editor, Bellstein. The nameislike Mother
Gooseto achemicd librarian, like George Washington, like Christopher Columbus. It is more second
nature to her than any of them.



'If thisgirl clamsto have forgotten the name, it is only because she never heard it. And she never heard it
because she wasn't at the desk.’

| rose and said grimly, 'Well, Miss Morey'—I abandoned the first name too—'what about it?

She was screaming in earsplitting hysteria. Half an hour later, we had her confession.

Foreword

Some years before this next story was written, two colleagues and | joined forcesin writing a large
and complicated textbook in biochemistry lor medical students. We spent days—Iiterally—on the
galley proofs, and fregquently we came across minor inconsistencies. We would spell a chemical
one way here and another way there; here a hyphen and there no hyphen; here one phrase and
yon an alternate. We despaired of getting everything perfectly concordant and one of usfinally
said, 'To quote Emerson: "A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds."" We latched on to
thiswith ebullient joy and thereafter, whenever the proof-reader questioned a small inconsistency,
we would write 'Emerson!’ in the margin and let it go. Well, the following story revolves about the
possible invention of mass transference, and in preparing these storiestor inclusion in this volume,
| noted that in 'The Singing Bell'—an earlier story with the same background—meass transference
was taken lor granted as already existing. | was about to make certain changes to eliminate that
discrepancy, when | remembered. So if you don't mind, Gentle Reader, | cry 'Emerson!" and pass
on.

The Dying Night

It was dmogt a class reunion, and though it was marked by joylessness, there was no reason as yet to
think it would be marred by tragedy.

Edward Tdliaferro, fresh from the Moon and without his gravity legsyet, met the other two in Stanley
Kaunas room. Kaunas rose to greet him in a subdued manner. Batterdey Ryger merely sat and nodded.

Tdliaferro lowered hislarge body carefully to the couch, very aware of its unaccustomed weight. He
grimaced alittle, hisplump lipstwisting insdethe rim of hair that surrounded them on lip, chin, and cheek.

They had seen one another earlier that day under more formal conditions. Now for the first time they
weredoneand Tdliaferro said, Thisisakind of occason. Were meeting for thefirst timein ten years.
Firgt time since graduation, in fact."

Ryger's nose twitched. It had been broken shortly before that same graduation and he had received his
degreein astronomy with abandage disfiguring hisface. He said grumpily, 'Anyone ordered champagne?
Or something?

Tdliaferro said, '‘Come on! Firgt big interplanetary astronomica convention in history isno place for
glooming. And among friends, too!"

Kaunas said suddenly, 'It's Earth. It doesn't fed right. | can't get used toit." He shook his head but his
look of depression remained.

Tdliaferro sad, 'l know. I'm so heavy. It takes dl the energy out of me. At that, you're better off than |
am, Kaunas. Mercurian gravity is 0-4 norma. Onthe Moon, it'sonly O - 16. He interrupted Ryger's
beginning of asound by saying, 'And on Ceresthey use pseudo-grav fields adjusted to 0-8. Y ou have no
problemsat dl, Ryger.'



The Cerian astronomer |ooked annoyed. 'It's the open air. Going outside without a suit getsme.”
‘Right," agreed Kaunas. 'And letting the Sun beat down on you. Just letting it.’

Tdliaferro found himsdf insensibly drifting back in time. They had not changed much. Nor, he thought,
had he himself. They were dl ten years older, of course. Ryger had put on some weight and Kaunas thin
face had grown a bit lesthery, but he would have recognized either if he had met him without warning.

Hesaid, 'l don't think it's Earth getting us. Let'sfaceit.’

Kaunas looked up sharply. He was alittle fellow with quick, nervous movements of his hands and
habitually wore clothes that |ooked a shade too large for him.

Hesad, 'Villiers! | know. | think about him sometimes." Then, with an air of desperation, 'l got aletter
fromhim.

Ryger sat upright, his olive complexion darkening further, and said with energy, 'Y ou did? When?
‘A month ago.'

Ryger turned to Tdliaferro. 'How about you?

Tdliaferro blinked placidly and nodded.

Ryger sad, 'He'sgone crazy. He clams he's discovered a practical method of mass transference through
space. —Hetold you two aso ?—That's it, then. He was dways alittle bent. Now he's broken.’

He rubbed his nosefiercely, and Talliaferro thought of the day Villiers had brokenit.

For ten years Villiers had haunted them like the vague shadow of aguilt that wasn't redly theirs. They had
gone through their graduate work together, four picked and dedicated men being trained for a profession
that had reached new heightsin this age of interplanetary travel.

The observatories were opening on the other worlds, surrounded by vacuum, unblurred by air.

There was the Lunar Observatory, from which Earth and the inner planets could be studied; asilent
world in whaose sky the home planet hung suspended.

Mercury Observatory, closest to the Sun, perched at Mercury's north pole, where the terminator moved
scarcely at dl, and the Sun was fixed on the horizon and could be studied in the minutest detail.

Ceres Observatory, newest, most modern, with its range extending from Jupiter to the outermost
gdaxies,

There were disadvantages, of course. With interplanetary trave il difficult, leaveswould be few,
anything like normd life virtualy impossible, but thiswas alucky .generation. Coming scientistswould
find thefidds of knowledge well regped and, until theinvention of an interstellar drive, no new horizon as
capacious as this one would be opened.

Theselucky four, Tdliaferro, Ryger, Kaunas, and Villiers, were to bein the position of a Galileo, who,
by virtue of owning thefirst red telescope, could not point it anywherein the sky without making amajor
discovery.

But then Romano Villiers had falen sick and it was rheumétic fever. Whose fault was that? His heart had
been | eft lesking and limping.



Hewasthe most brilliant of the four, the most hopeful, the most intense—and he could not even finish his
schooling and get his doctorate.

Worse than that, he could never |eave Earth; the accel eration of a spaceship's takeoff would kill him.

Tdliaferro was marked for the Moon, Ryger for Ceres, Kaunasfor Mercury. Only Villiers stayed
behind, alife prisoner of Earth.

They had tried telling their pity and Villiers had rejected it with something approaching hate. He had railed
at them and cursed them. When Ryger logt histemper and lifted hisfig, Villiershad sprung a him
screaming and broken his nose.

Obvioudy Ryger hadn't forgotten that, as he caressed his nose gingerly with one finger.

Kaunas forehead was an uncertain washboard of wrinkles. 'He's at the Convention, you know. He's got
aroom in the hotel—405.

'l won't see him,' said Ryger.

'He's coming up here. He said he wanted to see us. | thought he said nine. Helll be here any minute.’
'Inthat case,’ said Ryger, 'if you don't mind, I'm leaving.’

Tdliaferro said, 'Oh, wait awhile. What'sthe harm in seeing him?

'Because there's no point. He'sinsane.’

'Even so. Let's not be petty about it. Areyou afraid of him?

‘Afraid!" Ryger looked contemptuous.

'Nervous, then. What is there to be so nervous about?

'I'm not nervous,' said Ryger.

‘Sureyou are. Wedl fedl guilty about him, and without real reason. Nothing that happened was our fault.
But he was speaking defensively and he knew it.

And when, at that point, the door signa sounded, al three jumped and turned to stare uneasily at the
barrier that stood between themsalves and Villiers,

The door opened and Romano Villierswaked in. The others rose stiffly to greet him, then remained
standing in embarrassment, without one hand being raised.

He stared them down sardonically.
He's changed, thought Talliaferro.

He had. He had shrunk in dmost every dimension. A gathering stoop even made him seem shorter. The
skin of his scap glistened through thinning hair, the skin on the back of his hands was ridged crookedly
with bluish veins. He looked ill. There seemed nothing to link him to the memory of the past except for his
trick of shading his eyeswith one hand when he stared intently and, when he spoke, the even, controlled
baritone of hisvoice.

Hesaid. 'My friends! My space-trotting friends! We've lost touch.’



Tdliaferro sad, 'Helo Villiers!

Villierseyed him. 'Areyou wel|?

'Wdl enough.'

'And you two?

Kaunas managed aweak smile and amurmur. Ryger snapped, 'All right, Villiers. What's up?
'Ryger, theangry man,’ said Villiers. 'How's Ceres?

'It was doing well when | [eft. How's Earth?

"Y ou can seefor yoursdf,' but Villierstightened as he said that.

Hewent on, 'l am hoping that the reason dl three of you have come to the Convention isto hear my
paper day after tomorrow.'

Y our paper? What paper? asked Talliaferro.
'l wroteyou dl about it. My method of mass transference.’

Ryger smiled with one corner of hismouth. "Yes, you did. Y ou didn't say anything about a paper, though,
and | don't recall that you're listed as one of the speakers. | would have noticed it if you had been.’

"You'reright. I'm not listed. Nor have | prepared an abstract for publication.’

Villiers had flushed and Talliaferro said soothingly, Takeit easy, Villiers. Y ou don't look well.
Villierswhirled on him, lips contorted. 'My heart's holding out, thank you.'

Kaunassad, 'Listen, Villiers, if you're not listed or abstracted——

'You listen. I've waited ten years. Y ou have the jobs in space and | have to teach school on Earth, but
I'm a better man than any of you or dl of you.'

‘Granted—— began Tdliaferro.

'And | don't want your condescension, either. Mandd witnessed it. | suppose you've heard of Mandd.
Well, he's chairman of the astronautics division at the Convention and | demonstrated mass transference
for him. It was acrude device and it burned out after one use but—— Areyou listening?

'Wereligening,' said Ryger coldly. 'For what that counts.”

'Hell let metalk about it my way. Y ou bet he will. No warning. No advertisement. I'm going to spring it
at them like abombshell. When | give them the fundamenta relationshipsinvolved it will bresk up the
Convention. They'll scatter to their home labs to check on me and builddevices. And they'll find it works.
| made a five mousedisappear at one spot in my lab and appear in another. Mandelwitnessed it.'

He stared at them, glaring first at one face, then at another. He said, 'Y ou don't believe me, do you?
Ryger said, 'If you don't want advertisement, why do yon tell us?

'Y ou're different. Y ou're my friends, my classmates. Y ouwent out into space and left me behind.'



"That wasn't ameatter of choice, objected Kaunasin athin, high voice.

Villiersignored that. He said, 'So | want you to know now. What will work for amouse will work for a
human. What will move something ten feet acrossalab will moveit amillion miles across space. I'll beon
the Moon, and on Mercury, and on Ceres and anywhere | want to go. I'll match every one of you and
more. And I'll have done more for astronomy just teaching school and thinking than al of you with your
observatories and telescopes and cameras and spaceships.’

'Well,' said Tdliaferro, 'I'm pleased. More power to you. May | see acopy of the paper?

'Oh, no." Villiers hands clenched close to his chest as though he were holding phantom sheets and
shielding them from observation. 'Y ou wait like everyone e se. There's only one copy and no onewill see
ittill I'm ready. Not even Manddl.’

'One copy!" cried Tdliaferro. 'If you misplaceit——
I won't. Andif | do, it'sal inmy head.’

'If you—" Tdliaferro dmogt finished that sentence with 'di€’ but stopped himself. Instead, he went on
after an dmost imperceptible pause, '—have any sense, you'll scanit at least. For safety’'s sake!'

'No,' said Villiers shortly. 'Y ou'll hear me day after tomorrow. Y ou'll see the human horizon expanded at
one stroke as it never has been before.'

Again he stared intently at each face. Ten years,' he said. 'Good-bye.
'He'smad,’ said Ryger explosively, staring at the door asthough Villierswere still standing beforeit.

'Ishe? said Tdliaferro thoughtfully. 'l suppose heis, inaway. He hatesusfor irrational reasons. And,
then, not even to scan his paper asa precaution ...

Tdliaferro fingered his own smal scanner ashe said that. It wasjust aneutraly colored, undistinguished
cylinder, somewhat thicker and somewhat shorter than an ordinary pencil. In recent yearsit had become
the halmark of the scientist, much as the stethoscope was that of the physician and the microcomputer
that of the statistician. The scanner wasworn in ajacket pocket, or clipped to adeeve, or dipped behind
the ear or swung at the end of astring.

Tdliaferro sometimes, in his more philosophica moments, wondered how it wasin the days when
research men had to make |aborious notes of the literature or file away full-sized reprints. How unwieldy!

Now it was only necessary to scan anything printed or written to have a micronegative which could be
developed at leisure. Taliaferro had aready recorded every abstract included in the program bookl et of
the Convention. The other two, he assumed with full confidence, had done likewise.

Tdliaferro said, 'Under the circumstances, refusa to scanismad.

'Space!" said Ryger hotly. Thereisno paper. Thereisno discovery. Scoring one on uswould be worth
any lietohim!

‘But then what will he do day after tomorrow? asked Kaunas.
'How do | know? He's amadman.’

Tdliaferro ill played with his scanner and wondered idly if he ought to remove and devel op some of the
amall diversof film that lay stored away initsvitas. He decided againg it. He said, ‘Don't underestimate



Villiers. HEsabrain.'
Ten years ago, maybe," said Ryger. ‘Now he'sanut. | propose weforget him.'

He spoke loudly, asthough to drive away Villiersand al that concerned him by the sheer force with
which he discussed other things. He talked about Ceres and his work— the radio plotting of the Milky
Way with new radioscopes capable of the resolution of Single stars.

Kaunas listened and nodded, then chimed in with information concerning the radio emissions of sunspots
and his own paper, in press, on the association of proton stormswith the gigantic hydrogen flares on the
Sun'ssurface.

Tdliaferro contributed little. Lunar work was unglamorous in comparison. The latest information on
long-scal e wesether forecasting through direct observation of terrestria jet streams would not compare
with radioscopes and protonstorms.

More than that, histhoughts could not leave Villers. Villierswasthe brain. They dl knew it. Even Ryger,
for dl hisbluster, must fed that if masstransference were at dl possblethen Villierswasalogicd
discoverer.

The discussion of their own work amounted to no more than an uneasy admisson that none of them had
cometo much. Taliaferro had followed the literature and knew. His own papers had been minor. The
others had authored nothing of great importance.

None of them—face the fact—had devel oped into space shakers. The colossal dreams of schooldays
had not come true and that was that. They were competent routine workmen. No more than that, they
knew.

Villierswould have been more. They knew that, too. It wasthat knowledge, aswel as guilt, which kept
them in antagonism.

Tdliaferro fet uneadily that Villiers, despite everything, was yet to be more. The others must be thinking
S0 too, and mediocrity could grow quickly unbearable. The mass transference paper would come to pass
and Villierswould be the great man &fter al, as he was always fated to be apparently, while his
classmates, with dl their advantages, would be forgotten. Their role would be no more than to applaud
from the crowd.

Hefdt hisown envy and chagrin and was ashamed of it, but felt it nonetheless.

Conversation died, and Kaunas said, hiseyesturning away, ‘Listen, why don't wedropinonold Villiers
?

There was afad se heartiness about it, acompletely unconvincing effort at casuaness. He added, 'No use
leaving bad fedings...

Tdliaferro thought. He wants to make sure about the mass transference. He'shoping itisonly a
madman's nightmare so he can deep tonight.

But he was curious himsdlf, so he made no objection, and even Ryger shrugged with ill grace and said,
'Hell, why not?

It wasthen alittle before deven.

Tdliaferro was awakened by the ingstent ringing of his door signal. He hitched himself to oneelbow in



the darkness and fdlt distinctly outraged. The soft glow of the ceiling indicator showed it to be not quite
four inthemorning.

Hecried out, ' Whoisit ?
Theringing continued in spurts.

Growling, Tdliaferro dipped into his bathrobe. He opened the door and blinked in the corridor light. He
recognized the man who faced him from the trimensiona s he had seen often enough.

Neverthel ess the man said in an abrupt whisper, ‘My nameis Hubert Manddl.'

'Yes, dr,' said Tdliaferro. Mandd was one of the Names in astronomy, prominent enough to have an
important executive position with the World Astronomical Bureau, active enough to be Chairman of the
adtronauitics section here a the Convention.

It suddenly struck Tdliaferro that it was Mande for whom Villiers claimed to have demonstrated mass
transference. The thought of Villiers was somehow a sobering one.

Mandel said, 'Y ou are Dr. Edward Tdliaferro?

'Yes, gr.!

Then dress and come with me. It is very important. It concerns acommon acquaintance.’
Dr. Villiers?

Mandel's eyesflickered abit. His brows and lashes were so fair asto give those eyes a naked, unfringed
appearance. His hair was silky thin, his age about fifty.

Hesad, 'Why Villiers?
'He mentioned you last evening. | don't know any other common acquaintance.’

Mandel nodded, waited for Taliaferro to finish dipping into his clothes, then turned and led the way.
Ryger and Kaunas were waiting in aroom one floor above Taliaferro's. Kaunas eyeswere red and
troubled. Ryger was smoking a cigarette with impatient puffs.

Tdliaferro sad. 'Weredl here. Another reunion.’ It fell flat.
Hetook asesat and the three stared at one another. Ryger shrugged.

Mandel paced the floor, hands deep in his pockets. He said, 'l apologize for any inconvenience,
gentlemen, and | thank you for your cooperation. | would like more of it. Our friend Romano Villiersis
dead. About an hour ago, his body was removed from the hotel. The medica judgment is heart failure.’

Therewas astunned silence. Ryger's cigareite hovered halfway to hislips, then sank dowly without
completing itsjourney.

'Poor devil,' said Tdliaferro.
'Horrible," whispered Kaunas hoarsely. 'He was ..." His voice played out.
Ryger shook himsdlf. 'Well, he had abad heart. There's nothing to be done!’

‘Onelittle thing,' corrected Mandd quietly. '‘Recovery.'



'What does that mean? asked Ryger sharply.
Mandel said, 'When did you three see him last?

Tdliaferro spoke. ‘Last evening. It turned out to be areunion. We dl met for thefirgt timein ten years. It
wasn't apleasant mesting, I'm sorry to say. Villiersfelt he had cause for anger with us, and he wasangry.’

That was—when?

‘About nine, thefirgt time.'

Thefirg time?

'We saw him again later in the evening.’

Kaunas looked troubled. 'He had stormed off angrily. We couldn't leave it at that. We had to try. It
wasn't asif we hadn't all been friends at one time. So we went to hisroom and——

Mandel pounced on that. "Y ou were dl in hisroom ?

'Yes,' said Kaunas, surprised.

'About when?

'Eleven, | think." Helooked at the others. Talliaferro nodded.
'And how long did you stay?

‘Two minutes,’ put in Ryger. 'He ordered us out as though we were after his paper.’ He paused as if
expecting Mandel to ask what paper, but Mandd said nothing. He went on, 'l think he kept it under his
pillow. At least he lay acrossthe pillow asheyelled a usto leave.’

'He may have been dying then,’ said Kaunasin asick whisper.
‘Not then, said Mandd shortly. 'So you probably al left fingerprints.'

'Probably," said Taliaferro. He was losing some of his automatic respect for Manddl and a sense of
impatience was returning. It was four in the morning, Mande or no. He said, 'Now what's al this about?

'Well, gentlemen,’ ssid Manddl, ‘therésmoreto Villiers desth than the fact of death. Villiers paper, the
only copy of it asfar as| know, was stuffed into the flash-disposa unit and only scraps of it were left.
I've never seen or read the paper, but | knew enough about the matter to be willing to swear in court if
necessary that the remnants of unflashed paper in the disposa unit were of the paper he was planning to
give a this Convention. Y ou seem doubtful, Dr. Ryger.'

Ryger smiled sourly. 'Doubtful that he was going to giveit. If you want my opinion, sir, he was mad. For
ten years he was a prisoner of Earth and he fantasied mass transference as escape. It was al that kept
him alive probably. He rigged up some sort of fraudulent demonstration. | don't say it was deliberate
fraud. He was probably madly sincere, and sincerely mad. Last evening was the climax. He cameto our
rooms—he hated us for having escaped Earth—and triumphed over us. It waswhat he had lived for for
ten years. It may have shocked him back to some form of sanity. He knew he couldn't actudly givethe
paper; there was nothing to give. So he burned it and his heart gave out. It istoo bad.’

Mandd listened to the Cerian astronomer, wearing alook of sharp disapproval. He sad, 'Very glib, Dr.
Ryger, but quite wrong. | am not so easily fooled by fraudulent demonstrations as you may believe. Now



according to the registration data, which | have been forced to check rather hastily, you three were his
classmates at college. Isthat right?

They nodded.
'Are there any other classmates of your present at the Convention?

'No, said Kaunas. 'We were the only four qualifying for adoctorate in astronomy that year. At least he
would have qudified except——'

'Yes, | understand,’ said Mandd. "Well, then, in that case one of you three visited Villiersin hisroom one
last time & midnight.'

There was ashort silence. Then Ryger said coldly, 'Not |." Kaunas, eyeswide, shook his head.
Tdliaferro sad, 'What are you implying?

'One of you cameto him at midnight and insisted on seeing his paper. | don't know the motive.
Conceivably it was with the deliberate intention of forcing him into heart failure. When Villiers collapsed,
the criminal, if | may call him so, was ready. He snatched the paper, which, | might add, probably was
kept under his pillow, and scanned it. Then he destroyed the paper itsdlf in the flash-disposal, but he was
in ahurry and destruction wasn't complete.’

Ryger interrupted. 'How do you know dl this ? Were you awitness?

'Almogt,’ said Mandd. 'Villiers was not quite dead a the moment of hisfirst collgpse. When the criminal
left, he managed to reach the phone and call my room. He choked out afew phrases, enough to outline
what had occurred. Unfortunately | was not in my room; alate conference kept me awvay. However, my
recording attachment taped it. | always play the recording tape back whenever | return to my room or
office. Bureaucratic habit. | called back. He was dead.’

'Wdll, then," said Ryger, ‘who did he say did it?

'Hedidn'. Or if hedid, it was unintelligible. But oneword rang out clearly. It was classmate.' Tdliaferro
detached his scanner fromits placein hisinner jacket pocket and held it out toward Mandd. Quietly he
sad, 'If you would like to develop the film in my scanner, you are welcome to do so. Y ou will not find
Villiers paper there!

At once Kaunas did the same, and Ryger, with ascowl, joined.

Mandel took al three scanners and said dryly, 'Presumably, whichever one of you has done this has
aready disposed of the piece of exposed film with the paper on it. However——'

Tdliaferro raised his eyebrows. 'Y ou may search my person or my room.’
But Ryger was till scowling. 'Now wait aminute, wait one bloody minute. Are you the police?

Mandd stared a him. 'Do you want the police? Do you want a scanda and amurder charge? Do you
want the Convention disrupted and the System press making a holiday out of astronomy and astronomers
?Villiers death might well have been accidenta. He did have abad heart. Whichever one of you was
there may well have acted on impulse. It may not have been a premeditated crime. If whoever it iswill
return the negative, we can avoid agreat dedl of trouble.”

'‘BEven for the crimind? asked Tdliaferro.



Mande shrugged. There may be trouble for him. I will not promiseimmunity. But whatever thetrouble, it
won't be public disgrace and life imprisonment, asit might beif the policearecdledin.’

Slence
Mandd sad, ‘It isone of you three!
Slence.

Mandel went on, 'l think | can seethe original reasoning of the guilty person. The paper would be
destroyed. Only we four knew of the mass transference and only | had ever seen ademongtration.
Moreover you had only hisword, amadman's word perhaps, that | had seen it. With Villiers dead of
heart failure and the paper gone, it would be easy to believe Dr. Ryger'stheory that there was no mass
transference and never had been. A year or two might pass and our criminal, in possession of the mass
transference data, could reved it little by little, rig experiments, publish careful papers, and end asthe
gpparent discoverer with al that would imply in terms of money and renown. Even his own classmates
would sugpect nothing. At most they would bdieve that the long-past affair with Villiers had ingpired him
to begin investigationsin thefield. No more.’

Mandd looked sharply from one face to another, 'But none of that will work now. Any of the three of
you who comes through with mass transference is proclaiming himsdf the crimind. I've seen the
demongtration; | know it islegitimate; | know that one of you possesses arecord of the paper. The
information istherefore usdessto you. Giveit up then.'

Slence

Mandel waked to the door and turned again. 'I'd appreciateit if you would stay heretill | return. | won't
belong. I hopethe guilty onewill usetheinterva to congder. If he'safraid aconfesson will lose him his
job, let him remember that a session with the police may lose him hisliberty and cost him the
psychoprobe.' He hefted the three scanners, looked grim and somewhat in need of deep. 'I'll develop
these!’

Kaunastried to smile. 'What if we make abreak for it while you're gone ?

'Only one of you hasreasonto try,' said Mandd. 'l think | can rely on the two innocent ones to control
thethird, if only out of sdf-protection.’

Heleft.

It wasfivein the morning. Ryger looked at hiswatch indignantly. ‘A hell of athing. | want to deep.’
'We can curl up here' said Tdliaferro philosophicaly. 'Is anyone planning aconfesson ?
Kaunas|ooked away and Ryger'slip lifted.

'l didn't think so." Talliaferro closed his eyes, leaned hislarge head back againgt the chair, and said ina
tired voice, '‘Back on the Moon, they're in the dack season. We've got atwo-week night and then it's
busy, busy. Then there's two weeks of Sun and there's nothing but calculations, correlations, and bull
sessions. That'sthe hard time. | hateit. If there were more women, if | could arrange something
permanent...’

In awhisper, Kaunas talked about the fact that it was till impossible to get the entire Sun above the
horizon and in view of the telescope on Mercury. But, with another two miles of track soon to belaid
down for the observatory— move the whole thing, you know, tremendous forces involved, solar energy



used directly—it might be managed. It would be managed.

Even Ryger consented to talk of Ceres after listening to the low murmur of the other voices. Therewas
the problem there of the two-hour rotation period, which meant the stars whipped acrossthe sky at an
angular velocity twelve timesthat in Earth's Sky. A net of three light scopes, three radioscopes, three of
everything, caught thefidds of study from one another asthey whirled past.

'Could you use one of the poles? asked Kaunas.

'Y ou're thinking of Mercury and the Sun,' said Ryger, impatiently. 'Even a the poles the sky would till
twist, and haf of it would be forever hidden. Now if Ceres showed only one face to the Sun, the way
Mercury does, we could have a permanent night sky with the starsrotating dowly oncein three years!'

The sky lightened and it dawned dowly.

Tdliaferro was hdf-adeep, but he kept hold of half-consciousness firmly. Hewould not fall adeegp and
leave the others awake. Each of the three, he thought, was wondering, "Who? Who?

Except the guilty one, of course.

Tdliaferro's eyes sngpped open as Mandd entered again. The sky, as seen from the window, had grown
blue. Tdliaferro was glad the window was closed. The hotel was air-conditioned, of course, but
windows would be opened during the mild seasons of the year by those Earthmen who fancied the
illuson of fresh ar. Tdliaferro, with Moon vacuum on his mind, shuddered at the thought with redl
discomfort.

Mande sad, 'Have any of you anything to say?
They looked at him steedlily. Ryger shook his head.

Mandel sad, ‘I have developed the film in your scanners, gentlemen, and viewed the results.” He tossed
scanners and devel oped divers of film on to the bed. ‘Nothing! Y ou'll have trouble sorting out the film,
I'm afraid. For that I'm sorry. And now thereis still the question of the missing film.'

'If any,’ said Ryger, and yawned prodigioudly.
Mandel sad, 'l would suggest we come down to Villiers room, gentlemen.’
Kaunas|ooked gtartled. "Why?

Tdliaferro said. 'Isthis psychology ? Bring the crimina to the scene of the crime and remorse will wring a
confesson from him?

Mandel said, 'A lessmeodramatic reason isthat | would like to have the two of you who are innocent
help mefind the missing film of Villiers paper.’

‘Do you think it'sthere? asked Ryger chdlengingly.

'Possibly. It's abeginning. We can then search each of your rooms. The symposium on Astronautics
doesn't art till tomorrow at 10 am. We havetill then.'

'And after that?

'It may haveto bethe police.



They stepped gingerly into Villiers room. Ryger wasred, Kaunas pale. Taliaferro tried to remain cam.

Last night they had seen it under artificid lighting with ascowling, disheveled Villiers clutching hispillow,
staring them down, ordering them away. Now there was the scentless odor of death about it.

Mandel fiddled with the window polarizer to let more light in and adjusted it too far, so that the eastern
Sundippedin.

Kaunasthrew hisarm up to shade his eyes and screamed, The Sun!" so that al the othersfroze.

Kaunas face had goneinto akind of terror, asthough it were his Mercurian Sun that he had caught a
blinding glimpse of.

Tdliaferro thought of his own reaction to the possibility of open air and histeeth gritted. They weredl
bent crooked by their ten years away from Earth.

Kaunas ran to the window, fumbling for the polarizer, and then the breath came out of him in ahuge
gasp.

Mandel stepped to hisside. 'What'swrong? and the other two joined them.

The city lay stretched below them and outward to the horizon in broken stone and brick, bathed in the
rising Sun, with the shadowed portions toward them. Tdliaferro cast it dl afurtive and uneasy glance.

Kaunas, his chest seemingly contracted past the point where he could cry out, stared at something much
closer. There, on the outer window sill, one corner secured hi atrifling imperfection, acrack in the
cement, was an inch-long strip of milky-gray film, and on it were the early rays of therisng Sun.

Mandel, with an angry, incoherent cry, threw up the window and snatchedit awvay. He shielded it in one
cupped hand, staring out of hot and reddened eyes.

Hesad, 'Wait here!'
There was nothing to say. When Mandel |eft, they sat down and stared stupidly at one another.

Mandel was back in twenty minutes. He said quietly—in avoice that gave the impression, somehow, that
it was quiet only because its owner had passed far beyond the raving stage—The corner in the crack
wasn't overexposed. | could make out afew words. It isVilliers paper. Therest isruined; nothing can
be salvaged. It'sgone.’

'What next? said Tdliaferro.

Mandel shrugged wearily. ‘Right now, | don't care. Masstransference is gone until someone as brilliant as
Villiersworksit out again. | shal work onit, but | have noillusonsasto my own capacity. With it gone, |
suppose you three don't matter, guilty or not. What's the difference? Hiswhole body seemed to have
loosened and sunk into despair.

But Tdliaferro's voice grew hard. ‘Now, hold on. In your eyes, any of the three of us might be guilty. I,
for ingtance. Y ou areabig man in the field and you will never have agood word to say for me. The
genera ideamay arisethat | am incompetent or worse. | will not be ruined by the shadow of guilt. Now
let'ssolvethisthing.'

'l am no detective,' said Mande wesrily.

Thenwhy don't you call in the police, damnit?



Ryger sad, 'Wait awhile, Td. Areyou implying thet I'm guilty?
'I'm only saying that I'm innocent.’

Kaunasraised hisvoicein fright. ‘It will mean the psychoprobe for each of us. There may be menta
damage——'

Mandd raised both arams high inthe air. 'Gentlemen! Gentlemen! Please! Thereis one thing we might do
short of the police; and you areright, Dr. Tdliaferro, it would be unfair to the innocent to leave this matter
here!

They turned to him in various stages of hogtility. Ryger said, 'What do you suggest?

'l have afriend named Wendell Urth. Y ou may have heard of him, or you may not, but perhaps | can
arrangeto see him tonight.’

'What if we can? demanded Tdlliaferro. 'Where doesthat get us?

'He'san odd man,’' said Mandd hesitantly. 'Very odd. And very brilliant in hisway. He has helped the
police before this and he may be able to help us now.’

Edward Tdliaferro could not forbear staring at the room and its occupant with the grestest astonishment.
It and he seemed to exist in isolation, and to be part of no recognizable world. The sounds of Earth were
absent in thiswell-padded, windowless nest. Thelight and air of Earth had been blanked out in artificia
illumination and condiitioning.

It was alarge room, dim and cluttered. They had picked their way across alittered floor to a couch from
which book-films had been brusquely cleared and dumped to one side in an amorphoustangle.

The man who owned the room had alarge round face on a sscumpy round body. He moved quickly about
on hisshort legs, jerking hishead as he spoke until histhick glassesdl but bounced off the thoroughly
inconspicuous nubbin that served in the office of anose. Histhick-lidded, somewhat protuberant eyes
gleamed in myopic good nature a them al, as he seated himself in his own chair-desk combination, lit
directly by the one bright light in the room.

'So good of you to come, gentlemen. Pray excuse the condition of my room." He waved stubby fingersin
awide-sweeping gesture. ‘| am engaged in cata oguing the many objects of extraterrologica interest |
have accumulated. It is atremendous job. For instance——'

He dodged out of his seat and burrowed in aheap of objects beside the desk till he came up with a
smoky gray object, semi-tranducent and roughly cylindricd. 'This' he said, ‘isa Cdlistan object that may
be ardic of inteligent nonhuman entities. It is not decided. No more than adozen have been discovered
and that isthe most perfect single specimen | know of

Hetossed it to one side and Tdliaferro jumped. The plump man stared in hisdirection and said, ‘It's not
breakable.' He sat down again, clasped his pudgy fingerstightly over his abdomen and let them pump
dowly in and out as he breathed. ‘And now what can | do for you ?

Hubert Manded had carried through the introductions and Talliaferro was considering deeply. Surdly it
was aman named Wendell Urth who had written arecent book entitled Compar ative Evolutionary
Processes on Water-Oxygen Planets, and surdly this could not be the man.

He said, 'Areyou the author of Compar ative Evolutionary Processes, Dr. Urth?



A bestific smile spread across Urth'sface. 'Y ou've read it?

'Well, no, | haven't, but——'

Urth's expression grew ingtantly censorious. Then you should. Right now. Here, | have acopy.’

He bounced out of hischair again and Mandd cried, 'Now wait, Urth, first thingsfirst. Thisis serious!’

Hevirtualy forced Urth back into his chair and began speaking rapidly asthough to prevent any further
sdeissuesfrom erupting. He told the whole story with admirable word economy.

Urth reddened dowly as he listened. He seized his glasses and shoved them higher up on hisnose. 'Mass
transference!* he cried.

I saw it with my own eyes,' said Mandd.
'And you never told me.'
'l was sworn to secrecy. Theman was ... peculiar. | explained that.'

Urth pounded the desk. 'How could you alow such adiscovery to remain the property of an eccentric,
Mandel? The knowledge should have been forced from him by psychoprobe, if necessary.'

It would havekilled him," protested Manddl.

But Urth was rocking back and forth with his hands clasped tightly to his cheeks. 'Mass transference.
The only way adecent, civilized man could travel. The only possibleway. The only concelvableway. If |
had known. If | could have been there. But the hotel is nearly thirty milesaway.'

Ryger, who listened with an expression of annoyance on hisface, interposed, 'l understand therés aflitter
linedirect to Convention Hall. It could have got you there in ten minutes:”

Urth gtiffened and looked at Ryger strangely. His cheeks bulged. He jumped to hisfeet and scurried out
of the room.

Ryger said, 'What the devil?

Mandd muttered, 'Damnit, | should have warned you.'

'‘About what?

'Dr. Urth doesn't travel on any sort of conveyance. It's a phobia. He moves about only on foot.'

Kaunas blinked about in the dimness. 'But he's an extraterrologi<, isn't he? An expert on life forms of
other planets?

Tdliaferro had risen and now stood before a Galactic Lens on apedestal. He stared at the inner gleam of
the star systems. He had never seen aLens so large or so elaborate.

Mandel said, 'He's an extraterrologi<t, yes, but he's never visited any of the planets on which heis expert
and he never will. In thirty years, he's never been more than afew milesfrom thisroom.’

Ryger laughed.

Mandd flushed angrily. Y ou may find it funny, but I'd gppreciate your being careful what you say when
Dr. Urth comes back.'



Urth sidled in amoment later. 'My apologies, gentlemen,” he said in awhisper. 'And now let us approach
our problem. Perhaps one of you wishesto confess ?

Tdliaferro'slips quirked sourly. This plump, saf-imprisoned extraterrologist was scarcely formidable
enough to force a confession from anyone. Fortunately there would be no need of him.

Tdliaferro said, 'Dr. Urth, are you connected with the police?

A certain smugness seemed to suffuse Urth'sruddy face. ‘I have no officia connection, Dr. Taliaferro,
but my unofficid rdationships are very good indeed.

'Inthat case, | will give you some information which you can carry to the police’

Urth drew in hisabdomen and hitched a his shirttail. 1t came free and dowly he polished his glasseswith
it. When he was quite through and had perched them precariously on his nose once more, he said, 'And
what isthat 7

'l will tell you who was present when Villiers died and who scanned his paper.'
'Y ou have solved the mystery ?

'I've thought about it al day. | think I've solved it.' Tdliaferro rather enjoyed the sensation he was
creating.

'Well, then?

Tdliaferro took adeep breath. Thiswas not going to be easy to do, though he had been planning it for
hours. The guilty man, he said, ‘is obvioudy Dr. Hubert Mandel.'

Mandd stared at Talliaferro in sudden, hard-bresthing indignation. 'Look here, Doctor,’ he began loudly,
'if you have any bass——'

Urth's tenor voice soared above the interruption. 'Let him talk, Hubert, let us hear him. Y ou suspected
him and thereis no law that forbids him to suspect you.'

Mandel fell angrily silent.

Tdliaferro, not dlowing hisvoiceto fdter, sad, 'It ismore than just suspicion. Dr. Urth. The evidenceis
perfectly plain. Four of us knew about mass transference, but only one of us. Dr. Mandd, had actudly
seen ademondtration. He knew it to be afact. He knew a paper on the subject existed. We three knew
only that Villierswas more or less unbalanced. Oh, we might have thought there was just a chance. We
vigted him at eleven, | think, just to check on that, though none of us actudly said so, but he only acted
crazier than ever.

'Check specia knowledge and motive then on Dr. Mandd's side. Now, Dr. Urth, picture something else.
Whoever it was who confronted Villiers at midnight, saw him collapse, and scanned his paper (let's keep
him anonymous for amoment) must have been terribly startled to see Villiers gpparently cometo life
again and to hear him talking into the telephone. Our criminal, in the panic of the moment, redized one
thing: he must get rid of the one piece of incriminating materid evidence.

'He had to get rid of the undevel oped film of the paper and he had to do it in such away that it would be

safe from discovery so that he might pick it up once moreif he remained unsuspected. The outer window
sll wasided. Quickly hethrew up Villiers window, placed the strip of film outside, and |eft. Now, even if
Villierssurvived or if histelephoning brought results, it would be merdly Villiers word againgt hisown and



it would be easy to show that Villiers was unbalanced.’
Tdliaferro paused in something like triumph. Thiswould beirrefutable.

Wendell Urth blinked at him and wiggled the thumbs of his clasped hands so that they dapped againgt his
ample shirt front. He said, 'And the Sgnificance of al that?

The sgnificanceisthat the window was thrown open and the film placed in open air. Now Ryger has
lived for ten years on Ceres, Kaunas on Mercury, | on the Moon—Dbarring short leaves and not many of
them. We commented to one another severd times yesterday on the difficulty of growing acclimated to
Earth.

'Our work worlds are each airless objects. We never go out in the open without asuit. To expose
oursdaves to unenclosed space is unthinkable. None of us could have opened the window without a
severeinner struggle. Dr. Mandd, however, haslived on Earth exclusvely. Opening awindow to himis
only amatter of abit of muscular exertion. He could do it. We couldn't. Ergo, hedid it.’

Tdliaferro sat back and smiled a bit.
'Space, that'sit!" cried Ryger with enthusiasm.

That'snot it a all,' roared Mandd, haf-rising as though tempted to throw himself at Tdliaferro. 'l deny
the whole miserable fabrication. What about the record | have of Villiers phone cal ? He used the word
classmate. The entire tape makes it obvious——

'Hewas adying man,’ said Tdliaferro. 'Much of what he said you admitted was incomprehensible. | ask
you, Dr. Mandd, without having heard thetape, if it isn't truethat Villiers voiceisdistorted past
recognition?

'Well—' said Mandel confused.

I'msureitis. Thereisno reason to suppose, then, that you might not have rigged up the tape in advance,
complete with the damning word classmate." Mandd said, 'Good lord, how would | know there were
classmates at the Convention? How would | know they knew about the mass tranference?

Villiersmight havetold you. | presume hedid.

'Now, look,' said Mandel, 'you three saw Villiersdive a eleven. The medicd examiner, seeing Villiers
body shortly after 3 am., declared he had been dead at |east two hours. That was certain. The time of
death therefore, was between ii p.m. and i am. | was at alate conference last night. | can prove my
whereabouts, miles from the hotel, between ten and two, by a dozen witnesses, no one of whom anyone
can possibly question. Isthat enough for you?

Tdliaferro paused amoment. Then he went on stubbornly, ‘Even so. Suppose you got back to the hotel
by two-thirty. Y ou went to Villiers room to discuss histalk. Y ou found the door open, or you had a
duplicate key. Anyway, you found him dead. Y ou seized the opportunity to scan the paper——'

'And if hewere dready dead, and couldn't make phone calls, why should | hide thefilm ?

To remove suspicion. Y ou may have asecond copy of the film safein your possession. For that matter,
we have only your own word that the paper itself was destroyed.’

'Enough. Enought!" cried Urth. ‘It isan interesting hypothesis. Dr. Taliaferro, but it fallsto the ground of its
ownweight.



Tdliaferro frowned. That's your opinion, perhaps——

It would be anyone's opinion. Anyone, that is, with the power of human thought. Don't you see that
Hubert Mandel did too much to bethe crimina ?

*No,' said Tdliaferro.

Wendell Urth smiled benignly. '‘Asascientist. Dr. Tdliaferro, you undoubtedly know better thanto fall in
love with your own theoriesto the exclusion of facts or reasoning. Do me the pleasure of behaving
amilarly asadetective.

'‘Congder that if Dr. Mandel had brought about the death of Villiers and faked an alibi, or if he had found
Villiers dead and taken advantage of that, how little he would redlly have had to do! Why scan the paper
or even pretend that anyone had done so. He could simply have taken the paper. Who el se knew of its
exisience ? Nobody, redly. There was no reason to think Villierstold anyone else about it. Villierswas
pathologically secretive. There would have been every reason to think that he told no one.

'No oneknew Villierswas giving atak, except Dr. Man-dd. It wasn't announced. No abstract was
published. Dr. Mandel could have waked off with the paper in perfect confidence.

'Evenif he had discovered that Villiers had talked to his classmates about the matter, what of it? What
evidence would his classmates have except the word of one whom they are themsaveswilling to
condder amadman ?

'By announcing instead that Villiers paper had been destroyed, by declaring his degth to be not entirely
natural, by searching for a scanned copy of the film—in short by everything Dr. Mandd has done, he has
aroused a suspicion that only he could possibly have aroused when he need only have remained quiet to
have committed a perfect crime. If he were the criminal, he would be more stupid, more colossally
obtuse than anyone | have ever known. And Dr. Mandd, after dll, is none of that.’

Tdliaferro thought hard but found nothing to say.
Ryger sad, Thenwho did it?

'One of you three. That's obvious!'

'But which?

'Oh, that's obvioustoo. | knew which of you was guilty the moment Dr. Manddl had completed his
description of events!'

Tdliaferro sared at the plump extraterrologist with distaste. The bluff did not frighten him, but it was
affecting the other two. Ryger's lips were thrust out and Kaunas lower jaw had relaxed moronicaly.
They looked like fish, both of them.

Hesad, 'Which one, then? Tdl us'

Urth blinked. 'Firgt, | want to make it perfectly plain that the important thing is mass transference. It can
gtill be recovered.’

Mandd, scowling still, said queruloudly, 'What the devil are you talking about, Urth?

The man who scanned the paper probably looked at what he was scanning. | doubt that he had the time
or the presence of mind to read it, and if hedid, | doubt if he could remember it ... conscioudly.



However, thereisthe psycho-probe. If he so much as glanced at the paper, what impinged on hisretina
could be probed.’

There was an uneasy Hir.

Urth said at once, 'No need to be afraid of the psycho-probe. Proper handling is safe, particularly if a
man offers himsdlf voluntarily. When damage isdone, it is usualy because of unnecessary resstance, a
kind of mentd tearing, you know. Soif the guilty man will voluntarily confess, place himsdf in my
hands——

Tdliaferro laughed. The sudden noise rang out sharply in the dim quiet of the room. The psychology was
S0 transparent and artless.

Wendell Urth looked dmost bewildered at the reaction and stared earnestly at Tdliaferro over his
glasses. He said, 'I have enough influence with the police to keep the probing, entirely confidentid.

Ryger said savagdly, 'l didnt doit.’
Kaunas shook his head.
Tdliaferro disdained any answer.

Urth Sghed. 'Then | shdl haveto point out the guilty man. It will be traumatic. It will make things harder.’
Hetightened the grip on hisbelly and hisfingerstwitched. 'Dr. Tdliaferro indicated that the film was
hidden on the outer window sill so that it might remain safe from discovery and from harm. | agree with
him.

Thank you, said Tdliaferro dryly.

'However, why should anyone think that an outer window gl isa particularly safe hiding place? The
police would certainly look there,

'Even in the absence of the police it was discovered. Who would tend to consider anything outside a
building as particularly safe? Obvioudy some person who haslived along time on an airlessworld has
had it drilled into him that no one goes outs de an enclosed place without detailed precautions.

To someone on the Moon, for ingtance, anything hidden outside a Lunar Dome would be comparétively
safe. Men venture out only rarely and then only on specific business. So he would overcome the hardship
of opening awindow and exposing himsdlf to what he would subconsciously consider avacuum for the
sake of asafe hiding place. The reflex thought, Outside an inhabited structure is safe, would do the
trick.’

Tdliaferro said between clenched teeth, "'Why do you mention the Moon, Dr. Urth ?

Urth said blandly, 'Only as an example. What I've said so far appliesto dl three of you. But now comes
the crucid point, the matter of the dying night.’

Tdliaferro frowned. 'Y ou mean the night Villiersdied?

'l mean any night. See here, even granted that an outer window sill was a safe hiding place, which of you
would be mad enough to consider it asafe hiding place for a piece of unexposed film ? Scanner film
isn't very sengitive, to be sure, and is made to be devel oped under al sorts of hit-and-miss conditions.
Diffuse nighttime illumination wouldn't serioudy affect it, but diffuse daylight would ruin it in afew minutes,
and direct sunlight would ruin it a once. Everyone knowsthat.'



Mandel said, 'Go ahead, Urth. What isthisleading to?

'Y ouretrying to rush me,' said Urth, with amassive pout. 'l want you to seethisclearly. The crimina
wanted, above dl, to keep thefilm safe. It was his only record of something of supreme vaueto himsdlf
and to theworld. Why would he put it where it would inevitably be ruined amost immediately by the
morning Sun? Only because he did not expect the morning Sun ever to come. He thought the night, soto
speak, wasimmortd.

‘But nights aren't immorta. On Earth they die and give way to daytime. Even the Sx-month polar night is
adying night eventualy. The nights on Cereslast only two hours; the nights on the Moon last two weeks.
They are dying nightstoo, and Drs. Tdliaferro and Ryger know that day must dways come.’

Kaunasrose. 'But wait——'

Wendell Urth faced him full. 'No longer any need to wait, Dr. Kaunas. Mercury isthe only sizable object
inthe Solar System that turns only one face to the Sun. Even taking libration into account, fully
three-eights of its surface istrue dark-side and never seesthe Sun. The Polar Observatory is at the rim of
that dark-side. For ten years you have grown used to the fact that nights are immortal, that asurfacein
darkness remains eterndly in darkness, and so you entrusted unexposed film to Earth's night, forgetting in
your excitement that nights must die——'

Kaunas came forward. 'Wait——'

Urth wasinexorable. 'l am told that when Mandel adjusted the polarizer in Villiers room, you screamed
at the sunlight. Wasthat your ingrained fear of the Mercurian Sun, or your sudden realization of what
sunlight meant to your plans? Y ou rushed forward. Wasthat to adjust the polarizer, or to Sare a the
ruined film ?

Kaunasfdl to hisknees. 'l didn't mean it. | wanted to speak to him, only to speak to him, and he
screamed and collgpsed. | thought he was dead and the paper was under hispillow and it al just
followed. Onething led on to another and before | knew it | couldn't get out of it anymore. But | meant
none of it. | swesr it.'

They had formed asemicircle about him and Wendell Urth stared at the moaning Kaunas with pity in his
eyes.

An ambulance had come and gone. Tdliaferro findly brought himsdlf to say tiffly to Mandd, 'l hope, s,
therewill be no hard fedingsfor anything said here.’

And Mandel had answered as iffly, 'l think we had all better forget as much as possible of what has
happened during the last twenty-four hours'!’

They were standing in the doorway, ready to leave, and Wendel | Urth ducked his smiling head and said,
‘Therés the question of my fee, you know.’

Mandell looked at him with a startled expression.

‘Not money,' said Urth at once. 'But when the first mass transference setup for humansis established, |
want atrip arranged for me right away .

Mandd continued to look anxious. 'Now, wait. Tripsthrough outer space are along way off.’

Urth shook his head rapidly. ‘Not outer space. Not at al. | would like to step acrossto Lower Falls,
New Hampshire.'



‘All right. But why?

Urth looked up. To Taliaferro's outright surprise, the extraterrologist's face wore an expression
compounded equally of shyness and eagerness.

Urth said, 'l once—quite along time ago—knew agirl there. 1t's been many years—but | sometimes
wonder..."

Afterword

Some readers may realize that this story, first published in 1956, has been overtaken by events. In
1965, astronomers discovered that Mercury does not keep one side always to the Sun, but has a
period of rotation of about fifty-four days, so that all parts of it are exposed to sunlight at one
time or another. Well, what can | do except say that | wish astronomers would get things right to
begin with? And | certainly refuse to change the story to suit ther whims

Foreword

Thisitemisnot strictly a mystery in the usual sense of the word, or even a story in the usual sense
of the word. | don't know how to describe it, except perhaps as a good-natured satire on scientific
research. | received more mail alter its publication than alter any other item of comparable
length. A particularly pleasant memory is that of receiving a telephone call from a man who spoke
with a strong Central European accent. He said be was in Boston for a convention and wanted to
thank me lor the pleasure 'Pate de Foie Gras had given him, since it so amusingly and effectively
poked knowledgeable fun at science. | tried to get his name, but he wouldn't give it to me. He was
afraid, | suspect, that his reputation might suffer if it were found he read sciencefiction. If heis
secretly reading this book and recognizes himself, | would like to assure him that he has plenty of
company and can take off that plain wrapper. Honest!

Pate de Foie Gras
| couldn't tell you my real nameif | wanted to, and, under the circumstances, | don't want to.

I'm not much of awriter mysdlf, so I'm having Isaac Asmov write thisup for me. I've picked him for
severd reasons. Firgt, he'sabiochemist, so he understandswhat | tell him; some of it, anyway. Secondly,
he can write; or at least he has published considerable fiction, which may not, of course, be the same

thing.
| was not thefirst person to have the honor of meeting The Goose. That belongs to a Texas cotton
farmer named lan Angus MacGregor, who owned it before it became government property.

By summer of 1955 he had sent an even dozen of |ettersto the Department of Agriculture requesting
information on the hatching of goose eggs. The department sent him al the booklets on hand that were
anywhere near the subject, but hisletters smply got more impassioned and freer in their referencesto his
friend,’ the local congressman.

My connection with thisisthat | amin the employ of the Department of Agriculture. Since |l was
attending aconvention at San Antonio in July of 1955, my boss asked me to stop off at MacGregor's
place and seewhat | could do to help him. We're servants of the public and besideswe had findly
received aletter from MacGregor's congressman.

OnJuly 17,1955, | met The Goose.



| met MacGregor first. Hewasin hisfifties, atall man with alined face full of suspicion. | went over dl
the information he had been given, then asked politely if | might see hisgeese.

Hesad, 'Itsnot geese, mister; it's one goose.'
| said, 'May | seethe one goose?
'Rather not.’

'Wdll, then, | can't help you any further. If it'sonly one goose, then there'sjust something wrong withiit.
Why worry about one goose? Edt it.'

| got up and reached for my hat.

Hesad, 'Wait!' and | stood there while hislipstightened and his eyes wrinkled and he had aquiet fight
with himsdlf. '‘Comewith me!

| went out with him to a pen near the house, surrounded by barbed wire, and alocked gateto it, and
holding one goose—The Goose.

That's The Goose,' he said. Theway he said it, | could hear the capitals.
| stared at it. It looked like any other goose, fat, self-satisfied, and short-tempered.

MacGregor said, 'And here's one of itseggs. It's been in the incubator. Nothing happens.' He produced
it from a capacious overall pocket. There was aqueer strain about his manner of holding it.

| frowned. There was something wrong with the egg. It was smaller and more spherical than normal.
MacGregor said, Tekeit.'

| reached out and took it. Or tried to. | gave it the amount of heft an egg like that ought to deserve and it
just sat whereit was. | had to try harder and then up it came.

Now | knew what was queer about the way MacGregor held it. It weighed nearly two pounds.

| sared at it asit lay there, pressing down the pam of my hand, and MacGregor grinned sourly. 'Dropit,’
hesad.

| just looked at him, so hetook it out of my hand and dropped it himsalf.

It hit soggy. It didn't smash. There was no spray of white and yolk. It just lay whereit fell with the bottom
cavedin.

| picked it up again. The white eggshell had shattered where the egg had struck. Pieces of it had naked
away and what shone through was adull yellow in color. My handstrembled. It wasdl | could doto
make my fingerswork, but | got some of therest of the shell flaked away, and stared at the yellow.

| didn't haveto run any andyses. My heart told me.
| was face to face with The Goosel!

The Goose That Laid The Golden Eggs! My firgt problem wasto get MacGregor to give up that golden
egg. | wasamost hysterical about it.

| said, 'I'll giveyou areceipt. I'll guarantee you payment. I'll do anything in reason.’



'l don't want the government butting in," he said stubbornly.

But | wastwice as stubborn and in the end | signed areceipt and he dogged me out to my car and stood
intheroad as| drove away, following mewith hiseyes.

The head of my section at the Department of Agricultureis LouisP. Bronstein. Heand | are on good
termsand | felt | could explain things without being placed under immediate observation. Even o, | took
no chances. | had the egg with me and when | got to the tricky part, | just laid it on the desk between us.

| said, 'It'sayellow meta and it could be brassonly it isn't because it'sinert to concentrated nitric acid.'
Brongtein sad, 'It's some sort of hoax. It must be.'

'A hoax that usesreal gold ? Remember, when | first saw thisthing, it was covered completely with
authentic unbroken eggshell. It's been easy to check a piece of the egg shell. Cacium carbonate.’

Project Goose was started. That was July 20, 1955.

| was the responsible investigator to begin with and remained in titular charge throughout., though matters
quickly got beyond me.

We began with the one egg. Its average radius was 35 millimeters (mgjor axis, 72 millimeters, minor axis,
68 millimeters). The gold shell was 2.45 millimetersin thickness. Studying other eggslater on, we found
thisvaueto be rather high. The average thickness turned out to be 2.1 millimeters.

Insdewas egg. It looked like egg and it smelled like egg.

Aliquots were andyzed and the organic constituents were reasonably normal. The white was 9.7 per cent
abumin. Theyolk had the norma complement of vitellin, cholesterol, phospholipid, and carotenoid. We
lacked enough materid to test for trace congtituents, but later on with more eggs at our disposa we did
and nothing unusua showed up asfar as contents of vitamins, coenzymes, nuclectides, sulfhydryl groups,
€t cetera, et ceterawere concerned.

Oneimportant gross abnormdity that showed was the egg's behavior on heating. A smdl portion of the
yolk, heated, 'hard-boiled' amost at once. We fed a portion of the hard-boiled egg to amouse. It
survived.

| nibbled a another bit of it. Too smal aquarntity to taste, redly, but it made me sick. Purely
psychosometic, I'm sure.

BorisW. Finley, of the Department of Biochemistry of Temple University—a department
consultant—supervised these tedts.

He said, referring to the hard-boiling, The ease with which the egg proteins are heat-denatured indicates
apartid denaturation to begin with and, consdering the nature of the shell, the obvious guilt would lie at
the door of heavy-metal contamination.’

So aportion of the yolk was analyzed for inorganic congtituents, and it was found to be high in
chloraurateion, whichisasingly charged ion containing an atom of gold and four of chlorine, the symbol
for which is AuCl4-. (The'Au’ symbol for gold comesfrom the fact that the Latin word for gold is
‘aurum.”) When | say the chloraurate ion content was high, | mean it was 3.2 parts per thousand, or 0.32
per cent. That's high enough to form insoluble complexes of 'gold protein' which would coagul ate easily.

Finley said, 'It's obviousthis egg cannot hatch. Nor can any other such egg. It is heavy-metal poisoned.



Gold may be more glamorous than lead but it isjust as poisonousto proteins.'
| agreed gloomily. 'At least it's safe from decay, too.’
‘Quiteright. No self-respecting bug would live in this chlorauriferous soup.’

Thefina spectrographic andysis of the gold of the shell camein. Virtualy pure. The only detectable
impurity was iron which amounted to 0-25 per cent of the whole. The iron content of the egg yolk had
been twice normal, aso. At the moment, however, the matter of the iron was neglected.

One week after Project Goose was begun, an expedition was sent into Texas. Five biochemists
went—the accent was ill on biochemistry, you see—aong with three truckloads of equipment, and a
squadron of army personnel. | went aong too, of course.

As soon aswe arrived, we cut MacGregor's farm off from the world.

That was alucky thing, you know—the security measures we took right from the start. The reasoning
waswrong, at first, but the results were good.

The Department wanted Project Goose kept quiet at the start smply because there was alwaysthe
thought that this might still be an €laborate hoax and we couldn't risk the bad publicity if it were. Andif it
weren't ahoax, we couldn't risk the newspaper hounding that would definitely result over any
goose-and-golden-egg story.

It was only well after the Start of Project Goose, well after our arrival at MacGregor's farm, that the real
implications of the matter became clear.

Naturaly MacGregor didn't like the men and equipment settling down dl about him. He didn't like being
told The Goose was government property. He didn't like having his eggs impounded.

Hedidnt likeit but he agreed to it—if you can call it agreeing when negotiations are being carried on
while amachine gun is being assembled in aman's barnyard and ten men, with bayonetsfixed, are
marching past while the arguing isgoing on.

He was compensated, of course. What's money to the government?

The Goose didn't like afew things, either—like having blood samplestaken. We didn't dare anesthetize it
for fear of doing anything to dter its metabolism, and it took two men to hold it each time. Ever try to
hold an angry goose ?

The Goose was put under atwenty-four-hour guard with the threat of summary court-martid to any man
who let anything happentoit. If any of those soldiersread this article, they may get asudden glimmer of
what was going on. If so, they will probably have the sense to keep shut about it. At least, if they know
what's good for them, they will.

The blood of The Goose was put through every test conceivable.

It carried 2 parts per hundred thousand (0-002 per cent) of chloraurate ion. Blood taken from the
hepatic vein was richer than the rest, dmost 4 parts per hundred thousand.

Finley grunted. Theliver,' hesad.

Wetook x rays. On the x-ray negative, the liver was a cloudy mass of light gray, lighter than the viscera
inits neighborhood, because it stopped more of the x rays, because it contained more gold. The blood



vessels showed up lighter than the liver proper and the ovaries were pure white. No x rays got through
theovariesat all.

It made sense, and in an early report Finley stated it as bluntly as possible. Paraphrasing the report, it
went, in part:

The chloraurate ion is secreted by theliver into the blood stream. The ovaries act asatrap for theion,
which isthere reduced to metdlic gold and deposited as ashell about the developing egg. Relatively high
concentrations of unreduced chloraurate ion penetrate the contents of the developing egg.

"Thereislittle doubt that The Goose finds this process useful as ameans of getting rid of the gold atoms
which, if alowed to accumulate, would undoubtedly poison it. Excretion by eggshell may be nove inthe
anima kingdom, even unique, but thereis no denying thet it is keeping The Goose dive.

‘Unfortunately, however, the ovary isbeing localy poisoned to such an extent that few eggs arelaid,
probably not more than will sufficeto get rid of the accumulating gold, and those few eggs are definitely
unhatchable.'

That wasdl he said inwriting, but to the rest of us, he said. That leaves one peculiarly embarrassng
question.’

| knew what it was. Weall did.
Where was the gold coming from ?

No answer to that for awhile, except for some negative evidence. There was no perceptible gold in The
Goose's feed, nor were there any gold-bearing pebbles about that it might have swallowed. There was
no trace of gold anywhere in the soil of the areaand a search of the house and grounds revealed nothing.
Therewere no gold coins, gold jewdry, gold plate, gold watches, or gold anything. No one on the farm
even had asmuch asgold fillingsin histeeth.

Therewas Mrs. MacGregor's wedding ring, of course, but she had only had onein her life and shewas
wearing it.

So where was the gold coming from ?
The beginnings of the answer came on August 16, 1955.

Albert Nevis, of Purdue, was forcing gastric tubes into The Goose—another procedure to which the bird
objected strenuoud y—with the idea of testing the contents of its dlimentary cand. It was one of our
routine searches for exogenous gold.

Gold was found, but only in traces, and there was every reason to suppose those traces had
accompanied the digestive secretions and were, therefore, endogenous—from within, that is—in origin.

However, something el se showed up, or the lack of it, anyway.

| was there when Nevis cameinto Finley's office in the temporary building we had put up
overnight—amost—near the goosepen.

Nevissad. The Gooseislow in bile pigment. Duodena contents show about none.’

Finley frowned and said, ‘Liver function is probably knocked loop-the-loop because of itsgold
concentration. It probably isn't secreting bile at al.’



'It is secreting bile," said Nevis. '‘Bile acids are present in normal quantity. Near normal, anyway. It'sjust
the bile pigmentsthat are missing. | did afeca andysisand that was confirmed. No bile pigments.’

Let me explain something at this point. Bile acids are Steroids secreted by the liver into the bileand via
that are poured into the upper end of the small intestine. These bile acids are detergentlike molecules
which help to emulsify thefat in our diet—or The Goose's—and ditribute them in the form of tiny
bubbles through the watery intestina contents. Thisdistribution, or homogenization, if you'd rather, makes
it easier for thefat to be digested.

Bile pigments, the substances that were missing in The Goose, are something entirely different. Theliver
makes them out of hemoglobin, the red oxygen-carrying protein of the blood. Worn-out hemoglobinis
broken up in the liver, the heme part being split away. The hemeis made up of asquarish
molecule—called a porphyrin—with an iron aom in the center. Theliver takestheiron out and storesit
for future use, then breaks the squarish molecule that isleft. This broken porphyrinishbile pigment. Itis
colored brownish or greenish—depending on further chemica changes--and is secreted into the bile.

The bile pigments are of no use to the body. They are poured into the bile as waste products. They pass
through the intestines and come out with the feces. In fact, the bile pigments are responsible for the color
of thefeces.

Finley's eyes began to dlitter.

Nevissaid, 'It looks as though porphyrin catabolism isn't following the proper coursein the liver Doesn't
it toyou?

It surdly did. To metoo.

There was tremendous excitement after that. Thiswas the first metabolic abnormality, not directly
involving gold, that had been found in The Goosel

Wetook aliver biopsy (which meanswe punched acylindrical diver out of The Goose reaching down
into the liver). It hurt The Goose but didn't harm it. We took more blood samples, too.

Thistime we isolated hemoglobin from the blood and smal quantities of the cytochromesfrom our liver
samples. (The cytochromes are oxidizing enzymes that aso contain heme.) We separated out the heme
and in acid solution some of it precipitated in the form of abrilliant orange substance. By August 22,
1955, we had 5 micrograms of the compound.

The orange compound was similar to heme, but it was not heme. Theiron in heme can bein theform of a
double charged ferrousion (Fe++) or atriply charged ferric ion (Fet+++), in which latter case, the
compound is caled he-matin. (Ferrous and ferric, by the way, come from the Latin word for iron, which
is ferrum.’) The orange compound we had separated from heme had the porphyrin portion of the
molecule dl right, but the metal in the center was gold, to be specific, atriply charged auric ion (Au+++).
We cdled this compound 'aureme," which is ssimply short for ‘auric heme!’

Aureme wasthe first naturally occurring gold-containing organic compound ever discovered. Ordinarily it
would rate headline newsin the world of biochemistry. But now it was nothing; nothing at al in
comparison to the further horizons its mere existence opened up.

The liver, it seemed, was not breaking up the hemeto bile pigment. Instead it was converting it to
aureme; it was replacing iron with gold. The aureme, in equilibrium with chloraurate ion, entered the
blood stream and was carried to the ovaries, where the gold was separated out and the porphyrin
portion of the molecule disposed of by some as yet unidentified mechanism.



Further analyses showed that 29 per cent of the gold in the blood of The Goose was carried in the
plasmain the form of chloraurateion. The remaining 71 per cent was carried in the red blood corpuscles
in the form of ‘auremo-globin.' An attempt was made to feed The Goose traces of radioactive gold so
that we could pick up radioactivity in plasmaand corpuscles and see how readily the auremo-globin
moleculeswere handled in the ovaries. It seemed to us the auremoglobin should be much more dowly
disposed of than the dissolved chloraurateion in the plasma

The experiment failed, however, since we detected no radioactivity. We put it down to inexperience
since none of uswere isotopes men, which was too bad since the failure was highly significant, redly, and
by not redlizing it we lost saverd weeks.

The auremoglobin was, of course, useless asfar as carrying oxygen was concerned, but it only made up
about 0.1 per cent of the total hemoglobin of the red blood cells so there was no interference with the
respiration of The Goose.

Thisstill left uswith the question of where the gold came from and it was Neviswho first madethe crucid
suggestion.

'Maybe,' he said at amesting of the group held on the evening of August 25, 1955, The Goose doesn't
replace theiron with gold. Maybe it changes theiron to gold.'

Before | met Nevis persondly that summer, | had known him through his publications—hisfield isbile
chemigtry and liver function—and had aways considered him acautious, clear-thinking person. Almost
overcautious. Onewouldn't consider him capable for aminute of making any such completely ridiculous
Satement.

It just shows the desperation and demordization involved in Project Goose.

The desperation was the fact that there was nowhere, literaly nowhere, that the gold could come from.
The Goose was excreting gold at the rate of 38-9 grams aday and had been doing it over a period of
months. That gold had to come from somewhere and, failing that—absolutely failing that— it had to be
meade from something.

The demordization that led usto consider the second aternative was due to the mere fact that we were
face to face with the Goose That Laid The Golden Eggs; the undeniable GOOSE. With that, everything
became possible. All of uswereliving in afairy-taeworld and al of usreacted to it by losing al sense of
redity.

Finley consdered the possibility serioudy. 'Hemoglobin,' he said, 'enterstheliver and abit of
auremoglobin comes out. The gold shell of the eggs hasiron asitsonly impurity. Theegg yolk ishighin
only two things; in gold, of course, and aso, somewhat, iniron. It al makesahorrible kind of distorted
sense. We're going to need help, men.’

Wedid, and it meant athird stage of the investigation. The first stage had conssted of mysdlf alone. The
second was the biochemical task force. Thethird, the greatest, the most important of al, involved the
invason of the nuclear physicigts.

On September 5, 1955, John L. Billings of the University of Caiforniaarrived. He had some equipment
with him and more arrived in the following weeks. More temporary structureswere going up. | could see
that within ayear we would have awhole research ingtitution built about The Goose,

Billingsjoined our conference the evening of thefifth.



Finley brought him up-to-date and said, There are agreat many serious problemsinvolved in this
iron-to-gold idea. For onething, thetotal quantity of iron in The Goose can only be of the order of haf a
gram, yet nearly forty grams of gold aday are being manufactured.’

Billings had a clear, high-pitched voice. He said, There's aworseproblem than that, iron is about at the
the bottom of the packing fraction curve. Gold is much higher up. To convert agram of iron to agram of
gold takes just about as much energy asis produced by the fissoning of one gram of U 235!

Finley shrugged. 'I'll leave the problem to you.'
Billingssad, 'Let methink about it.'

He did more than think. One of the things done was to isolate fresh samples of heme from The Goose,
ash it and send the iron oxide to Brookhaven for isotopic analysis. There was no particular reason to do
that particular thing. It wasjust one of anumber of individua investigetions, but it was the one that
brought results.

When the figures came back, Billings choked on them. He said, Theres no Fe56.
'What about the other isotopes? asked Finley at once.
‘All present,’ said Billings, 'in the appropriate relative ratios, but no detectable Fe58!

I'll haveto explain again: Iron, asit occurs naturally, is made up of four different isotopes. These isotopes
arevaieties of aiomsthat differ from one another in atomic weight. Iron atoms with an atomic weight of
56, or Fe56, makes up 91.6 per cent of dl the atomsin iron. The other atoms have atomic weights of 54,
57, and 58.

The iron from the heme of The Goose was made up only of Feb4, Fe67, and Feb8. The implication was
obvious. Fe58 was disappearing while the other isotopes weren't and this meant anuclear reaction was
taking place. A nuclear reaction could take one isotope and |leave others be. An ordinary chemical
reaction any chemicd reaction at al, would have to dispose of al isotopesjust about equally.

‘Butit'senergicaly impossible said Finley.

Hewas only saying that in mild sarcasm with Billings initia remark in mind. Asbiochemists, we knew
well enough that many reactions went on in the body which required an input of energy and that thiswas
taken care of by coupling the energy-demanding reaction with an energy-producing reaction.

However, chemica reactions gave off or took up afew kilo-caories per mole. Nuclear reactions gave
off or took up millions. To supply energy for an energy-demanding nuclear reaction required, therefore, a
second, and energy-producing, nuclear reaction.

We didn't see Billingsfor two days.

When he did come back, it wasto say, 'See here. The energy-producing reaction must produce just as
much energy per nucleon involved as the energy-demanding reaction uses up. If it produces even dightly
less, then the overdl reaction won't go. If it produces even dightly more, then considering the
astronomica number of nucleonsin-voided, the excess energy produced would vaporize The Goosein a
fraction of asecond.'

'So? sad Finley.

'So the number of reections possibleisvery limited. | have been ableto find only one plausible system.



Oxygen - 18, if converted to iron-56, will produce enough energy to drive the iron-56 on to gold-197.
It's like going down one side of aroller coaster and then up the other. WEIl haveto test this!'

'How?
"Firgt, suppose we check the isotopic composition of the oxygen in The Goose.'

Oxygen is made up of three stable isotopes, dmost al of it 016 018 makes up only one oxygen atom
out of 250.

Another blood sample. The water content was distilled off in vacuum and some of it put through amass
spectograph. There was 018 there but only one oxygen atom out of 1300. Fully 80 per cent of the O18
we expected wasn't there.

Billings said, That's corroborative evidence. oxygen-18 is being used up. It isbeing supplied congtantly in
the food and water fed to The Goose, but it is still being used up. gold-197 is being produced. Iron-56 is
oneintermediate and since the reaction that uses up iron-56 isfaster than the one that producesit, it has
no chance to reach significant concentration and isotopic analysis showsits abosence!

Weweren't satisfied, so we tried again. We kept The Goose on water that had been enriched with O18
for aweek. Gold production went up aimost at once. At the end of aweek it was producing 45.8 grams
while the O18content of its body water was no higher than before.

There's no doubt about it,' said Billings.
He snapped his pencil and stood up. That Gooseisaliving nuclear reactor.’
The Goosewas obvioudy amutation.

A mutation suggested radiation among other things and radiation brought up the thought of nuclear tests
conducted in 1952 and 1953 severa hundred miles awvay from the site of MacGregor'sfarm. (If it occurs
to you that no nuclear tests have been conducted in Texas, it just showstwo things; I'm not telling you
everything and you don't know everything.) | doubt that at any timein the history of the atomic erawas
background radiation so thoroughly analyzed and the radioactive content of the soil so rigidly sifted.

Back records were studied. It didn't matter how top-secret they were. By thistime, Project Goose had
the highest priority that had ever existed.

Even weather records were checked in order to follow the behavior of the winds at the time of the
nuclear tests.

Two thingsturned up.

One: The background radiation at the farm was a bit higher than normal. Nothing that could possibly do
harm, | hasten to add. There were indications, however, that at the time of the birth of The Goose, the
farm had been subjected to the drifting edge of at least two falouts. Nothing realy harmful, | again hasten
to add.

Second: The Goose, done of al geese onthefarm, infact, done of al living creatures on the farm that
could be tested, including the humans, showed no radioactivity at al. Look at it thisway: everything
shows traces of radioactivity; that's what is meant by background radiation. But The Goose showed
none.

Finley sent one report on December 6, 1955, which | can paraphrase asfollows:



The Gooseisamost extraordinary mutation, born of ahigh-level radioactivity environment which a once
encouraged mutationsin general and which made this particular mutation abeneficia one.

The Goose has enzyme systems capable of catalyzing various nuclear reactions. Whether the enzyme
system consists of one enzyme or more than oneisnot known. Nor is anything known of the nature of
the enzymes in question. Nor can any theory be yet advanced asto how an enzyme can catdyze a
nuclear reection, since these involve particular interactions with forces five orders of magnitude higher
than those involved in the ordinary chemicd reactions commonly catalyzed by enzymes.

The overdl nuclear changeisfrom oxygen-18 to gold-197. The oxygen-18 is plentiful in its environment,
being present in significant amount in water and al organic foodstuffs. The gold-197 isexcreted viathe
ovaries. One known intermediate isiron-56 and the fact that auremoglobin isformed in the process leads
usto suspect that the enzyme or enzymesinvolved may have heme as a prosthetic group.

There has been cong derable thought devoted to the vaue this overal nuclear change might haveto the
Goose. The oxygen-18 does it no harm and the gold-197 is troublesome to berid of, potentially
poisonous, and a cause of its serility. Itsformation might possibly be ameans of avoiding greater danger.
This danger——'

But just reading it in the report, friend, makesit al seem so quiet, dmost pensive. Actudly, | never saw a
man come closer to gpoplexy and survive than Billings did when he found out about our own radioactive
gold experiments which | told you about earlier—the ones in which we detected no radioactivity in the
goose, S0 that we discarded the results as meaningless.

Many times over he asked how we could possibly consider it unimportant that we had lost radioactivity.

'Y ou're like the cub reporter,” he said, 'who was sent to cover a society wedding and on returning said
there was no story because the groom hadn't shown up.

'Y ou fed The Goose radioactive gold and lost it. Not only that, you failed to detect any natura
radioactivity about The Goose. Any carbon - 14. Any potassum-40. And you called it failure!

We darted feeding The Goose radioactive isotopes. Cautioudy, at firgt, but before the end of January of
1956 we were shovdingitin.

The Goose remained nonradioactive.

'What it amountsto,' said Billings, ‘isthat this enzyme-catalyzed nuclear process of The Goose manages
to convert any unstable isotope into a stable isotope.”

‘Useful.' | said.

‘UsefulAts athing of beauty. It's the perfect defense againgt theatomic age. Listen, the conversion of
oxygen-18 to gold-197 should liberate eight and a fraction positrons per oxygen atom. That means eight
and afraction gammarays as soon as each positron combines with an electron. No gammarays, either.
The Goose must be able to absorb gammarays harmlesdy.’

Weirradiated The Goose with gammarays. Asthe level rose, The Goose devel oped adight fever and
we quit in panic. It wasjust fever, though, not radiation sickness. A day passed, the fever subsided, and
The Goose was as good as new.

‘Do you see what we've got? demanded Billings.

‘A stientific marvel, said Finley.



'Man, don't you see the practical gpplications? If we could find out the mechanism and duplicateit in the
test tube, we've got a perfect method of radioactive ash disposa. The most important drawback
preventing us from going ahead with afull-scae atomic economy is the headache of what to do with the
radioactive isotopes manufactured in the process. Sift them through an enzyme preparation in-large vats
and that would beit.

'Find out the mechanism, gentlemen, and you can stop worrying about falouts. We would find a
protection againgt radiation sickness.

'Alter the mechanism somehow and we can have Geese excreting any element needed. How about
uranium-235 eggshells ?

Themechanism! The mechanism!'

We sat there, dl of us, staring at The Goose.

If only the eggswould hatch. If only we could get atribe of nuclear-reactor Geese.

It must have happened before," said Finley. "The legends of such Geese must have started somehow.’
‘Do you want to wait? asked Billings.

If we had agaggle of such Geese, we could begin taking afew apart. We could study its ovaries. We
could prepare tissue dices and tissue homogenates.

That might not do any good. Thetissue of aliver biopsy did not react with oxygen-18 under any
conditionswetried.

But then we might perfuse an intact liver. We might study intact embryos, watch for oneto develop the
mechanism.

But with only one Goose, we could do none of that.

Wedon't dare kill The Goose That Lays The Golden Eggs.

The secret wasin the liver of that fat Goose.

Liver of fat goose! Pate de foie gras! No delicacy to us!

Nevis said thoughtfully, "We need an idea. Some radical departure. Some crucia thought.'
'Saying it won't bring it, said Billings despondently.

Andinamiserable attempt at ajoke, | said, 'We could advertise in the newspapers,’ and that gave me an
idea

'Sciencefiction!" | said.
'What? said Finley.

'L ook, science-fiction magazines print gag articles. The readers consider it fun. They'reinterested.’ | told
them about the thiotimoline articles Asmov wrote and which | had once read.

The atmosphere was cold with disapproval.

'Wewon't even be breaking security regulations,’ | said, 'because no onewill believeit.' | told them about



the time in 1944 when Cleve Cartmill wrote astory describing the atom bomb one year early and the
F.B.I, kept itstemper.

'And science-fiction readers have ideas. Don't underrate them. Evenif they think it'sagag article, they'll
send their notionsin to the editor. And since we have no ideas of our own, since we're up a dead-end
street, what can we lose ?

They dill didn't buy it.
So | sad, 'And you know ... The Goose won't live forever.'
That did it, somehow.

We had to convince Washington; then | got in touch with John Campbell, editor of the magazine, and he
got intouch with Asmov.

Now the articleisdone. I'veread it, | approve, and | urgeyou al not to believeit. Please dontt.
Only——
Any idess?

Foreword

Originally I had planned to make this another Wendell Urth story, but a new magazine was about
to be published and | wanted to be represented in it with something that was not too clearly a
holdover from another magazine. | adjusted matters accordingly. | ama little sorry now and |
played with the thought of rewriting the story for this volume and restoring Dr. Urth, but inertia
rose triumphant over all.

The Dust of Death

Like dl men who worked under the great Llewes, Edmund Farley reached the point where he thought
with longing of the pleasureit would give him to kill that same grest LIewes.

No man who did not work for LIeweswould quite understand the fedling. Llewes (men forgot hisfirst
name or grew, almost unconscioudy, to think it was Grest, with a capita G) was Everyman'sideaof the
greet prober into the unknown : both relentless and brilliant, neither giving up in the face of failure nor
ever a alossfor anew and more ingenious attack.

Llewes was an organic chemist who had brought the Solar System to the service of his science. It was he
who first used the Moon for large-scale reactions to be run in vacuum, at the temperature of boiling water
or liquid air, depending on the time of month. Photochemistry became something new and wonderful
when carefully designed apparatus was st floating fregly in orbits about space sations.

But, truth to tell, Lleweswas acredit Seder, asn dmost impossible to forgive. Some namel ess student
had first thought of setting up apparatus on the Lunar surface; aforgotten technician had designed thefirst
self-contai ned space reactor. Somehow both achievements became associated with the name of Llewes.

And nothing could be done. An employee who resigned in anger would lose his recommendation and find
it difficult to obtain another job. His unsupported word against that of LIeweswould be worth nothing.
On the other hand, those who remained with him, endured, and finally left with good graceand a
recommendation were sure of future success.



But whilethey stayed, they at |east enjoyed the dubious pleasure of voicing their hatred among
themsdves

And Edmund Farley had full reason to join them. He had come from Titan, Saturn'slargest satellite,
where he had singlehanded—aided by robots only—set up equipment to make full use of Titan's
reducing atmosphere. The mgjor planets have atmospherscomposed largely of hydrogen and methane but
Jupiter and Saturn were too large to deal with, and Uranus and Neptune were still too expensively far.
Titan, however, was Mars-sze, small enough to operate upon and large enough and cold enough to
retain amedium-thin hydrogen-methane atmosphere.

Large-scaereactions could proceed there easily in the hydrogen atmosphere, where on Earth those
same reactions were kinetically troublesome. Farley had designed and redesigned and endured Titan for
half ayear and had come back with amazing data. Y et somehow, amost at once, Farley could seeit
fragment and begin to come together as a L lewes achievement.

The others sympathized, shrugged their shoulders, and bade him welcome to the fraternity. Farley tensed
his acne-scarred face, brought histhin lips together, and listened to the others as they plotted violence.

Jm Gorham was the most outspoken. Farley rather despised him, for he was a 'vacuum man' who had
never |eft Earth.

Gorham said, 'Llewesis an easy man to kill because of his regular habits, you see. Y ou can rely on him.
For instance, look at the way heingsts on eating by himsdlf. He closes his office at twelve sharp and
opensit a one sharp. Right? No one goesinto hisofficein that interval, so poison has plenty of timeto
work.'

Belinsky said dubiously, 'Poison?

'Easy. Plenty of poison dl over the place. Y ou nameit, we got it. Okay, then. Llewes eats one Swiss
cheese on rye with aspecid kind of relish knee-degp in onions. We dl know that, right ? After dl, we
can smdl him al afternoon and we dl remember the miserable howl he raised when the lunchroom ran
out of the relish once last spring. No one dsein the place will ever touch the relish, so poisoninit will hit
only Llewesand noonedse...

It wasdl akind of lunchtime make-believe, but not for Farley.
Grimly, and in earnest, he decided to murder Llewes.

It became an obsession with him. His blood tingled at the thought of LIewes dead, of himsdlf ableto take
the credit that was rightfully hisfor those months of living inasmal bubble of oxygen and tramping across
frozen ammoniato remove products and set up new reactionsin the thin, chill winds of hydrogen and
methane.

But it would have to be something which couldn't possibly harm anyone but LIewes. That sharpened the
matter and focused things on Llewes atmosphere room. It was along, low room, isolated from the rest
of the laboratories by cement blocks and fireproof doors. No one but Llewes ever entered, except in
Llewes presence and with his permission. Not that the room was ever actually locked. The effective
tyranny Llewes had established made the faded dip of paper on the laboratory door, reading 'Do Not
Enter' and signed with hisinitials, more of abarrier than any lock ... except where the desire for murder
superseded dl else.

Then what about the atmosphere room? Liewes routine of testing, hisamost infinite caution, left nothing
to chance. Any tampering with the equipment itself, unlessit were unusudly subtle, would certainly be



detected.

Fire then? The atmosphere room contained inflammable materials and to spare, but Llewes didn't smoke
and was perfectly aware of the danger of fires. No one took greater precautions against one.

Farley thought impatiently of the man on whom it seemed o difficult to wreak ajust vengeance; the thief
playing with hislittle tanks of methane and hydrogen where Farley had used it by the cubic mile. LIewes
for thelittle tanks and fame; Farley for the cubic miles and oblivion.

All those little tanks of gas; each its own color; each a synthetic atmosphere. Hydrogen gasin red
cylinders and methane in striped red and white, amixture of the two representing the atmosphere of the
outer planets. Nitrogen in brown cylinders and carbon dioxide in silver for the atmosphere of Venus. The
ydlow cylinders of compressed air and the green cylinders of oxygen, where Earthly chemistry was good
enough. A parade of the rainbow, each color dating back through centuries of convention.

Then he had the thought. It was not born painfully, but came dl at once. In one moment it had all
crystalized in Farley's mind and he knew what he had to do.

Farley waited a painful month for September i8th, which was Space Day. It was the anniversary of man's
first successful space flight and no one would be working that night. Space Day was, of al holidays, the
one most meaningful to the scientist in particular and even the dedicated LIeweswould be making merry
then.

Farley entered Central Organic Laboratories—to useitsofficid title—that night, certain he was
unobserved. The labs weren't banks or museums. They were not subject to thievery and such night watch
men as there were had a generaly easy-going attitude toward their jobs.

Farley closed the main door carefully behind him and moved dowly down the darkened corridors toward
the atmosphere room. His equipment conssted of aflashlight, asmall via of black powder, and athin
brush he had bought in an art-supply store at the other end of town three weeks before. He wore gloves.

His greatest difficulty camein actudly entering the atmosphere room. It's ‘forbiddenness hampered him
more than the general forbiddenness of murder. Once in, however, once past the mental hazard, the rest

was easy.

He cupped the flashlight and found the cylinder without hesitation. His heart was begating so asamost to
desafen him, while his breath came quickly and his hand trembled.

He tucked the flash under hisarm, then dipped the tip of the artist's brush into the black dust. Grains of it
adhered to the brush and Farley pointed it into the nozzle of the gauge attached to the cylinder. It took
eons-long seconds for that trembling tip to enter the nozzle.

Farley moved it about delicately, dipped it into the black dust again, and inserted it once more in the
nozzle. He repeated it over and over, dmost hypnotized by the intendity of his own concentration. Finaly,
using abit of facid tissue dampened with saliva, he began to wipe off the outer rim of the nozzle,
enormoudy relieved that the job was done and he'd soon be out.

It was then his hand froze, and the sick uncertainty of fear surged through him. The flashlight dropped
clatering to thefloor.

Fool! Incredible and miserablefool! He hadn't been thinking | Under the stress of hisemotion and
anxiety, he had ended at the wrong cylinder!

He snatched up the flash, put it out, and, his heart thumping aarmingly, listened for any noise.



In the continuing dead silence, he regained a portion of his salf-control, and screwed himsdlf to the
redlization that what could be done once could be done again. If the wrong cylinder had been tampered
with, then the right one would take two minutes more.

Once again, the brush and the black dust cameinto play. At least, he had not dropped the via of dust;
the deadly, burning dust. Thistime, the cylinder wastheright one.

He finished, wiping the nozzle again, with a badly trembling hand. His flash then played about quickly and
rested upon areagent bottle of toluene. That would do. He unscrewed the plastic cap, splashed some of
the toluene on the floor, and left the bottle open.

He then ssumbled out of the building asin adream, made hisway to his rooming house and the safety of
his own room. As nearly as he could tell, he was unobserved throughout.

He disposed of thefacia tissue he had used to wipe the nozzles of the gas cylinders by cramming it into
the flash~disposal unit. It vanished into molecular disperson. So did the artist's brush that followed.

Thevid of dust could not be so gotten rid of without adjustments to the disposal unit he did not think it
safe to make. He would walk to work, as he often did, and toss it off the Grand Street bridge...

Farley blinked at himsdlf in the mirror the next morning and wondered if he dared go to work. It was an
idle thought; he didn't dare not go to work. He must do nothing that would attract attention to him on this
day of dl days.

With grayish desperation, he worked to reproduce normal acts of nothingness that made up so much of
the day. It was afine, warm morning and he walked to work. It was only aflicking motion of thewrist
that was necessary to get rid of the vid. It made atiny splash in theriver, filled with water, and sank.

He sat at hisdesk, later that morning, staring at his hand computer. Now that it had al been done, would
it work? Llewes might ignore the smell of toluene. Why not? The odor was unpleasant, but not disgusting.
Organic chemistswere used toit.

Then, if Lleweswere dtill hot on thetrail of the hydro-genation procedures Farley had brought back from
Titan, the gas cylinder would be put into use a once. It would have to be. With aday of holiday behind
him, LIeweswould be more than usualy anxiousto get back to work.

Then, as soon as the gauge cock was turned, abit of gas would spurt out and turn into a sheet of flame.
If there were the proper quantity of tolueneintheair, it would turn as quickly into an explosion---- So
intent was Farley in hisreverie that he accepted the dull boom in the distance as the creation of hisown
mind, a counter-point to his own thoughts, until footsteps thudded by.

Farley looked up, and out of adry throat, cried, 'What— what——"
'Dunno,’ yelled back the other. 'Something wrong in the atmosphere room. Explosion. Hell of amess!'

The extinguishers were on and men begt out the flames and snatched the burned and battered Llewes out
of the wreckage. He had the barest flicker of lifeleft in him and died before adoctor had time to predict
that he would.

On the outskirts of the group that hovered about the scenein grim and gridy curiosity ssood Edmund
Farley. Hispallor and the glisten of perspiration on hisface did not, at that moment, mark him as different
from the rest. He tottered back to his desk. He could be sick now. No onewould remark onit.

But somehow he wasn't. He finished out the day and in the evening the load began to lighten. Accident



was accident, wasn't it? There were occupational risks al chemistsran, especialy those working with
inflammable compounds. No one would question the matter.

And if anyone did, how could they possibly trace anything back to Edmund Farley ? He had only to go
about hislife as though nothing had happened.

Nothing? Good Lord, the credit for Titan would now be his. Hewould be a great man.
The load lightened indeed and that night he dept.

* % %

Jm Gorham had faded abit in twenty-four hours. Hisyellow hair was stringy and only the light color of
his stubble masked the fact that he needed a shave badly.

'‘Weadl talked murder,' hesaid.

H. Seton Davenport of the Terrestrid Bureau of [nvestigation tapped one finger against the desktop
methodically, and so lightly that it could not be heard. He was a stocky man with afirm face and black
hair, athin, prominent nose made for utility rather than beauty, and a star-shaped scar on one cheek.

'Seriously? he asked.

'No," said Gorham, shaking his head violently. ‘At least, | didn't think it was serious. The schemeswere
wild: poisoned sandwich spreads and acid on the helicopter, you know. Still, someone must have taken
the matter serioudy after all ... Themadman! For what reason?

Davenport said, 'From what you've said, | judge because the dead man appropriated other peoples
work.'

'So what,' cried Gorham. ‘It was the price he charged for what he did. He held the entire team together.
Hewas its muscles and guts. Llewes was the one who dedlt with Congress and got the grants. Hewas
the one who got permission to set up projects in space and send men to the Moon or wherever. He
talked spaceship lines and indugtridistsinto doing millions of dollars of work for us. He organized
Central Organic.'

'Have you redized dl this overnight?

'Not redly. I've dways known this, but what could | do ?I've chickened out of spacetravel, found
excusesto avaidit.

| was avacuum man, who never even visited the Moon. Thetruth was, | was afraid, and even more
afraid to have the othersthink | was afraid.’ He virtually spat salf-contempt.

'And now you want to find someone to punish? said Davenport. "Y ou want to make up to the dead
Llewesyour crime againg the live one?

'No! Leave psychiatry out of this. | tell you it ismurder. It's got to be. Y ou didn't know Llewes. The man
was amonomaniac on safety. No explosion could possibly have happened anywhere near him unlessit
were carefully arranged.’

Davenport shrugged. "What exploded, Dr. Gorham? It could have been aimost anything. He handled
organic compounds of al sorts—benzene, ether, pyridine—al of them inflammable.’

'l studied chemistry once, Dr. Gorham, and none of those liquidsis explosive at room temperature as |



remember. There hasto be some sort of heat, aspark, aflame.”
Therewasfiredl right.’
'How did that happen ?

'l can't imagine. There were no burnersin the place and no matches. Electrical equipment of al sortswas
heavily shielded. Even little ordinary things like clamps were specidly manufactured out of beryllium
copper or other non-sparking alloys. LIewes didn't smoke and would have fired on the spot anyone who
approached within ahundred feet of the room with alighted cigarette.’

'What was the |ast thing he handled, then?
'Hard to tell. The place was a shambles!'
'l suppose it has been straightened out by now, though.'

The chemist said with instant eagerness, 'No, it hasn't. | took care of that. | said we had to investigate the
cause of the accident to prove it wasn't neglect. Y ou know, to avoid bad publicity. So the room hasn't
been touched.’

Davenport nodded. ‘All right. Let'stakealook at it.'

In the blackened, disheveled room, Davenport said, "'What's the most dangerous piece of equipment in
the place?

Gorham looked about. The compressed oxygen tanks,' he said, pointing.

Davenport looked at the varioudy colored cylinders standing against the wal cradled in abinding chain.
Some leaned heavily against the chain, tipped by the force of the explosion.

Davenport said, 'How about this one? Hetoed ared cylinder which lay flat on the ground in the middle
of theroom. It was heavy and didn't budge.

That one's hydrogen,' said Gorham.
'Hydrogen isexplosve, isn't it?
That's right—when heated.’

Davenport said, Then why do you say the compressed oxygen isthe most dangerous. Oxygen doesn't
explode, doesit?

'No. It doesn't even burn, but it supports combustion, see. Thingsburninit.'
'So?

'Well, look here" A certain vivacity entered Gorham's voice; he was the scientist explaining something
smpleto theintelligent layman. 'Sometimes a person might accidentally put some lubricant on thevave
before tightening it onto the cylinder, to make atighter sedl, you know. Or he might get something
inflammable smeared on it by mistake. When he opens the vave then, the oxygen rushes out, and
whatever goo is on the valve explodes, wrenching off the valve. Then the rest of the oxygen blows out of
the cylinder, which would then take off like aminiature jet and go through awall; the heet of the
explosion would fire other inflammable liquids nearby.’



'Are the oxygen tanksin this place intact?
'Yes, they are.’

Davenport kicked the hydrogen cylinder at hisfeet. The gauge on this cylinder reads zero. | suppose that
meansit wasin use at the time of explosion and has emptied itself sSnce then.’

Gorham nodded. 'l suppose so.'
'Could you explode hydrogen by smearing oil on the gauge?
'Definitdy not.’

Davenport rubbed his chin. 'Isthere anything that would make hydrogen burst into flame outside of a
spark of some sort?

Gorham muttered, 'A catays, | suppose. Platinum black isthe best. That's powdered platinum.’
Davenport looked astonished. ‘Do you have such athing?

'Of course. It's expensive, but theré's nothing better for catayzing hydrogenations.' He fell silent and
gtared down at the hydrogen cylinder for along moment. 'Platinum black,” he finally whispered. ‘I
wonder——'

Davenport said, 'Platinum black would make hydrogen burn, then?

'Oh, yes. It brings about the combination of hydrogen and oxygen a room temperature. No heat
necessary. The explosion would be just asthough it were caused by hedt, just the same!’

Excitement was building upin Gorham's voice and he fdll to his knees beside the hydrogen cylinder. He
passed hisfinger over the blackened tip. It might be just soot and it might be——'

Hegot to hisfest, 'S, that must be the way it was done. I'm going to get every speck of foreign materia
off that nozzle and run aspectrographic anayss.'

'How long will it take?
'Give mefifteen minutes.’

Gorham came back in twenty. Davenport had made ameticulous round of the burned-out |aboratory. He
looked up. 'Well?

Gorham said triumphantly, ‘It'sthere. Not much, but there!’

Heheld up agrip of photographic negative againgt which there were short white parald lines, irregularly
spaced and of different degrees of brightness. 'Mostly extraneous materid, but you seethoselines...'

Davenport peered closdly. 'Very faint. Would you swear in court that platinum was present?
'Y es,' said Gorham at once.

'Would any other chemist? If this photo were shown achemist hired by the defense, could he clam the
linesweretoo faint to be certain evidence?

Gorhamwas dlent.



Davenport shrugged.

The chemigt cried, 'But it isthere. The stream of gas and the explosion would have blown most of it out.
Y ou wouldn't expect much to be left. Y ou see, that, don't you?

Davenport looked about thoughtfully. 'l do. | admit there's a reasonable chance thisis murder. So now
we look for more and better evidence. Do you suppose thisisthe only cylinder that might have been
tampered with?

'I don't know.'

Then thefirgt thing we do is check every other cylinder in the place. Everything else, too. If thereisa
murderer, he might conceivably have set other booby trapsin the place. It's got to be checked.'

'l get started——"began Gorham eagerly.

‘Uh—not you,' said Davenport. 'I'll have aman from our labsdoit."

The next morning, Gorham was in Davenport's office again. Thistime he had been summoned.
Davenport said, 'It'smurder, al right. A second cylinder had been tampered with.'

You see!’

'An oxygen cylinder. There was platinum black inside thetip of the nozzle. Quite abit of it."

‘Platinum black? On the oxygen cylinder?

Davenport nodded. 'Right. Now why do you suppose that would be?

Gorham shook his head. 'Oxygen won't burn and nothing will make it burn. Not even platinum black.’

'So the murderer must have put it on the oxygen cylinder by mistake in the tension of the moment.
Presumably he corrected himself and tampered with the right cylinder, but meanwhile heleft find
evidence that thisis murder and not accident.’

'Y es, Now it'sonly amatter of finding the person.’

The scar on Davenport's cheek crinkled aarmingly as he smiled. 'Only, Dr. Gorham? How do we do
that? Our quarry left no calling card. There are anumber of people in the laboratories with motive; a
greater number with the chemical knowledge required to commit the crime and with the opportunity to do
0. Isthere any way we can trace the platinum black?

'No,' said Gorham heditantly. 'Any of twenty people could have gotten into the specia supply room
without trouble. What about aibis?

'For what time?
'For the night before.’

Davenport leaned across his desk. 'When was the last time, previousto the fatal moment, that Dr.
Llewes used that hydrogen cylinder?

'l—I don't know. He worked aone. Very secretly It was part of hisway of making sure he had sole
credit.’



'Yes, | know. Weve been making our own inquiries. So the platinum black might have been put on the
cylinder aweek beforefor al we know.'

Gorham whispered disconsolately, Then what do we do?

Davenport said, The only point of attack, it ssemsto me, isthe platinum black on the oxygen cylinder.
Itsanirrationa point and the explanation may hold the solution. But I'm no chemist and you are, so if the
answer isanywhereit'singde you. Could it have been amistake—could the murderer have confused the
oxygen with the hydrogen ?

Gorham shook his head at once. 'No. Y ou know about the colors. A green tank is oxygen; ared tank is
hydrogen.’

'What if he were color blind? asked Davenport.

Thistime Gorham took moretime. Findly he said, 'No. Color-blind people don't generdly goin for
chemidiry. Detection of color in chemica reactionsistoo important. And if anybody in this organization
were color blind, hed have enough trouble with one thing or another so that the rest of uswould know
about it.'

Davenport nodded. He fingered the scar on his cheek absently, 'All right. If the oxygen cylinder wasn't
smeared by ignorance or accident, could it have been done on purpose? Deliberately?

'l don't understand you.'

'Perhaps the murderer had alogica plan in mind when he smeared the oxygen cylinder, then changed his
mind. Are there any conditions where platinum black would be dangerousin the presence of oxygen?
Any conditionsat al?Y ou're the chemist, Dr. Gorham.’

There was a puzzled frown on the chemist's face. He shook his head. ‘No, none. There can't be.
Unless—

'Unless?

'Wdll, thisisridiculous, but if you stuck the oxygen jet into acontainer of hydrogen gas, platinum black on
the gas cylinder could be dangerous. Naturaly you'd need abig container to make a satisfactory
exploson.

'Suppose,' said Davenport, ‘our murderer had counted on filling the room with hydrogen and then having
the oxygen tank turned on.’

Gorham said, with ahdf-amile, ‘But why bother with the hydrogen atmosphere when——' The haf-amile
vanished completely while acomplete palor took its place. He cried, 'Farley! Edmund Farley!'

'What's that?

'Farley just returned from six months on Titan," said Gorham in gathering excitement. Titan hasa
hydrogen-methane atmosphere. He is the only man here to have had experience in such an atmosphere,
and it al makes sense now. On Titan ajet of oxygen will combine with the surrounding hydrogen if
hested, or treated with platinum black. A jet of hydrogen won't. The situation is exactly the reverse of
what it is here on Earth. It must have been Farley. When he entered Llewes |ab to arrange an explosion,
he put the platinum black on the oxygen, out of recent habit. By the time he recaled that the Stuation was
the other way round on Earth, the damage was done.’



Davenport nodded in grim satisfaction. That doesit, | think." His hand reached out to an intercom and he
said to the unseen recipient at the other end, 'Send out aman to pick up Dr. Edmund Farley a Central
Organic.'

A L oint of Paw

There was no question that Montie Stein had, through clever fraud, stolen better than $100,000. There
was also no question that he was apprehended one day after the satute of limitations had expired.

It was hismanner of avoiding arrest during that interval that brought on the epoch-making case of the
State of New Y orkvs. Montgomery Harlow Stein, with al its consegquences introduced law to the fourth
dimenson.

For you see after having committed the fraud and possessed himself of the hundred grand plus, Stein had

camly entered atime machine, of which hewasinillegal possession, and set the controlsfor seven years
and one day inthe future.

Stein'slawyer put it smply. Hiding in time was not fundamentaly different from hiding in space. If the
forces of law had not uncovered Stein in the seven-year interva that was their hard luck.

The Digtrict Attorney pointed out that the statute of limitations was not intended to be a game between
the law and the criminal. It was amerciful measure designed to protect a culprit from indefinitely
prolonged fear of arrest. For certain crimes, adenned period of apprehension of apprehension—so to
peak—was considered punishment enough. But Stein, the D.A. inssted, had not experienced any
period of apprehension at all.

Stein'slawyer remained unmoved. Thelaw said nothing about measuring the extent of a culprit'sfear and
anguish. It amply set atimelimit.

The D.A. sad that Stein had not lived through the limit.

Defense stated that Stein was seven years older now than at the time of the crime and had therefore lived
through the limit.

The D.A. challenged the statement and the defense produced Stein's birth certificate. He was bornin
2973. At the time of the crime, 3004, he was thirty-one. Now, in 3011, he was thirty-eight.

The D.A. shouted that Stein was not physiologicaly thirty-eight, but thirty-one.

Defense pointed out freezingly that the law, once the individua was granted to be mentally competent,
recognized solely chronologica age, which could be obtained only by subtracting the date of birth from
the date of now.

TheD.A., growing impassioned, sworethat if Stein were alowed to go free, half the laws on the books
would be usdless.

Then changethe laws, said Defense, to take time travel into account; but until the laws are changed, let
them be enforced aswritten.

Judge Neville Preston took aweek to consider and then handed down his decision. It was aturning point
inthe history of law. It isamost a pity, then, that some people suspect Judge Preston to have been
swayed in hisway of thinking by the irresistible impulse to phrase hisdecison ashedid.

For that decision, in full, was;



‘A nicheintime saves Stein.'

Afterword

If you expect me to apologize for this, you little know your man. | consider a play on words the
noblest form of wit, so therel

Foreword

Thisisa James Bond type of story, written before | had ever heard of James Bond. Actually, those
who know my writing know that | never introduce naughty motifs into my stories. You can tell

that from the other storiesin this volume. However, an editor— | won't mention his name—once
told me he suspected that | never had love scenes in my stories because | was incapable of writing
them. Naturally | repudiated that suggestion with the scorn and contumely it deserved and said
with heat that it was merely my natural purity and wholesomeness that kept me from doing so.
Snce the expression on his lace was one of obviousdisbeli€f, | said, 'I'll show you. I'll writea
science-fiction love story, but not for publication.’ But it turned out also to be a mystery, and | was
so pleased with it | let it be published. Anyway, it shows| can doitif | want to. It'sjust that | don't
want to, ordinarily.

I'm in Marsport without Hilda

It worked itself out, to begin with, like adream. | didn't have to make any arrangements. | didn't haveto
touch it. | just watched things work out. Maybe right then'swhen | should have smelled catastrophe.

It began with my usua month's layoff between assgnments. A month on and amonth off isthe right and
proper routine for the Galactic Service. | reached Marsport for the usua three-day layover before the
short hop to Earth.

Ordinarily, Hilda, God bless her, as sweet awife as any man ever had, would be there waiting for me
and weld have anice sedate time of it—anicelittle interlude for the two of us. The only trouble with that
isthat Marsport isthe rowdiest hellhole in the system, and anicelittleinterlude isn't exactly what fitsin.
Only, how do | explain that to Hilda, hey?

WEéll, this time my mother-in-lav—God bless her, for a change—got sick just two days before |
reached Marsport; and the night before landing, | got a spacegram from Hilda saying she would stay on
Earth with her mother and wouldn't meet methisonetime.

| grammed back my loving regrets and my feverish anxiety concerning her mother; and when | landed,
there| was.

| wasin Marsport without Hilda! That was till nothing, you understand. It was the frame of the picture,
the bones of the woman. Now there was the matter of the lines and coloring inside the frame; the skin
and flesh outside the bones.

So | caled up FHora—Foraof certain rare episodes in the past—and for the purpose | used avideo
booth. Damn the expense, full speed ahead.

| was giving mysdlf ten to one odds she'd be out, she'd be busy with her videophone disconnected, shed
be dead, even.

But shewasin, with her videophone connected and shewas anything but dead.



She looked better than ever. Age cannot wither nor custom stale, as somebody or other once said, her
infinite variety. And the robe she wore—or, rather, dmost didn't wear—helped alot.

Was she glad to see me? She squedled, 'Max! It's been years.'
'l know, Fora, but thisisit, if you're available. Because guesswhat! I'm in Marsport without Hilda.'
She squedled again. 'lsn't that nice! Then come on over.'

| goggled abit. Thiswastoo much. 'Y ou mean you are available? Y ou have to understand that Flora
was never available without plenty of notice. Well, she wasthat kind of knockout.

She said, 'Oh, I've got some quibbling little arrangement Max, but I'll take care of that. Y ou come on
over.'

I'll come,' | said happily.

Florawasthe kind of girl——Well, | tell you, she had her rooms under Martian gravity, 0-4
Earth-normal. The gadget to free her of Marsport's pseudo-grav field was expensive, of course, but I'll
tell you just in passing that it was worth it, and she had no trouble paying it off. If you've ever held agirl in
your arms a 0-4 gees, you need no explanation. If you haven't, explanations will do no good. I'm aso
sorry for you.

Tak about floating on clouds...

And mind you, the girl hasto know how to handle low gravity. FHoradid. | won't talk about myself, you
understand, but Flora didn't howl for me to come over and start breaking previous engagements just
because she was at |00se ends. Her ends were never |oose,

| closed connections, and only the progpect of seeing it dl in the flesh—such flesh '—could have made
me wipe out the image with such dacrity. | stepped out of the booth.

And at that point, that precise point, that very split instant of time, the first whiff of catastrophe nudged
itsedf uptome.

That first whiff was the bald head of that lousy Rog Crinton of the Mars offices, gleaming over a headful
of pale blue eyes, pae ydlow complexion, and pae brown mustache. He was the same Rog Crinton,
with some Savic grain in hisancestry, that haf the people out on field work thought had amiddie name
that went sunnuvabich.

| didn't bother getting on al fours and beating my forehead against the ground because my vacation had
garted the minute | had gotten off the ship.

| said with only normal politeness, 'What the hell do you want and I'min ahurry. I've got an
appointment.’

He said, "Y ou've got an appointment with me. I've got alittle job for you.'

| laughed and told him in all necessary anatomical detail where he could put the little job, and offered to
get himamallet to help. | said, 'It's my month off, friend.’

He sad, 'Red emergency dert, friend.'

Which meant, no vacation, just like that. | couldn't believeit. | said, 'Nuts, Rog. Have aheart. | got an
emergency aert of my own.’



‘Nothing likethis!'

'Rog,' | pleaded, ‘can't you get someone else? Anyone else?

'You'rethe only Class A agent on Mars.’

'Send to Earth, then. They stack agents like micropile units at Headquarters.'

This has got to be done before 11 p.m. What's the matter ?'Y ou haven't got three hours ?
| grabbed my head. The boy just didn't know. | said. 'Let me make acal, will you?

| stepped back in the booth, glared at him, and said, 'Private!’

Flora shone on the screen again, like amirage on an asteroid. She said, 'Something wrong, Max ? Don't
say something'swrong. | canceled my other engagement.’

| said, 'Flora, baby, I'll bethere. I'll be there. But something's come up.' .

She asked the naturd question in ahurt tone of voice and | said, 'No. Not another girl. With youin the
same town they don't make any other girls. Females, maybe. Not girls. Baby! Honey! It'sbusiness. Just
hold on. It won't take long."

Shesad, ‘All right,’ but she said it kind of like it wasjust enough not al right so that | got the shivers.

| stepped out of the booth and said, 'All right, Rog Sunnuvabich, what kind of mess have you cooked up
for me?

We went into the spaceport bar and got us an insulated booth. He said, The An tores Giantiscoming in
from Siriusin exactly haf an hour, at 8 p.m. locd time!'

'Okay.

"Three men will get out, among others, and will wait for the Space Eater coming in from Earth at 11 p.m.
and leaving for Capdlla some time theresfter. The three men will get on the Space Eater and will then be
out of our jurisdiction.’

|&).|

'S0 between eight and deven, they will bein aspecid waiting room and you will be with them. | havea
trimensiona image of each for you so you'll know who they are and which iswhich. Y ou have between
eight and €leven to decide which oneis carrying contraband.'

'What kind of contraband?
Theworst kind. Altered Spaceoline.’
'Altered Spaceoline?

He had thrown me. | knew what Spaceoline was. If you've been on a space hop you know too. Andin
case you're Earthbound yoursdlf the bare fact isthat everyone needsit on the first space trip; amost
everybody needsit for the first dozen trips; lots need it every trip. Without it, there is vertigo associated
with freefdl, screaming terrors, semipermanent psychoses. With it, thereis nothing; you don't mind a
thing. And it isn't habit-forming; it has no adverse sde effects. Spaceolineisided, essentid,
unsubdtitutable. When in doubt, take Spaceoline.



Rog said, That'sright, atered Spaceoline. It can be changed chemically, by asmple reaction that can be
conducted in anyone's basement, into adrug that will give one giant-sze charge and become your
baby-blue habit the first time. It is on a par with the most dangerous aka oids we know.’

'And we just found out about it?

'No. The Service has known about it for years, and we've kept others from knowing by squashing every
discovery flat. Now, however, the discovery has gonetoo far.'

'Inwhat way?

'One of the men who will be stopping over at this spaceport is carrying some of the atered Spaceoline on
his person. Chemistsin the Capdllan system, which is outside the Federation, will andlyzeit and set up
ways of synthesizing more. After that, it's either fight the worst drug menace weve ever seen or suppress
the matter by suppressing the source.’

"Y ou mean Spaceoline!

‘Right. And if we suppress Spaceoline, we suppress space travel.

| decided to put my finger on the point. "Which one of the three hasit?

Rog smiled nadtily. 'If we knew, would we need you? Y ou're to find out which of the three.”

"You're cdling on mefor a lousy frisk job?

Touch thewrong one a the risk of ahaircut down to the larynx. Every one of thethreeisabig man on
his own planet. Oneis Edward Harponaster; one is Joagquin Lipsky; and oneis Andiamo Ferrucci. Well

?

Hewasright. I'd heard of every one of them. Chances are you have too. Important, very important
people, and not one was touchable without proof in advance. | said, "Would one of them touch adirty
dedl like—'

There aretrillionsinvolved, said Rog, ‘which means any one of the three would. And one of them has,
because Jack Hawk got that far before he was killed——'

‘Jack Hawk's dead?' 'Right, and one of those guys arranged the killing. Now you find out which. Y ou put
the finger on the right one before eleven and there's a promotion, araisein pay, a payback for poor Jack

Hawk, and arescue of the Galaxy. Y ou put the finger on the wrong one and therelll be anasty interstellar
Stuation and you'll be out on your ear and also on every blacklist from here to Antares and back.’

| said, 'Suppose | don't finger anybody?

That would be like fingering the wrong one asfar asthe Serviceis concerned.’
'I've got to finger someone, but only the right one, or my head's handed to me?
'Inthin dices. Y ou're beginning to understand me, Max.'

Inalong lifetime of looking ugly, Rog Crinton had never looked uglier. The only comfort | got out of
garing a him wasthe redlization that he was married too, and that he lived with hiswife at Marsport all
year round. And does he deserve that! Maybe I'm hard on him, but he deservesiit.

| put inaquick cdl to Flora, as soon as Rog was out of sight.



She said, 'Well? The magnetic seams on her robe were opened just right and her voice sounded as
thrillingly soft as she looked.

| said, 'Baby, honey, it's something | can't talk about, but I've got to do it, see ? Now you hang on, I'll get
it over withif I have to swim the Grand Cand to theicecap in my underwear, see ?If | haveto claw
Phobos out of the sky. If | haveto cut myself in pieces and mail mysdlf parcel post.’

'Gee,' shesaid, 'if | thought | was going to have to wait...

| winced. Shejust wasn't the type to respond to poetry. Actudly, she wasasmple creature of action ...
but after al, if | were going to be drifting through low gravity in aseaof jasmine perfumewith Flora,
poetry responseis not the type of qualification | would consider most indispensable.

| said urgently, ‘Just hold on, Flora. | won't beany timeat al. I'll makeit up to you.'

| was annoyed, sure, but | wasn't worried as yet. Rog hadn't more than left me when | figured out exactly
how | was going to tell the guilty man from the others.

It was essy. | should have called Rog back and told him, but there's no law against wanting egg in your
beer and oxygenin your air. It would take me five minutes and then off | would go to Flora; alittle late,
maybe, but with apromotion, araise, and adobbering kiss from the Service on each cheek.

You seg, it'slikethis. Big industridists don't go space hopping much; they use transvideo reception.
When they do go to some ultra-high interstellar conference, as these three were probably going, they
took Spaceoline. For onething, they didn't have enough hops under their belt to risk doing without. For
another, Spaceoline was the expensive way of doing it and industridists did things the expensive way. |
know their psychology.

Now that would hold for two of them. The one who carried contraband, however, couldn't risk
Spaceoline—even at the price of risking space sickness. Under Spaceoline influence, he could throw the
drug away, or giveit away, or tak gibberish about it. He would have to stay in control of himself.

It was assmple asthat.

The Antares Giant was on time. They brought in Lipsky first. He had thick, ruddy lips, rounded jowls,
very dark eyebrows, and hair just beginning to show gray. He just looked at me and sat down. Nothing.
He was under Spaceoline.

| said, 'Good evening, Sir.'

Hesad, in adreamy voice. 'Surredismus of Panamy heartsin three-quarter time for acup of coffeedom
of speech.’

That was Spaceoline dl theway. The buttonsin the human mind were set free-swinging. Each syllable
suggeststhe next in free association.

Andiamo Ferrucci camein next. Black mustache, long and waxed, olive complexion, pock-marked face.
He sat down.

| said, 'Nicetrip ?
Hesaid, Trip thelight fantastic lock the clock is Growings on the bird."
Lipsky said, 'Bird to the wise guyed book to al places everybody.'



| grinned. That |eft Harponaster. | had my needle gun negtly pamed and out of sight and the magnetic coil
ready to grip him.

An then Harponaster camein. Hewasthin, leathery, and, though near-bad, consderably younger than
he seemed in histrimensona image. And he was Spaceolined to the gills.

| sad, 'Damn!’

Harponaster said, 'Damyankee note speech to hislast time | saw wood you say 0.’

Ferrucci said, 'Sow the seed the territory under dispute do well to come-aong long road tonightingale.'
Lipsky sad, 'Gay lords hopping pong bdls.'

| stared from one to the other as the nonsense ran down in shorter and shorter spurts and then silence.

| got the picture, al right. One of them was faking. He had thought ahead and redlized that omitting the
Spaceoline would be agiveaway. He might have bribed an officia into injecting sdine or dodged it some
other way.

One of them wasfaking. It wasn't hard to fake the thing. Comedians on sub-etheric had a Spaceoline skit
regularly. It was amazing the liberties they could take with the moral codein that way. You've heard
them.

| stared at them and got the first prickle at the base of my skull that said: What if you don't finger the right
one?

It was eight-thirty and there was my job, my reputation, my head growing rickety upon my neck to be
considered. | saved it al for later and thought of Flora. She wasn't going to wait for me forever. For that
matter, chances were she wouldn't wait for half an hour.

| wondered. Could the faker keep up free association if nudged gently onto dangerous territory ?

| said, Thefloor's covered with anice solid rug' and ran the last two words together to make it 'soli
drug."

Lipsky: 'Drug from underneath the dough re mi fasol to be saved.’

Ferrucc said, 'Saved and a haircut above the common herd something about younicorny as Kansas high
asmy knee!

Harponaster said, 'Kneether wind nor snow usetry to by four ever and effervescence and sensibilityter
totter.'

Lipsky sad, Tottersand rags.’
Ferrucci said, 'Agsactly.
Harponaster said, 'Actiymation.’
A few grunts and they ran down.

| tried again and | didn't forget to be careful. They would remember everything | said afterward and what
| said had to be harmless. | said. Thisisadarned good space-line.’



Ferucci said, lines and tigers and e ephanthills on the prairie dogs do bark of the boughwough——
| interrupted, looking at Harponaster, ‘A darned good space-line.’

‘Linethe bed and rest alittle black sheepishion of wrong way to ring the clothes of a perfect day.’

| interrupted again, glaring at Lipsky. '‘Good space-line.’

‘Lironis hot-chacalit ain't gonna be the same on you vee and double the stakes and potato and hedl '
Someone else said, 'Hedl the sicknecessaryd and white will wincetance.’

"Tance with medtime.’

I'm comingle’

'Inglish.

'Ishter sedls!

'Edls!

| tried afew more times and got nowhere. The faker, whichever he was, had practiced or had natura
talents a talking free association. He was disconnecting his brain and |etting the words come out any old
way. And he must beinspired by knowing exactly what | was after. If 'drugl hadn't given it away,
'space-line three times repeated must have. | was safe with the other two, but he would know.

And he was having fun with me. All three were saying phrases that might have pointed to a deep inner
guilt—'sol to be saved, 'little black sheepishion of wrong,' 'drug from underneath,’ and so on. Two were
saying such things heplesdy, randomly. The third was amusing himsdlf.

So how did | find thethird?1 wasin afeverish thrill of hatred against him and my fingerstwitched. The
bastard was subverting the Galaxy. More than that, he was kegping me from Fora

| could go up to each of them and start searching. The two who were redlly under Spaceoline would
make no move to sop me. They could fedd no emotion, no fear, no anxiety, no hate, no passion, no
desrefor salf-defense. And if one made the dightest gesture of resistance | would have my man.

But the innocent ones would remember afterward.

| sghed. If | tried it, | would get the crimind dl right, but later | would be the nearest thing to chopped
liver any man had ever been. There would be a shakeup in the Service, abig stink the width of the
Gdaxy, and in the excitement and disorganization, the secret of atered Spaceoline would get out anyway
and so what the hell.

Of course, the one | wanted might be the first one | touched. One chance out of three. I'd have one out
and only God can make athree.

Damn it, something had started them going while | was muttering to mysdlf and Spaceoline is contagioust
agigolo my, oh---- | stared desperately at my watch and my line of sight focused on nine-fifteen.

Where the devil wasthetime going to ?

Oh, my; oh, nuts, oh, Floral



| had no choice. | made my way to the booth for another quick call to Flora. Just aquick one, you
understand, to keep things alive, assuming they weren't dead aready.

| kept saying to mysdlf: Shewon't answer.

| tried to prepare mysdlf for that. There were other girls, there were other---- Hell, there were no other
girls

If Hildahad beenin Marsport, | would never have had Floraon my mind in thefirst place and it wouldn't
have mattered. But | wasin Marsport without Hildaand | had made a date with Flora; Floraand abody
that had been made up out of hegping handfuls of &l that was soft and fragrant and firm; Floraand a
low-gravity room and away about her that made it seem like free fal through awarm, bresthable ocean
of champagne-flavored meringue----The signd was signaling and signading and | didn't dare break off.

Answer! Answer!

She answered. Shesaid, 'It'syou '

'Of course, sweetheart, who else would it be?

‘Lots of people. Someone who would come.’

‘Theresjudt thislittle detail of business, honey.’

'What business? Plastons for who?

| dmogt corrected her grammar, but | was wondering what this plastons kick was.

Then | remembered. | told her once | was a plaston sdlesman. That wasthetime! brought her aplaston
nightgown that was honey. Just thinking of it made me ache where | needed no more ache.

| said, 'Look, just give me another haf-hour ...
Her eyesgrew moid. 'I'm sitting here dl by mysdf.’

I'll makeit up to you.' To show you how desperate | was getting, | was definitely beginning to think
along pathsthat could lead only to jewelry, even though asizable dent in the bankbook would show up
to Hildas piercing eye like the Horsehead Nebulainterrupting the Milky Way.

She said, 'l had a perfectly good date and | broke it off.’
| protested, 'Y ou said it was aquibbling little arrangement.’
That wasamistake. | knew it the minute | said it.

She shrieked. 'Quibbling little arrangement!" It was what she had said. But having the truth on your
sdejust makesit worsein arguing with awoman. Don't | know ?"Y ou call aman whao's promised me an
edtate on Earth——'

She went on and on about that estate on Earth. There wasn't agal in Marsport who wasn't wangling for
an estate on Earth and you could count the number who got one on the sixth finger of either hand. But
hope springs eternal in the human breast, and Florahad plenty of room for it to spring in.

| tried to stop her. | threw in honeys and babies until you would have thought that every bee on the planet
Earth was pregnant.



No use.

Shefindly said, '"And herel am all done, with nobody, and what do you think that will do to my
reputation? and broke off contact.

Widl, shewasright. | fdt like the lowest hed in the Galaxy. If the word did get around that she had been
stood up, the word would aso get around that she was standuppable, that she waslosing the old touch.
A thing likethat can ruinagirl.

| went back into the reception room. A flunky outside the door sauted mein.

| stared at the three industridists and speculated on the order in which | would dowly choke each to
death if I could but receive choking orders. Harponaster first, maybe. He had athin, stringy neck that the
fingers could go around neatly and asharp Adam's apple against which the thumbs could find purchase.

It cheered me up infinitesmdly, to the point where | muttered, 'Boy!" just out of sheer longing.
It started them off at once. Ferrucci said, 'Boyl the watern the spout you go in the. snow to sneeze——'
Harponaster of the scrawny neck added, 'Nies and nephew don't like orporalley cat.'

Lipsky said, 'Cattle for shipmentering the home stretchings are good bait and drank drunk.’
'Drunkle aunterior passageway! awhile’

'While beasts oh pray.’

'Raylsto Chicago.'

'‘Goway.'

'Waiter.'

Terble'

'‘Ble!

Then nothing.

They stared & me. | stared at them. They were empty of emotion—or two were—and | was empty of
ideas. And time passed.

| stared at them some more and thought about Flora. It occurred to me that | had nothing to lose that |
had not dready lost. | might aswell talk about her.

| said, 'Gentlemen, thereisadgirl in thistown whose name | will not mention for fear of compromising her.
L et me describe her to you, gentlemen.’

And| did. If | say so mysdlf, the last two hours had honed me to such afine force-field edge that the
description of Floratook on akind of poetry that seemed to be coining from some wellspring of
masculine force deep in the sub-basement of my unconscious.

And they sat frozen, dmost as though they were listening, and hardly ever interrupting. People under
Spaceoline have akind of politeness about them. They won't speak when someone else is speaking.
That'swhy they take turns.



Occasiondly, of course, | paused a bit because the poignancy of the subject matter made me want to
linger and then one of them might put in afew words before | could gather myself together and continue.

'Pinknic of champagnes and aches and bittern of the century box.’
'Round that and/or thisandy beaches!'

'Assault and peppert girlieping leopard.”

| drowned them out and kept talking. Thisyoung lady, gentlemen,’ | said, 'has an apartment fitted out for
low gravity. Now you might ask of what useislow gravity?| intend to tell you, gentlemen, for if you have
never had occasion to spend a quiet evening with aMarsport primadonnain privacy, you cannot
imagine——

But | tried to make it unnecessary for them to imagine— theway | told it they were there. They would

remember dl thisafterward but | doubted mightily that either of the two innocents would object toit in
hindsight. Chances were they would look me up to ask a phone number.

| kept it up, with loving, careful detail and akind of heartfelt sadnessin my voice, until the loudspesker
announced the arrival of the Space Eater. That wasthat. | said in aloud voice, 'Rise, gentlemen.’

They got up in unison, faced the door, started walking, and as Ferrucci passed me, | tapped him on the
shoulder and said, 'Not you, you murdering louse," and my magnetic coil was on hiswrist before he could
breethe twice.

Ferrucci fought like ademon. He was under no Spaceoline influence. They found the atered Spaceoline
in thin flesh-colored plagtic pads hugging theinner surface of histhighs, with hairsaffixed to it in the
normal pattern. Y ou couldn't seeit at al; you could only fed it, and even then it took aknife to make
sure.

Afterward, Rog Crinton, grinning and half-insane with relief, held me by the lapd with adeath grip. 'How
did you do it? What gave it away?

| said, trying to pull loose, 'One of them was faking a Spaceolinejag. | wassureof it. So | told
them——' | grew cautious. None of the bum's business asto the details, you know. ‘—uh, ribald stories,
see, and two of them never reacted, so they were Spaceolined. But Ferrucci's breathing speeded up and
the beads of sweat came out on hisforehead. | gave a pretty dramatic rendition, and he reacted, so he
was under no Spaceoline. And when they al stood up to head out for the ship, | was sure of my man and
stopped him. Now will you let me go?

Helet go and | dmogt fell over backward.

| was set to take off. My feet were pawing at the ground without any instructionsfor me, but | turned
back.

'Hey, Rog,' | sad, ‘can you sign me achit for athousand credits without its going on the record—for
services rendered to the Service ?

That'swhen | redized he was haf-insane with relief and very temporary gratitude, because he said, 'Sure,
Max, sure. Ten thousand creditsif you want it.'

'l want,'" | said. 'l want. | want.'

Hefilled out an officia Service chit for ten thousand credits, good as cash anywherein half the Galaxy.



Hewas actudly grinning as he gaveit to me and you can bet | was grinning as| took it.

How he intended accounting for it was his affair. The point wasthat | wouldn't have to account for it to
Hilda

| stood in the booth, one last time, Sgnaling Flora. | didn't dare let mattersgo till | reached her place. The
additional half-hour might just give her timeto get someone dsg, if she hadn't areadly.

Make her answer. Make her answer. Make her---- She answered, but she was in formal clothes. She
was going out and | had obvioudy caught her by two minutes.

'l am going out,' she announced. 'Some men can be decent. And | do not wish to seeyou inthe
henceforward. | do not wish ever to find my eyes upon you. Y ou will do me agreat favor, Mister
Whoeveryouare, if you will unhand my signa combination and never pollute it with——'

| wasn't saying anything. | was just standing there holding my breath and dso holding the chit up where
she could seeit. Just standing there. Just holding.

Sure enough, at the word 'pollute’ she camein for acloser look. She wasn't much on education, that girl,
but she could read 'ten thousand credits faster than any college graduate in the Solar System.

Shesad, 'Max! For me?
'All for you, baby," | said. 'l told you | had alittle businessto do. | wanted to surprise you.'

'Oh Max that's sweet of you. | didn't really mind. | wasjoking. Now you comeright hereto me." She
took off her coat, which with Fioraisavery interesting action to watch.

"What about your date ? | said.

'l said | wasjoking,' she said. She .dropped her coat gently to the floor, and toyed with a brooch that
seemed to hold together what there was of her dress.

I'm coming,' | said faintly.

'With every single one of those credits now,’ she said roguishly.

'With every singleone,' | said.

| broke contact, stepped out of the booth, and now, findly, | was st redly set.
| heard my name called.

'Max! Max!" Someone was running toward me. 'Rog Grinton said | would find you here. Mamasall right
after dl, so | got speciad passage on the Space Eater and what's this about ten thousand credits?

| didn't turn. | said, 'Hello, Hilda.'
| stood rock steady.

And then | turned and did the hardest thing | ever succeeded in doing in al my goddam,
good-for-nothing, space-hopping life.

| smiled.



Foreword

Thisrequires a little explanation. ‘Marooned Off Vesta,' the first of this connected pair of stories,
isnot a mystery in any way. It does, however, happen to be thefirst story | ever published. When
the twentieth anniversary of that first publication approached, the editors of the magazinein
which it had appeared asked me if | would write a story to mark the anniversary. | did, and with
predictable corniness this second story, 'Anniversary,’ dealt with the meeting of the characters of
thefirst story on the twentieth anniversary of the eventsin that first story. And the pair of stories,
taken together, make a mystery. | think it only fair to tell the Gentle Reader that very little of that
first-published story has been changed. If my inexperience shows—I wasin my teenswhen it was
published—forgive me. What's more, to meet the suspicions of some readers who never read the
story in itsfirst appearance—not having been born at the time—I did not change one word of the
first story in order to make it easier to plot the mystery in the second. It is a sobering thought that
when this book appears the thirtieth anniversary of that first publication will be only a year away.

M ar ooned off Vesta

'Will you please stop waking up and down like that? said Warren Moore from the couch. ‘It won't do
any of usany good. Think of our blessings, were artight, aren't we?

Mark Brandon whirled and ground histeeth a him. 'I'm glad you feel happy about that,’ he spat out
vicioudy. 'Of course, you don't know that our air supply will last only three days.' He resumed his
interrupted stride with adefiant air.

Moore yawned and siretched, assumed amore comfortable position, and replied. 'Expending al that
energy will only useit up faster. Why don't you take a hint from Mike here? He'staking it easy.’

'Mike was Michael Shea, late amember of the crew of the Slver Queen. His short, squat body was
resting on the only chair in the room and his feet were on the only table. He looked up as his name was
mentioned, his mouth widening in atwisted grin.

"Y ou've got to expect things like this to happen sometimes,' he said. ‘Bucking the asteroidsis risky
business. We should've taken the hop. It takeslonger, but it's the only safe way. But no, the captain
wanted to make the schedule; he would go through—Mike spat disgustedly—'and herewe are.’

'What'sthe "hop" 7 asked Brandon.

'Oh, | takeit that friend Mike means that we should have avoided the asteroid belt by plotting acourse
outsde the plane of the ecliptic,’ answered Moore. That'sit, isn't it, Mike?

Mike hesitated and then replied cautioudy, Y eeh—I guessthat'sit.’

Moore smiled blandly and continued, 'Well, | wouldn't blame Captain Crane too much. The repulsion
screen mugt have failed five minutes before that chunk of granite barged into us. That's not hisfaullt,
though of course we ought to have steered clear instead of relying on the screen.’ He shook his head
meditatively. The Slver Queen just went to pieces. It'sredlly miraculoudy lucky that this part of the ship
remained intact, and what's more, airtight."

'Y ou've got afunny idea of luck, Warren,' said Brandon. 'Always have, for aslong asI've known you.
Herewe arein atenth part of a spaceship, comprising only three whole rooms, with air for three days,
and no prospect of being dive after that, and you have theinferna gall to prate about luck.'



'‘Compared to the others who died instantly when the asteroid struck, yes,” was Moore's answe.

'Y ou think so, eh ?Wdll, let metell you that instant death isn't so bad compared with what were going to
have to go through. Suffocation isadamned unpleasant way of dying.'

"We may find away out,” M oore suggested hopefully.

'Why not face facts!' Brandon's face was flushed and his voice trembled. "Were done, | tell you!
Through!'

Mike glanced from one to the other doubtfully and then coughed to attract their attention. "Well, gents,
seaing that weredl in the samefix, | guessthere's no use hogging things He drew asmal bottle out of
his pocket that wasfilled with agreenish liquid. 'Grad A Jabrathisis. | ain't too proud to share and share
dike!

Brandon exhibited the first Signs of pleasure for over aday. 'Martian Jabrawater. Why didn't you say so
before?

But as he reached for it, afirm hand clamped down upon hiswrist. He looked up into the cam blue eyes
of Warren Moore.

'Don't beafool,' said Moore, ‘there isn't enough to keep us drunk for three days. What do you want to
do ? Go on atear now and then die cold sober ? Let's save thisfor the last six hourswhen the air gets
stuffy and breathing hurts—then well finish the bottle among as and never know when the end comes or
care.

Brandon's hand fell away reluctantly. ‘Damn it, Warren, you'd bleed ice if you were cut. How can you
think straight at atime like this? He motioned to Mike and the bottle was once more stowed away.
Brandon walked to the porthole and gazed out.

M oore approached and placed akindly arm over the shoulders of the younger man. 'Why takeit so
hard, man? he asked. "Y ou can't lagt at thisrate. Insgde of twenty-four hours you'll be amadman if you
keep thisup.'

There was no answer. Brandon stared bitterly at the globe that filled amost the entire porthole, so Moore
continued, 'Watching Vestawon't do you any good either.’

Mike Shealumbered up to the porthole. 'We'd be safe if we were only down there on Vesta. Therere
people there. How far away are we?

'Not more than three or four hundred miles judging from its apparent size,' answered Moore. 'Y ou must
remember that it isonly two hundred milesin diameter.’

"Three hundred miles from savation,” murmured Brandon, 'and we might aswell be amillion. If there
were only away to get oursalves out of the orbit this rotten fragment adopted. Y ou know, manage to
give ourselves a push so asto start faling. Thered be no danger of crashing if we did, because that
midget hasn't got enough gravity to crush acream puff.’

"It has enough to keep usin the orhbit, retorted Brandon. ‘It must have picked us up while we were lying
unconscious after the crash. Wish it had come closer; we might have been ableto land oniit.'

'Funny place, Vesta,' observed Mike Shea. '| was down there two-three times. What adump! It'sal
covered with some stuff like snow, only it ain't snow. | forget what they cal it."



'Frozen carbon dioxide? prompted Moore 'Y eah, dry ice. that carbon stuff, that'sit. They say that's what
makes Vestaso shiny.'

Of course! That would giveit ahigh abedo.'

Mike cocked a suspicious eye a Moore and decided to let it pass. 'It's hard to see anything down there
on account of the snow, but if you look close—he pointed—'you can see a sort of gray smudge. | think
that's Bennett's dome. That's where they keep the observatory. And thereis Calorn's dome up there,
That'safuel dtation, that is. There're plenty more, too, only | don't seethem.’

He hesitated and then turned to Moore. 'Listen, boss, I've been thinking. Wouldn't they belooking for us
as soon asthey hear about the crash?And wouldn't we be easy to find from Vesta, seeing we're so
close?

Moore shook his head, 'No, Mike, they won't be looking for us. No one's going to find out about the
crash until the Siver Queen failsto turn up on schedule. Y ou see, when the asteroid hit, we didn't have
time to send out an SOS—he sighed—'and they won't find us down there at VVesta, either. We're so
small that even at our distance they couldn't see us unless they knew what they were looking for, and
exactly whereto look.'

'Hmm." Mike's forehead was corrugated in degp thought. Then we've got to get to Vesta before three
daysareup.'

'Y ou've got the gist of the matter, Mike. Now, if we only knew how to go abouit it, en ?

Brandon suddenly exploded, 'Will you two stop thisinfernal chitter-chatter and do something ? For
God's sake, do something.'

Moore shrugged his shoulders and without answer returned to the couch. Helounged at ease, gpparently
carefree, but there was the tiniest crease between his eyes which bespoke concentration.

There was no doubt about it; they werein abad spot. He reviewed the events of the preceding day for
perhaps the twentieth time.

After the asteroid had struck, tearing the ship apart, hed gone out like alight; for how long he didn't
know, his own watch being broken and no other timepiece available. When he came to, he found himself,
along with Mark Brandon, who shared hisroom, and Mike Shea, amember of the crew, sole occupants
of dl that was|eft of the Slver Queen. Thisremnant was now careening in an orbit about Vesta. At
present, things were fairly comfortable. There was afood supply that would last aweek. Likewise there
was aregiona Gravitator under the room that kept them at normal weight and continue to do so for an
indefinite time, certainly for longer than the air would last. Thelighting system was less satisfactory but
had held on sofar.

There was no doubt, however, where the joker in the pack lay. Three days air! Not that there weren't
other disheartening features. There was no hesting systlem—though it would take along time for the ship
to radiate enough hest into the vacuum of space to render them too uncomfortable. Far more important
wasthe fact that their part of the ship had neither ameans of communication nor a propulsive mechanism.
Moore sghed. Onefue jet in working order would fix everything, for oneblast in theright direction
would send them safely to Vesta

The crease between his eyes degpened. What was to be done? They had but one spacesuit among them,
one hest ray, and one detonator. That was the sum total of space appliances after athorough search of
the accessible parts of the ship. A pretty hopeless mess, that.



Moore shrugged, rose, and drew himself aglass of water. He swallowed it mechanicaly, till degpin
thought, when an idea struck him. He glanced curioudy at the empty cup in his hand.

'Say, Mike,' he said, ‘what kind of water supply have we ? Funny that | never thought of that before.”
Mike's eyes opened to their fullest extent in an expression of ludicrous surprise. 'Didn't you know, boss?
'Know what!" asked Moore impatiently.

'Weve got dl the water therewas." He waved his hand in an dl-inclusive gesture. He paused, but as
Moore's expression showed nothing but total mydtification, he elaborated, 'Don't you see ? Weve got the
main tank, the place where dl the water for the whole ship was stored.' He pointed to one of thewadlls.

'Do you mean to say that theré'satank full of water adjoining us?
Mike nodded vigoroudy, "Y ep! Cubic vat a hundred feet each way. And she's three-quartersfull.’

Moore was astonished. 'Seven hundredand fifty thousand cubic feetof water. Then suddenly:'Why hasn't
it run out through the broken pipes ?

"It only has one main outlet, which runs down the corridor just outsde thisroom. | wasfixing that main
when the asteroid hit and had to shut it off. After | cameto | opened the pipe leading to our faucet, but
that's the only outlet open now.'

'Oh." Moore had a curious feding way down deep insgde. Anidea had haf-formed in hisbrain, but for
the life of him he could not drag it into the light of day. He knew only that there was something in what he
had just heard that had some important meaning but he just could not place hisfinger onit.

Brandon, meanwhile, had been listening to Sheaiin silence, and now he emitted ashort, humorless laugh.
'Fate seemsto be having itsfill of funwith us, | see. Firdt, it puts uswithin arm's reach of a place of safety
and then seesto it that we have no way of getting there.

"Then she provides us with aweek'sfood, three days air, and a year's supply of water. A year's supply,
do you hear me ? Enough water to drink and to gargle and to wash and to take bathsin and—and to do
anything e se we want. Water—damn the water!'

'Oh, take aless serious view, Mark,' said Moore in an attempt to break the younger man's melancholy.
'Pretend we're a satdllite of Vesta—which we are. We have our own period of revolution and of rotation.
We have an equator and an axis. Our "north pole” islocated somewhere toward the top of the porthole,
pointing toward Vesta, and our "south” sticks out away from Vestathrough the water tank somewhere.
Wadl, as asatellite, we have an atmosphere, and now, you see, we have anewly discovered ocean.

'And serioudy, were not so badly off. For the three days our atmosphere will last, we can eat double
rations and drink ourselves soggy. Hell, we have water enough to throw away——'

The ideawhich had been half-formed before suddenly sprang to maturity and was nailed. The careless
gesture with which he had accompanied the last remark was frozen in mid-air. His mouth closed with a
snap and hishead came up with ajerk.

But Brandon, immersed in his own thoughts, noticed nothing of Moore's strange actions. 'Why don't you
complete the analogy to asatellite," he sneered, 'or do you, as a Professiond Optimigt, ignore any and dl
disagreegblefacts ?1f | wereyou, I'd continue thisway.' Here he imitated Moore's voice: The satelliteis
at present habitable and inhabited but, due to the approaching depletion of its atmospherein three days,
is expected to become a dead world.



'Wéll, why don't you answer? Why do you persist in making ajoke out of this? Can't you see——
What's the matter ?"

Thelast was a surprised exclamation and certainly Moore's actions did merit surprise. He had risen
suddenly and, after giving himself asmart rap on the forehead, remained tiff and silent, staring into the far
distance with gradualy narrowing eydids. Brandon and Mike Sheawatched him in speechless
agtonishment.

Suddenly Moore burst out, 'Hal I've got it. Why didn't | think of it before? His exclamations
degenerated into the unintelligible.

Mike drew out the Jabra bottle with a significant look, but Moore waved it away impatiently. Whereupon
Brandon, without any warning, lashed out with hisright, catching the surprised Moore flush on the jaw
and toppling him.

Moore groaned and rubbed his chin. Somewhat indignant, he asked, "What was the reason for that?

'Stand up and I'll do it again,’ shouted Brandon, ‘I can't stand it anymore. I'm sick and tired of being
preached at and having to listen to your Pollyannatak. Y ou're the one that's going daffy.’

'Daffy, nothing! Just alittle overexcited, that'sall. Listen, for God's sake. | think | know away——

Brandon glared at him baefully. 'Oh, you do, do' you? Raise our hopes with some silly scheme and then
find it doesn't work. | won't take it, do you hear?I'll find areal use for the water—drown you—and save
some of the air besides!’

Moore lost histemper. ‘Listen, Mark, you're out of this. I'm going through alone. | don't need your help
and | don't want it. if you're that sure of dyingand that afraid, why not havethe agony over? Weve got
onehesat ray and one detonator, both reliable wegpons. Take your choice and kill yourself. Sheaand |
won't interfere.’ Brandon's lip curled in alast weak gesture of defiance and then suddenly he capitulated,
completely and abjectly. 'All right, Warren, I'm with you. I—I guess | didn't quite know what | was
doing. | don't fed well, Warren. |—|——'

'Aw, that's all right, boy.' Moore was genuinegly sorry for him. "Takeit easy. | know how you fed. It'sgot
metoo. But you mustn't giveintoit. Fight it, or you'll go stark, raving mad. Now you just try and get
some deegp and leave everything to me. Thingswill turn out right yet.'

Brandon, pressing a hand to an aching forehead, ssumbled to the couch and tumbled down. Silent sobs
shook his frame while Moore and Shearemained in embarrassed silence nearby.

At last Moore nudged Mike. ‘Come on," he whispered, let's get busy. We're going places. Airlock fiveis
at the end of the corridor, isn't it? Sheanodded and Moore continued, 'Isit airtight?

'Well,' said Shea after some thought, ‘the inner door is, of course, but | don't know anything about the
outer one. For dl | know it may be asieve. You see, when | tested the wall for airtightness, | didn't dare
open theinner door, because if there was anything wrong with the outer one—blooey!" The
accompanying gesture was very expressve.

Thenit'sup to usto find out about that outer door right now. I've got to get outside some way and welll
just have to take chances. Where's the spacesuit?

He grabbed the lone suit from its place in the cupboard, threw it over his shoulder and led the way into
the long corridor that ran down the side of the room. He passed closed doors behind whose airtight
barriers were what once had been passenger quarters but which were now merely cavities, open to



gpace. At the end of the corridor was the tight-fitting door of Airlock 5.

Moore stopped and surveyed it appraisingly. 'Looksal right," he observed, 'but of course you can't tell
what's outside. God, | hopeit'll work.' He frowned. 'Of course we could use the entire corridor as an
airlock, with the door to our room asthe inner door and this as the outer door, but that would mean the
loss of half our air supply. We can't afford that—yet."

Heturned to Shea. "All right, now. The indicator shows that the lock was last used for entrance, so it
should befull ofair. Open the door thetiniest crack, and if theré'sahissing noise, shut it quick.’ - 'Here
goes,’ and the lever moved one notch. The mechanism had been severely shaken up during the shock of
the crash and itsformer noiseless workings had given way to aharsh, rasping sound, but it was il in
commission. A thin black line appeared on the left-hand side of thelock, marking wherelie door had did
afraction of an inch on the runners.

There was no hissl Moore'slook of anxiety faded somewhat. He took a small pasteboard from his
pocket and held it against the crack. If air were leaking, that card should have held there, pushed by the
escaping gas. It fdl to thefloor.

Mike Shea stuck aforefinger in his mouth and then put it against the crack. "Thank the Lord, he
breathed, 'not asign of adraft.’

'‘Good, good. Open it wider. Go ahead.'

Another notch and the crack opened farther. And till no draft. Slowly, ever so dowly, notch by notch, it
cresked itsway wider and wider. The two men held their breaths, afraid that while not actudly
punctured, the outer door might have been so weakened asto give way any moment. But it held! Moore
wasjubilant as he wormed into the spacesuiit.

Thingsare going fine so far, Mike," he said. "Y ou sit down right here and wait for me. | don't know how
long I'll take, but I'll be back. Where'sthe heeat ray? Have you got it?

Shea held out the ray and asked, 'But what are you going to do ?1'd sort of like to know.'

Moore paused as he was about to buckle on the helmet. 'Did you hear me say inside that we had water
enough to throw away ? Well, I've been thinking it over and that's not such abad idea. I'm going to
throw it away.' With no other explanation, he stepped into the lock, leaving behind him avery puzzled
Mike Shea.

It was with a pounding heart that Moore waited for the outer door to open. His plan wasan
extraordinarily smple one, but it might not be easy to carry out.

Therewas asound of creaking gears and scraping ratchets. Air sighed away to nothingness. The door
before him did open afew inches and stuck. Moore's heart sank as for amoment he thought it would not
open at dl, but after afew preiminary jerks and rattles the barrier did the rest of the way.

He clicked on the magnetic grapple and very cautioudy put afoot out into space. Clumsily he groped his
waly out to the side of the ship. He had never been outside a ship in open space before and avast dread
overtook him as he clung there, flylike, to his precarious perch. For amoment dizziness overcame him.

He closed hiseyes and for five minutes hung there, clutching the smooth sides of what had once been the
Slver Queen. The magnetic grapple held him firm and when he opened his eyes once more he found his
sef-confidence in ameasure returned.

He gazed about him. For thefirst time since the crash he saw the sarsinstead of the vison of Vesta



which their porthole afforded. Eagerly he searched the skiesfor the little blue-white speck that was Earth.
It had often amused him that Earth should always be the first object sought by space travelers when
gtar-gazing, but the humor of the Situation did not strike him now. However, his search wasin vain. From
where helay, Earth wasinvisible. It, aswdll asthe Sun, must be hidden behind Vesta

Still, there was much else that he could not help but note. Jupiter was off to the left, abrilliant globe the
size of asmal peato the naked eye. Moore observed two of its attendant satellites. Saturn was visible
too, asabrilliant planet of some negative magnitude, rivaing Venus as seen from Earth.

Moore had expected that a goodly number of asteroids would be visible—marooned asthey werein the
asteroid belt—but space seemed surprisingly empty. Once he thought he could see a hurtling body pass
within afew miles, but so fast had the impression come and gone that he could not swear that it was not

fancy.

And then, of course, therewas Vesta. Almost directly below him it loomed like aballoon filling a quarter
of the sky. It floated steadily, snowy white, andMoore gazed at it with earnest longing. A good hard kick
againg the sde of theship, he thought, might start him faling toward Vesta. He might land safely and get
help for the others. But the chance was too great that he would merely take on anew orbit about Vesta.

No, it would have to be better than that.

Thisreminded him that he had no timeto lose. He scanned the side of the ship, looking for the water
tank, but al he could see was ajungle of jutting wals, jagged, crumbling, and pointed. He hesitated.
Evidently the only thing to do was to make for the lighted porthole to their room and proceed to the tank
fromthere.

Carefully he dragged himsdlf along the wall of the ship. Not five yards from the lock the smoothness
stopped abruptly. There was ayawning cavity which Moore recognized as having once been the room
adjoining the corridor at the far end. He shuddered. Suppose he were to come across a bloated dead
body in one of those rooms. He had known most of the passengers, many of them personally. But he
overcame his squeamishness and forced himself to continue his precariousjourney toward itsgod.

And here he encountered hisfirg practica difficulty. The room itself was made of non-ferrous materid in
many parts. The magnetic grapple was intended for use only on outer hulls and was usdl ess throughout
much of the ship'sinterior. Moore had forgotten thiswhen suddenly he found himself floating down an
incline, his grapple out of use. He gasped and clutched a anearby projection. Slowly he pulled himsdlf
back to safety.

Helay for amoment, dmost breathless. Theoreticaly he should be welghtless out herein space—Vedtas
influence being negligible—but the regional Gravitator under hisroom was working. Without the balance
of the other Gravitators, it tended to place him under variable and suddenly shifting stresses as he kept
changing his position. For his magnetic grapple to let go suddenly might mean being jerked away from the
ship dtogether. And then what?

Evidently thiswas going to be evenmore difficult than he had thought.

Heinched forward in acrawl, testing each spot to seeif the grapple would hold. Sometimes he had to
make long, circuitous journeysto gain afew feet's headway and at other times he was forced to scramble
and dip across smdl patches of non-ferrous materia. And dways there wasthat tiring pull of the
Gravitator, continualy changing directions as he progressed, setting horizonta floors and vertical wallsa
queer and dmost haphazard angles.

Carefully he investigated all objectsthat he came across. But it was a barren search. Loose articles,
chairs, tables had been jerked away at the first shock, probably, and now were independent bodies of



the Solar System. He did manage, however, to pick up asmal fied glass and fountain pen. These he
placed in his pocket. They were valueless under present conditions, but somehow they seemed to make
morereal this macabre trip across the sides of adead ship.

For fifteen minutes, twenty, haf an hour, he labored dowly toward where he thought the porthole should
be. Swesat poured down into his eyes and rendered his hair a matted mass. His muscles were beginning
to ache under the unaccustomed strain. Hismind, aready strained by the orded of the previous day, was
beginning to waver, to play him tricks.

The crawl began to seem eterna, something that had away's existed and would exist forever. The object
of thejourney, that for which he was striving, sesemed unimportant; he only knew that it was necessary to
move. Thetime, one hour back, when he had been with Brandon and Shea, seemed hazy and lost in the
far past. That more norma time, two days age, wholly forgotten.

Only thejagged walls before him, only the vita necessity of getting at some uncertain destination existed
in his spinning brain. Grasping, straining, pulling. Feding for theiron aloy. Up and into gaping holesthat
were rooms and then out again. Fed and pull—fed and pull—and—alight.

Moore stopped. Had he not been glued to thewall he would have falen. Somehow thet light seemed to
clear things. It was the porthole; not the many dark, staring ones he had passed, but dive and aight.
Behind it was Brandon. A deep bregth and he felt better, hismind cleared.

And now hisway lay plain before him. Toward that spark of life he crept. Nearer, and nearer, and nearer
until he could touch it. Hewasthere!

Hiseyes drank inthe familiar room. God knows that it hadn't any happy associationsin hismind, but it
was something real, something amost natural. Brandon dept on the couch. Hisface wasworn and lined
but a smile passed over it now and then.

Mooreraised hisfist to knock. He felt the urgent desire to talk with someone, if only by sign language;
yet at thelast ingtant he refrained. Perhaps the kid was dreaming of home. He was young and sensitive
and had suffered much. Let him deep. Time enough to wake him when—and if—hisidea had been
carried through.

He located the wall within the room behind which lay the water tank and then tried to spot it from the
outside. Now it was not difficult; itsrear wall sood out prominently. Moore marveled, for it seemed a
miracle that it had escaped puncture. Perhaps the Fates had not been soironic after all.

Passageto it was easy though it was on the other side of the fragment. What was once a corridor led
amost directly to it. Once when the Slver Queen had been whole, that corridor had been level and
horizontal, but now, under the unbalanced pull of the regiona gravitator, it seemed more of agteegp incline
than anything ese. And yet it made the path smple. Sinceit was of uniform beryl-steel, Moore found no
trouble holding on as he wormed up the twenty-odd feet to the water supply.

And now the crisis—the last sage—had been reached. He felt that he ought to rest firdt, but his
excitement grew rapidly in intengity. It was either now or bust. He pulled himsdf out to the button-center
of thetank. There, resting on the small ledge formed by the floor of the corridor that had once extended
on that side of the tank, he began operations.

It'sapity that the main pipeis pointing in the wrong direction," he muttered. 'It would have saved me a
lot of trouble had it beenright. Asitis..." He sighed and bent to hiswork. The heet ray was adjusted to
maximum concentration and the invisible enamations focused a a spot perhaps afoot above the floor of
the tank.



Gradudly the effect of the excitatory beam upon the molecules of thewall became noticeable. A spot the
sze of adime began shining faintly at the point of focus of the ray gun. It wavered uncertainly, now
dimming, now brightening, as Moore strove to steady histired arm. He propped it on the ledge and
achieved better results asthetiny circle of radiation brightened.

Slowly the color ascended the spectrum. The dark, angry red that had first appeared lightened to a
cherry color. Asthe heat continued pouring in, the brightness seemed to ripple out in widening aress, like
atarget made of successively degpening tints of red. Thewall for adistance of some feet from the foca
point was becoming uncomfortably hot even though it did not glow and Moore found it necessary to
refrain from touching it with the metd of hissuit.

Moore cursed steedily, for the ledge itself was also growing hot. It seemed that only imprecations could
soothe him. And asthe melting wall began to radiate heat in its own right, the chief object of his

mal edi ctions were the spacesuit manufacturers. Why didn't they build a suit that could keep heat out as
well askeepitin?

But what Brandon called Professiona Optimism crept up. With the salt tang of perspiration in his mouith,
he kept consoling himsdlf, ‘It could be worse, | suppose. At least, the two inches of wall here don't
present too much of abarrier. Suppose the tank had been built flush against the outer hull. Whew!
Imagine trying to melt through afoot of this" He gritted histeeth and kept on.

The spot of brightness was now flickering into the orange-yellow and Moore knew that the melting point
of the beryl-stedl alloy would soon be reached. He found himself forced to watch the spot only at widely
gpaced intervals and then only for flegting moments.

Evidently it would have to be done quickly if it wereto be done at al. The heat ray had not been fully
loaded in thefirst place, and, pouring out energy a maximum asit had been doing for dmost ten minutes
now, must be gpproaching exhaustion. Y et the wall was just barely passing the plagtic stage. In afever of
impatience M oore jammed the muzzle of the gun directly at the center of the spot, drawing it back

Speedily.

A deep depression formed in the soft metal, but a puncture had not been formed. However, Moore was
satisfied. He was dmost there now. Had there been air between himself and the wall, he would
undoubtedly have heard the gurgling and the hissing of the steaming water within. The pressure was
building up. How long would the weakened wall endure?

Then, so suddenly that Moore did not redizeit for afew moments, he was through. A tiny fissure formed
at the bottom of that little pit made by the ray gun and in lesstime than it takesto imagine, die churning
water within had itsway.

The soft, liquid metal at that spot puffed out, sticking out raggedly around a pea-sized hole. And from
that hole there came ahissing and aroaring. A cloud of steam emerged and envel oped Moore.

Through the mist he could see the steam condense dmost immediately to ice droplets and saw theseicy
pellets shrink ragpidly into nothingness.

For fifteen minutes he watched the sseam shoot out.

Then he became aware of agentle pressure pushing him away from the ship. A savagejoy welled up
within him as he redlized that thiswas the effect of acceleration on the ship's part. Hisown inertiawas
holding him back.

That meant hiswork had been finished—and successtully. That stream of water was subgtituting for the



rocket blast He started back.

If the horrors and dangers of the journey to the tank had been great, those of the way back should have
been greater. Hewasinfinitely moretired, hisaching eyeswere dl but blind, and added to the crazy pull
of the Gravitator was the force induced by the varying acceleration of the ship. But whatever hislaborsto
return, they did not bother him. In later time, he never even remembered the heartbreaking trip.

How he managed to negotiate the distance in safety he did not know. Most of thetimehewaslogtina
haze of happiness, scarcely redizing the actudities of the Stuation. Hismind wasfilled with one
thoughtonly—to get back quickly,to tell thehappy news of theirescape.

Suddenly hefound himsdlf before the airlock. He hardly grasped the fact that it wasthe airlock. He
amogt did not understand why he pressed the sgnd button. Someingtinct told him it was the thing to do.

Mike Sheawas waiting. There was a creak and arumble and the outer door started opening, caught, and
stopped at the same place as before, but once again it managed to dide the rest of the way. It closed
behind Moore, then the inner door opened and he ssumbled into Shealsarms.

Asin adream he felt himsdf haf-pulled, half-carried down the corridor to the room. His suit was ripped
off. A hot, burning liquid stung histhroat. M oore gagged, swallowed, and felt better. Shea pocketed the
Jabra bottle once more.

The blurred, shifting images of Brandon and Shea before him steadied and became solid. Moore wiped
the perspiration from his face with atrembling hand and essayed awesk amile.

'Wait,' protested Brandon, 'don't say anything. Y ou look half-dead. Rest, will you!"

But Moore shook his head. In ahoarse, cracked voice he narrated aswell as he could the events of the
past two hours. The tale was incoherent, scarcdly intelligible but marveloudy impressve. Thetwo
listeners scarcely breathed during the recital.

'Y ou mean,’ ssammered Brandon, 'that the water spout is pushing ustoward Vesta, like arocket
exhaust?

'Exactly—same thing as—rocket exhaust,' panted Moore.
'Action .and reaction. Islocated—on side opposite Vesta— hence pushing ustoward Vesta!'

Sheawas dancing before the porthole. 'He's right, Brandon, me boy. Y ou can make out Bennett's dome
as clear asday. We're getting there, we're getting there.”

Moorefelt himself recovering. "Were approaching in spira path on account of origina orbit. Well land in
five or 9x hours probably. The water will last for quite along while and the pressureis till greet, since
the water issues as steam.’

‘Steam—at the low temperature of space? Brandon was surprised.

‘Steam—at the low pressure of space!’ corrected Moore. The boiling point of water fallswith the
pressure. It isvery low indeed in avacuum Even ice has avapor pressure sufficient to sublime.’

He amiled. 'Asamatter of fact it freezes and boils a the sametime. | watched it." A short pause, then,
'Well, how do you feel now, Brandon? Much better, en?

Brandon reddened and hisfacefdll. He groped vainly for wordsfor afew moments. Findly hesaidina



half-whisper, 'Y ou know, | must have acted like adamn fool and acoward at first. I—I guess| don't
deserve dl thisafter going to pieces and | etting the burden of our escape rest on your shoulders.

'l wish you'd beat me up, or something, for punching you before. It'd make mefed better. | meanit.' And
heredly did seem to meanit.

Moore gave him an affectionate push. 'Forget it. Y ou'll never know how near | came to breaking down
myself." He raised hisvoice in order to drown out any further gpologies on Brandon's part, 'Hey, Mike,
stop staring out of that porthole and bring over that Jabra bottle.’

Mike obeyed with dacrity, bringing with him three Plexatron unitsto be used as makeshift cups. Moore
filled each precisdly to the brim. He was going to be drunk with avengeance.

'Gentlemen,’ he said solemnly, ‘atoadt.’ The three raised the mugsin unison, '‘Gentlemen, | give you the
year's supply of good old H20 we used to have.'

Anniversary
The annud ritud wasal set.

It was the turn of Moore's house this year, of course, and Mrs. Moore and the children had resignedly
goneto her mother'sfor the evening.

Warren Moore surveyed the room with afaint smile. Only Mark Brandon's enthusiasm kept it going at
thefirgt, but he himsalf had cometo like this mild remembrance. It came with age, he supposed; twenty
additiond years of it. He had grown paunchy,thin-haired, soft jowled, and—

worg of al—sentimentd.

So an the windows were polarized into compl ete darkness and the drapes were drawn. Only occasional
dipples of wall wereilluminated, thus celebrating the poor lighting and the terrible isolation of that day of
wreckage long ago.

There were spaceship rationsin sticks and tubes on the table and, of course, in the center an unopened
bottle of sparkling green Jabrawater, the potent brew that only the chemical activity of Martian fungi
could supply.

Moore looked at hiswatch. Brandon would be here soon; he was never late for this occasion. The only
thing that disturbed him was the memory of Brandon's voice on the tube: 'Warren, | have asurprise for
you thistime. Wait and see. Wait and see’

Brandon, it dways seemed to Moore, aged little. The younger man had kept his dimness, and the
intengity with which he greeted dl inlife, to the verge of hisfortieth birthday. He retained the ability to be
in high excitement over the good and in deep despair over the bad. Hishair was going gray, but except
for that, when Brandon walked up and down, talking rapidly at the top of his voice about anything at dl,
Moore didn't even have to close his eyesto see the panicked youngster on the wreck of the Siver
Queen. The door sgnal sounded and Moore kicked the release without turning round. 'Come, Mark.’

It was astrange voice that answered, though; softly, tentatively, 'Mr. Moore?

Moore turned quickly. Brandon was there, to be sure, but only in the background, grinning with
excitement. Someone e se was standing before him; short, squat, quite bald, nut-brown and with the fed
of gpace about him.



Moore said wonderingly, ‘'Mike Shea—Mike Shea, by al space!’
They pounded hands together, laughing.

Brandon said, 'He got in touch with me through the office. He remembered | was with Atomic
Products—

'It's been years,' said Moore. 'Lets see, you were on Earth twelve years ago——'

'He's never been here on an anniversary,’ said Brandon. "How about that? He's retiring now. Getting out
of spaceto aplace he'sbuying in Arizona. He cameto say hello before he left—stopped off at the city
just for that—and | was sure he came for the anniversary. "What anniversary?' saysthe old jerk.’

Sheanodded, grinning. 'He said you made akind of celebration out of it every year.'

"Y ou bet,’ said Brandon enthusiagtically, 'and thiswill be the first onewith al three of us here, thefirst
real anniversary. It'stwenty years, Mike; twenty years since Warren scrambled over what was left of the
wreck and brought us down to Vesta.'

Shealooked about. 'Space ration, eh? That's old home week to me. And Jabra. Oh, sure, | remember ...
twenty years. | never giveit athought and now, al of asudden, it's yesterday. Remember when we got
back to Earth finaly?

'Do I!" said Brandon. The parades, the speeches. Warren was the only red hero of the occasion and we
kept saying so, and they kept paying no attention. Remember?

'Oh, well,' said Moore. 'We were the first three men ever to survive a spaceship crash We were unusual
and anything unusud isworth acdebration. Thesethingsareirrationd.'

'Hey,' said Sheg, 'any of you remember the songs they wrote? That marching one? ™Y ou can sing of
routes through Space and the weary maddened pace of the——"

Brandon joined in with his clear tenor and even M oore added hisvoice to the chorus so that thelast line
was loud enough to shake the drapes. 'On the wreck of the Siver Que-e-en,' they roared out, and
ended laughing wildly.

Brandon said, ‘Let's open the Jabrafor thefir little sip.
Thisone bottle hasto lagt dl of usdl night.’

Moore said, 'Mark insists on complete authenticity. I'm surprised he doesn't expect meto climb out the
window and human-fly my way around the building.'

'‘Wel, now, that'sanidea,' said Brandon.

'Remember the last toast we made? Shea held his empty glass before him and intoned, ' "Gentlemen, |
give you the year's supply of good old H20 we used to have." Three drunken bumswhen we landed.
Wedll, wewerekids. | wasthirty and | thought | was old. And now,' his voice was suddenly wistful,
'‘they'veretired me.'

'Drink!'said Brandon. Today you'rethirty again, and we remember the day on the Siver Queen evenif
no one ese does. Dirty, fickle public.’

Moore laughed. "'What do you expect ? A national holiday every year with space ration and Jabrathe
ritual food and drink?



‘Listen, were till the only men ever to survive a spaceship crash and now look at us. Werein oblivion.'

'It's pretty good oblivion. We had a good time to begin with and the publicity gave us a healthy boost up
the ladder. We are doing well, Mark. And so would Mike Sheabeif he hadn't wanted to return to
space.’

Shea grinned and shrugged his shoulders. That'swhere | liketo be. I'm not sorry, either. What with the
insurance compensation | got, | have anice piece of cash now to retire on.'

Brandon said reminiscently, "'The wreck set back Trans-space Insurance areal packet. Just the same,
therés till something missing. You say "Silver Queen” to anyone these days and he can only think of
Quentin, if he can think of anyone.’

'Who? said Shea.

'Quentin. Dr. Horace Quentin. He was one of the non-survivors on the ship. Y ou say to anyone, "What
about the three men who survived?' and they'll just Sare at you, "Huh?" they'll say.’

Moore said camly, ‘Come, Mark, faceit. Dr. Quentin was one of the world's grest scientists and we
three are just three of the world's nothings.'

'We survived. We're ill the only men on record to survive!'

'So? Look, John Hester was on the ship, and he was an important scientist too. Not in Quentin's league,
but important. Asamatter of fact, | was next to him &t the last dinner before the rock hit us. Wdll, just
because Quentin died in the same wreck, Hester's death was drowned out. No one ever remembers
Hester died on the Slver Queen. They only remember Quentin. We may be forgotten too, but at least
weredive!

'l tell youwhat,' said Brandon after a period of silence during which Moore'srationale had obvioudy
failed to take, 'we're marooned again. Twenty years ago today, we were marooned off Vesta. Today,
we're marooned in oblivion. Now here are the three of us back together again at last, and what happened
before can happen again. Twenty years ago, Warren pulled us down to Vesta. Now |et's solve this new
problem.’

'Wipe out the oblivion, you mean? said Moore. 'Make oursalves famous?
'Sure. Why not? Do you know any better way of celebrating atwentieth anniversary?

'No, but I'd be interested to know where you expect to start. | don't think people remember the Siver
Queen at dl, except for Quentin, so you'll have to think of some way of bringing the wreck back to mind.
That'sjust to begin with.'

Shea dtirred uneasily and a thoughtful expression crossed his blunt countenance. 'Some people remember
the Slver Queen. The insurance company does, and you know that's a funny thing, now that you bring
up the matter. | was on Vesta about ten-eleven years ago, and | asked if the piece of the wreck we
brought down was till there and they said sure, who would cart it away? So | thought I'd take alook at
it and shot over by reaction motor strapped to my back. With Vestan gravity, you know, areaction
motor isal you need. Anyway, | didn't get to seeit except from adistance. It was circled off by
force-fidd.

Brandon's eyebrows went sky-high. 'Our Siver Queen? For what reason?

'l went back and asked how come? They didn't tell me and they said they didn't know | was going there.



They said it belonged to the insurance company.'

Moore nodded. 'Surely. They took over when they paid off. | Signed ardease, giving up my salvage
rights when | accepted the compensation check. Y ou did too, I'm sure!’

Brandon said, 'But why the force-field? Why dl the privacy?
'l don't know.'
Thewreck isn't worth anything even as scrap metd. It would cost too much to transport it.

Sheasaid, That's right. Funny thing, though; they were bringing pieces back from space. Therewasapile
of it there. | could seeit and it lookedlike just junk, twisted pieces of frame, you know. | asked about it
and they said shipswere aways landing and unloading more scrap, and the insurance company had a
standard price for any piece of the Slver Queen brought back, so shipsin the neighbourhood of Vesta
were dwayslooking. Then, on my last voyagein, | went to seethe Slver Queen again and that pile was
alot bigger.'

"Y ou mean they're still looking? Brandon's eyes glittered.

'l don't know. Maybe they've stopped. But the pile was bigger than it was ten-eleven years ago so they
were ill looking then.'

Brandon leaned back in his chair and crossed hislegs. 'Well, now, that's very queer. A hard-headed
insurance company is spending al kinds of money, sweeping space near Vedta, trying to find pieces of a
twenty-year-old wreck.'

'Maybe they're trying to prove sabotage,’ said Moore.
'After twenty years? They won't get their money back even if they do. It'sadead issue.’
They may have quit looking years ago.’

Brandon stood up with decision. 'Let's ask. There's something funny here and I'm just Jabrified enough
and anniversaried enough to want to find out."

‘Sure,’ said Sheg, 'but ask who?

'‘Ask Multivac,' said Brandon.

Shed's eyes opened wide. 'Multivac! Say, Mr. Moore, do you have a Multivac outlet here?
s

'I've never seen one, and I've always wanted to.'

It'snothing to look at, Mike. It looks just like atypewriter. Don't confuse a Multivac outlet with Multivac
itsdlf. | don't know anyone who's seen Multivac.'

Moore smiled at the thought. He doubted if ever in hislife he would meet any of the handful of
technicians who spent most of their working daysin a hidden spot in the bowels of Earth tending a
mile-long super-computer that was the repository of al the facts known to man, that guided man's
economy, directed his scientific research, helped make his political decisons, and had millions of circuits
left over to answer individual questionsthat did not violate the ethics of privacy.



Brandon said as they moved up the power ramp to the second floor, 'I've been thinking of installing a
Multivac, Jr., outlet for the kids. Homework and things, you know. And yet | don't want to makeit just a
fancy and expensive crutch for them. How do you work it, Warren?

Moore said tersaly. They show methe questionsfirst. If | don't pass them, Multivac does not see them.’
The Multivac outlet was indeed asmple typewriter arrangement and little more.

Moore set up the coordinates that opened his portion of the planet-wide network of circuits and said,
'Now listen. For the record, I'm against thisand I'm only going dong because it's the anniversary and
because I'm just jackass enough to be curious. Now how ought | to phrase the question?

Brandon said, 'Just ask: Are pieces of the wreck of the Siver Queen ill being searched for inthe
neighborhood of Vesta by Trans-space Insurance? It only requiresasimple yesor no.’

Moore shrugged and tapped it out, while Sheawatched with awe.
The spaceman said, 'How does it answer? Doesit talk?

Moore laughed gently, 'Oh, no. | don't spend that kind of money. Thismodd just printsthe answer on a
dip of tape that comes out of that dot."

A short strip of tape did come out as he spoke. Moore removed it and, after aglance, said, 'Well,
Multivec saysyes.

'Hah!" cried Brandon. Told you. Now ask why.'

‘Now that'sslly. A question like that would obvioudy be againgt privacy. Youll just get ayellow
state-your-reason.’

'Ask and find out. They haven't made the search for the pieces secret. Maybe they're not making the
reason secret.’

Moore shrugged. He tapped out: Why is Trans-space Insurance conducting its Slver Queen
search-project to which reference was made in the previous question ?

A ydlow dip clicked out dmost a once: Sate Y our Reason For Requiring The information Requested.
‘All right,’ said Brandon unabashed. 'Y ou tdll it we're the three survivors and have aright to know. Go
ahead. Tdl it

Mooretapped that out unemotiona phrasing and another yellow dip was pushed out at them: Y our
Reasonis Insufficient. No Answer Can Be Given.

Brandon said, 'l don't see they have aright to keep that secret.'

That's up to Multivac,' said Moore. 'It judges the reasons given it and if it decides the ethics of privacy is
againg answering, that'sit. The government itself couldn't break those ethics without a court order, and
the courts don't go againgt Multivac oncein ten years. So what are you going to do?

Brandon jumped to hisfeet and began the rapid walk up and down the room that was so characteristic of
him. 'All right, then let'sfigureit out for ourselves. It's something important to judtify dl their trouble.
We're agreed they're not trying to find evidence of sabotage, not after twenty years. But Trans-Space
must be looking for something, something so valuable that it's worth looking for dl thistime. Now what
could be that valuable?



'Mark, you're adreamer, said Moore.

Brandon obvioudy didn't hear him. ‘It can't be jewels or money or securities. There just couldn't be
enough to pay them back for what the search has dready cost them. Not if the Silver Queen were pure
gold. What would be more valuable?

"Y ou can't judge value, Mark," said Moore. 'A |etter might be worth a hundredth of a cent as wastepaper
and yet make a difference of ahundred million dollarsto a corporation, depending on what's in the | etter.

Brandon nodded his head vigoroudly. 'Right. Documents. Vauable papers. Now who would be most
likely to have papersworth billionsin his possession on that trip ?

'How could anyone possibly say?

'How about Dr. Horace Quentin ? How about that. Warren? He's the one people remember because he
was s0 important. What about the papers he might have had with him? Details of anew discovery,
maybe, Damn it. if | had only seen him on that trip, he might have told mesomething, just in casud
conversation, you know. Did yon eversee him, Warren?

‘Not that | recall. Not to talk to. So casual conversation with meisout too. Of course, | might have
passed him at some time without knowing it."

'No, you wouldn't have,' said Shea, suddenly thoughtful. 'l think I remember something. There was one
passenger who never left his cabin. The seward was talking about it He wouldn't even come out for
medls

'And that was Quentin? said Brandon, stopping his pacing and staring at the spaceman eagerly.

[t might have been, Mr. Brandon. It might have been him. | don't know that anyone said it was. | don't
remember. But it must have been abig shot, because on a spaceship you don't fool around bringing
mealsto aman's cabin unlessheisabig shot.'

'And Quentin was the big shot on the trip,’ said Brandon, with satisfaction. 'So he had something in his
cabin. Something very important. Something he was conceding.’

'He might just have been space sick, said Moore, ‘except that——' He frowned and fell silent.
'Go ahead,' said Brandon urgently. 'Y ou remember something too?

'Maybe. | told you | was sitting next to Dr. Hester at the last dinner. He was saying something about
hoping to meet Dr. Quentin on the trip and not having any luck.'

'Sure,’ cried Brandon, "because Quentin wouldn't come out of hiscabin.’

'He didn't say that. We got to talking about Quentin. though. Now what wasit he said? Moore put his
hands to his temples as though trying to squeeze out the memory of twenty years ago by main force. 'l
can't give you the exact words, of course, but it was something about Quentin being very theatrical or a
dave of dramaor something like that, and they were heading out to some scientific conference on
Ganymede and Quentin wouldn't even announce thetitle of his paper.’

‘It al fits" Brandon resumed hisrapid pacing. 'He had anew, grest discovery, which he was keeping
absolutely secret, because he was going to spring it on the Ganymede conference and get maximum
dramaout of it. He wouldn't come out of his cabin because he probably thought Hester would pump
him—and Hester would, I'll bet. And then the ship hittherock and Quentin waskilled. Trans-space



Insuranceinvestigated, got rumors of this new discovery and figured that if they gained control of it they
could make back their losses and plenty more. So they took ownership of the ship and have been hunting
for Quentin's papers among the pieces ever since!’

Moore smiled, in absolute affection for the other man. 'Mark, that's a beautiful theory. The whole evening
isworthit, just watching you make something out of nothing.’

'Oh, yeah ? Something out of nothing ? Let'sask Multivac again. I'll pay the bill for it thismonth.’

It'sdl right. Be my guest. If you don't mind, though, I'm going to bring up the bottle of Jabra. | want one
more little shot to catch up with you.'

'Me, too,' said Shea.

Brandon took his seat at the typewriter. His fingers trembled with eagerness as he tapped out: What was
the nature of Dr. Horace Quentin'sfind investigations ?

Moore had returned with the bottle and glasses, when the answer came back, on white paper thistime.
The answer was long and the print was fine, congsting for the most part of referencesto scientific papers
injourndstwenty yearsold.

Moore went over it. 'I'm no physicigt, but it looks to me as though he was interested in optics.'

Brandon shook his head impatiently. 'But dl that is published. We want something he had not published
yet.

'Well never find out anything about that."

Theinsurance company did.'

That'sjust your theory.'

Brandon was kneading his chin with an unsteady hand. 'L et me ask Multivac one more question.’

He sat down again and tapped out: Give me the name and tube number of the surviving colleagues of Dr.
Horace Quentin from among those associated with him &t the University on whose faculty he served.

'How do you know hewas on a University faculty? asked Moore.

'If not, Multivac will tell us'

A dip popped out. It contained only one name.

Moore said, 'Are you planning to call the man ?

'l suream,’ said Brandon. 'Otis Fitzsmmons, with a Detroit tube number. Warren, may |——'
‘Bemy guest, Mark. It's il part of the game!’

Brandon set up the combination on Moore's tube keyboard. A woman's voice answered. Brandon asked
for Dr. Fitzammons and there was a short wait.

Then athin voice said, 'Hello." It sounded old.

Brandon sad, 'Dr. Fitzammons, I'm representing Trans-pace Insurance in the matter of the late Dr.
Horace Quentin——'



'For heaven's sake, Mark," whispered Moore, but Brandon held up a sharply restraining hand.

There was a pause so long that a tube breakdown began to seem possible and then the old voice said,
'After dl theseyears? Again?

Brandon snapped hisfingersin an irrepressible gesture of triumph. But he said smoothly, dmost glibly,
'We're dtill trying to find out, Doctor, if you have remembered further details about what Dr. Quentin
might have had with him on that last trip that would pertain to hislast unpublished discovery.'

'Well'—there was an impatient clicking of the tongue— 'l'vetold you, | don't know. | don't want to be
bothered with thisagain. | don't know that there was anything. The man hinted, but he was aways
hinting about some gadget or other.’

'What gadget, sir?

'l tell you | don't know. He used aname once and | told you about that. | don't think it's sgnificant.'
'We don't have the namein our records, Sir.'

'Wéll, you should have. Uh, what was that name? An optikon, that'sit."

'WithaK?

'‘Cor K. | don't know or care. Now, please, | do not wish to be disturbed again about this. Good-bye.'
Hewas gtill mumbling queruloudy when the line went dead.

Brandon was pleased.

Moore said, 'Mark, that was the stupidest thing you could have done. Claiming afraudulent identity on
thetubeisillegd. If he wantsto make trouble for you——'

'Why should he? He's forgotten about it already. But don't you see, Warren? Trans-space has been
asking him about this. He kept saying held explained dl this before!

All right. But you'd assumed that much. What e se do you know?
'We aso know,' said Brandon, ‘that Quentin's gadget was called on optikon.’

'FHitzammons didn't sound certain about that. And even so, since we aready know he was specidizingin
optics toward the end, a name like optikon does not push us any further forward.’

'And Trans-space Insurance islooking either for the optikon or for papers concerning it. Maybe Quentin
kept the detailsin his hat and just had amodd of the instrument. After all, Shea said they were picking up
metal objects. Right?

"There was abunch of meta junk in the pile,' agreed Shea.

‘They'd leave that in space if it were papersthey were after. So that's what we want, an instrument that
might be caled an optikon.’

'Evenif dl your theorieswere correct, Mark, and we're looking for an optikon, the search is absolutely
hopeless now," said Mooreflatly. 'l doubt that more than ten per cent of the debriswould remain in orbit
about Vesta. Vesta's escape velocity is practicaly nothing. 1t was just alucky thrust in alucky direction
and at alucky velocity that put our section of the wreck in orbit. The rest is gone, scattered al over the
Solar System in any conceivable orbit about the Sun,’



They've been picking up pieces,’ said Brandon.
'Y es, the ten per cent that managed to make aVestan orbit out of it. That'sal.’

Brandon wasn't giving up. He said thoughtfully, 'Suppose it were there and they hadn't found it. Could
someone have beat themtoit ?

Mike Shealaughed. "We wereright there, but we sure didn't walk off with anything but our skins; and
glad to do that much. Who el se?

That'sright,’ agreed Moore, 'and if anyone else picked it up, why are they keeping it a secret?
'‘Maybe they don't know what it is.’

Then how do we go about——" Moore broke off and turned to Shea, "What did you say?
Shealooked blank. 'Who, me?

"Just now, about us being there.' Moore's eyes narrowed. He shook his head as though to clear it, then
whispered, 'Great Gaaxy!'

'What isit? asked Brandon tensdly. 'What's the matter. Warren?

'I'm not sure. Y ou're driving me mad with your theories; so mad, 1'm beginning to take them serioudly, |
think. Y ou know, we did take some things out of the wreck with us. | mean besides our clothes and what
personal belongingswe still had. Or at least | did.’

*What?

It was when | was making my way across the outside of the wreckage—space, | seem to be there now,
| seeit so clearly—I picked up someitems and put them in the pocket of my spacesuit. | don't know
why; | wasn't mysdlf, redly. | did it without thinking. And then, well, | held on to them. Souvenirs, |
suppose. | brought them back to Earth.’

'Where are they?

'l don't know. We haven't stayed in one place, you know.'

'Y ou didn't throw them out, did you ?

'No, but things do get lost when you move.'

'If you didn't throw them out, they must be somewherein thishouse.’

'If they didn't get lost. | swear | don't recdl seeing them in fifteen years!
'What werethey?

Warren Moore said, 'One was a fountain pen, as| recdl; ared antique, the kind that used an ink-spray
cartridge. What gets me, though, isthat the other was asmall field glass, not more than about six inches
long. Y ou seewhat | mean? A field glass?

'An optikon," shouted Brandon. 'Sure!'

'It'sjust acoincidence,’ said Moore, trying to remain levelheaded. 'Just a curious coincidence.’



But Brandon wasn't having it. ‘A coincidence, nuts | Trans-space couldn't find the optikon on the wreck
and they couldn't find it in space because you had it al dong.'

Y our crazy.'
'‘Come on, we've got to find the thing now.’

el, I'll look, if that'swhat Moore blew out his breath. "Wdll, I'll 100k, if that's what you want, but | doubt
I'll find it. Okay, let's start with the storage level. That'sthe logical place.”

Shea chuckled. Thelogicd placeisusudly theworst place to look.' But they al headed for the power
ramp once more and the additiond flight upward.

The storage level had a musty, unused odor to it. Moore turned on the precipitron. 'l| don't think we've
precipitated the dust in two years. That shows you how often I'm up here. Now, let's see—if it's
anywhere at dl, it would be in with the bachelor collection. I mean the junk I've been hanging on to since
bachelor days. We can start here!'

Moore started | eafing through the contents of plastic collgpsibles while Brandon kept peering anxioudy
over hisshoulder.

Moore said, 'What do you know ? My college yearbook. | wasasonist in those days; ared bugonit. In
fact, | managed to get avoice recording with the picture of every senior in thisbook.' He tapped its
cover fondly. "Y ou could swear there was nothing there but the usua trimensiona photos, but each one
has an imprisoned——

He grew aware of Brandon's frown and said, 'Okay, I'll keep looking.'

He gave up on the collapsibles and opened atrunk of heavy, old-fashioned woodite. He separated the
contents of the various compartments.

Brandon said 'Hey, isthat it?
He pointed to asmdl cylinder that rolled out on the floor with asmal clunk.
Mooresad, 'l dont——Yes! that'sthe pen. Thereitis.

And here'sthefield glass. Neither one works, of course. They're both broken. At least, | supposethe
pen's broken. Something's loose and rattlesin it. Hear? | wouldn't have the dightest ideaabout how tofill
it so | can check whether it redlly works. They haven't even made ink-spray cartridgesin years!'

Brandon held it under thelight. 'It hasinitidsonit'
'Oh ?1 don't remember noticing any.'

'It's pretty worn down. It looks like JK.Q.'

'Q?

‘Right, and that's an unusud |etter with which to start alast name. This pen might have belonged to
Quentin. An heirloom he kept for luck or sentiment. It might have belonged to a great-grandfather in the
dayswhen they used penslikethis; agreat-grandfather called Jason Knight Quentin or Judah Kent
Quentin or something like that. We can check the names of Quentin's ancestors through Multivec.”

Moore nodded. 'l think maybe we should. See, you've got me as crazy asyou are.’



'And if thisis o, it provesyou picked it up in Quentin's room. So you picked up thefield glasstheretoo.’

‘Now hold it. I don't remember that | picked them up in the same place. | don't remember the scrounging
over the outside of the wreck that well

Brandon turned the smdll field glass over and over under thelight. 'No initials here.’
'Did you expect any?

'l don't see anything, in fact, except this narrow joining mark here." He ran histhumbnail into the fine
groove that circled the glass near itsthicker end. Hetried to twist it unsuccessfully. 'One piece. He put it
to hiseye. Thisthing doesn't work.'

'l told you it was broken. No lenses——

Sheabrokein. "Y ou've got to expect alittle damage when a spaceship hits agood-sized meteor and goes
to pieces.’

'So eveniif thiswereit,' said Moore, pessmigtic again, 'if thiswere the optikon, it would not do us any
good.'

Hetook thefield glass from Brandon and felt a ong the empty rims. 'Y ou can't even tell where the lenses
belonged. There'sno groove | can fed into which they might have been seated. It's asif there never——
Hey!" He exploded the syllable violently.

'Hey what? said Brandon.
Thename! Thenameof thething!'
'Optikon, you mean?

'Optikon, | don't mean! Fitzammons, on the tube, called it an optikon and we thought he said "an
optikon." '

'‘Wdll, hedid,' said Brandon.
'Sure’ said Shea. 'l heard him.'

"Y ou just thought you heardhim. He said "anoptikon.” Don't you get it? not an "optikon,” two words,
"anopti-kon" one word. Brandon blankly.'And what's the difference?

‘A hdll of adifference. "An optikon" would mean instrument with lenses, but "anoptikon," oneword, has
the Greek prefix "an-" which means'no." Words of Greek derivation useit for "no." Anarchy means"no
government,” anemiameans "no blood," anonymous means"no name,” and anoptikon means——'

'‘No lenses,' cried Brandon.

‘Right! Quentin must have been working on an optica device without lenses and thismay beit and it may
not be broken.’

Sheasaid, 'But you don't see anything when you look throughiit.’

It must be st to neutral,’ said Moore. There must be someway of adjusting it.' Like Brandon, he placed
it in both hands and tried to twist it about that circumscribing groove. He placed pressure on it, grunting.



'Don't break it,' said Brandon.

'It'sgiving. Either it's supposed to be stiff or elseit's corroded shut.' He stopped, looked at the instrument
impatiently, and put it to his eye again. He whirled, unpolarized awindow and looked out at the lights of
thecity.

'I'll be dumped in space," he bresthed.
Brandon said, 'What? What?

Moore handed the instrument to Brandon wordlesdy. Brandon puit it to his eyes and cried out sharply,
It'satelescope.’

Sheasaid at once, 'Let me see!

They spent nearly an hour with it, converting it into atelescope with turnsin one direction, amicroscope
with turnsin the other.

'How does it work? Brandon kept asking.

'l don't know," Moore kept saying. Inthe end he said, 'I'm sure it involves concentrated force fields. We
areturning againgt consderable fied resstance. With larger instruments, power adjustment will be
required.’

It'sapretty cutetrick, said Shea

'It'smorethan that,' said Moore. 'I'll bet it represents acompletely new turn in theoretica physics. It
focuseslight without lenses, and it can be adjusted to gather light over awider and wider areawithout
any changeinfoca length. I'll bet we could duplicate the five-hundred-inch Ceres telescope in one
direction and an e ectron microscope in the other. What's more, | don't see any chromatic aberration, so
it must bend light of al wavelengths equally. Maybe it bends radio waves and gammarays aso. Maybe it
digorts gravity, if gravity issomekind of rediation. Maybe——'

"Worth money? asked Shea, bresking in dryly.
'All kinds if someone can figure out how it works''

"Then we don't go to Trans-space Insurance with this. We go to alawyer first. Did we sign these things
away with our salvage rights or didn't we?'Y ou had them already in your possession before sgning the
paper. For that matter, isthe paper any good if we didn't know what we were Sgning avay ? Maybe it
might be consdered fraud.’

'‘Asamatter of fact,’ said Moore, ‘with something likethis, I don't know if any private company ought to
own it. We ought to check with some government agency. If therésmoney in it——'

But Brandon was pounding both fists on hisknees. To hdl with the money, Warren. | mean, I'll take any
money that comes my way but that's not the important thing. We're going to be famous, man, famous!
Imagine the ory. A fabuloustreasurelost in space. A giant corporation combing space for twenty years
tofind it and dl the time we, the forgotten ones, haveit in our possession. Then, on the twentieth
anniversary of theorigind loss, wefind it again.

If thisthing works, if anoptics becomes agreat new scientific technique, they'll never forget us:!

Moore grinned, then started laughing. That'sright. You did it, Mark. Y ou did just what you set out to do.



Y ou've rescued us from being marooned in oblivion.'

'Weadl did it,’ said Brandon. 'Mike Shea started us off with the necessary basic information. | worked
out the theory, and you had the instrument.’

'Okay. It'slate, and the wife will be back soon, so let's get the ball rolling right away. Multivac will tdl us
which agency would be appropriate and who——'

'No, no,' said Brandon. 'Ritual first. The closing toast of the anniversary the appropriate change. Won't
you oblige Warren ? He passed over the ill haf-full bottle of Jabra Water.

Carefully, Moorefilled each small glass precisaly to the brim. 'Gentlemen,’ he said solemnly, ‘atoast.’ The
three raised the glassesin unison. 'Gentlemen, | give you the Slver Queen souvenirs we used to have.'

Foreword

| am ashamed to say that the idea for this story occurred to me when | read the obituary of a
fellow science fiction writer in the New York Times and began to wonder whether my own
obituary, when it came, would be as long. From that to this story was but a tiny little step.

Obituary

My husband, Lancelot, aways reads the paper at breakfast. What | see of him when hefirst appearsis
hislean, abstracted face, carrying its perpetua ook of angry and dightly puzzled frustration. He doesn't
greet me, and the newspaper, carefully unfolded in readinessfor him, goes up before hisface.

Theresfter, thereisonly hisarm, emerging from behind the paper for asecond cup of coffeeinto which |
have carefully placed the necessary level teaspoonful of sugar— neither hegping nor deficient under pain
of adinging glare.

| am no longer sorry for this. It makesfor aquiet med, at lesst.

However, on this morning the quiet was broken when Lancelot barked out abruptly, ‘Good Lord! That
fool Paul Farber isdead. Stroke!"

| just barely recognized the name. Lancel ot had mentioned him on occasion, so | knew himasa
colleague, as another theoretica physicist. From my husband's exasperated epithet, | felt reasonably sure
he was amoderately famous one who had achieved the success that had eluded Lancelot.

He put down the paper and stared a me angrily. "Why do they fill obituaries with such lying trash? he
demanded. They make him out to be a second Einstein for no better reason than that he died of astroke.”

If there was one subject | had learned to avoid, it was that of obituaries. | dared not even nod agreement.

He threw down the paper and walked away and out the room, leaving his eggs half-finished and his
second cup of coffee untouched.

| sghed. What else could | do? What else could | ever do?

Of course, my husband's name isn't really Lancelot Stebbins, because | am changing names and
circumstances, asfar as| can, to protect the guilty. However, the point isthat even if | used red names
you would not recognize my husband.

Lancelot had atadent in that respect—ataent for being passed over, for going unnoticed. His discoveries



areinvari ably anticipated, or blurred by the presence of agreater made smultaneoudy. At scientific
conventions his papers are poorly attended because another paper of greater importanceisbeing givenin
another section.

Naturally this has had its effect on him. It changed him.

When | first married him, twenty-five years ago, he was a sparkling catch. He was well-to-do through
inheritance and aready atrained physicist with an intense ambition and great promise. Asfor mysdlf, |
believe mysdlf to have been pretty then, but that didn't last. What did last was my introversion and my
falureto bethe kind of socid success an ambitious young faculty member needsfor awife.

Perhaps that was part of Lancelot's talent for going unnoticed. Had he married another kind of wife, she
might have made him visblein her radiation.

Did heredlize that himself after awhile? Wasthat why he grew away from me after thefirst two or three
reasonably happy years? Sometimes | believed this and bitterly blamed myself.

But then | would think it was only histhirst for fame, which grew for being undaked. He lft his position
on the faculty and built alaboratory of hisown far outside town, for the sake, he said, of cheagp land and
of isolation.

Money was no problem. In hisfield, the government was generous with its grants and those he could
aways get. On top of that, he used our own money without limit.

| tried to withstand him. | said, 'But it's not necessary, Lancelot. It's not as though we have financia
worries. It's not as though they're not willing to let you remain on the university staff. All | want are
children and anormd life!

But there was a burning insde him that blinded him to everything e se. He turned angrily on me. ‘Thereis
something that must comefirst. The world of science must recognize me for what | am, for a—a—great
investigator.'

At that time, he ill hesitated to apply the term genius to himsdif.

It didn't help. Thefdl of chance remained aways and perpetudly againgt him. Hislaboratory hummed
with work; he hired assistants at excdllent saaries; he drove himsalf roughly and pitilesdy. Nothing came
of it.

| kept hoping he would give up someday; return to the city; allow usto lead anormal, quiet life. | waited,
but dways when he might have admitted defeat, some new battle would be taken up, some new attempt
to storm the bastions of fame. Each time he charged with such hope and fdll back in such despair.

And dways he turned on me; for if he was ground down by the world, he could dways grind mein
return. | am not abrave person, but | was coming to believe | must leave him.

Andyet...

Inthislast year he had obvioudy been girding himsdlf for another battle. A last one, | thought. Therewas
something about him more intense, more a-quiver than | had ever seen before. There wasthe way he
murmured to himself and laughed briefly at nothing. There were the times he went for days without food
and nights without deep. He even took to keeping laboratory notebooks in a bedroom safe as though he
feared even hisown assigtants.

Of course | wasfatdigticaly certain that this attempt of hiswould fail dso. But surely, if it falled, then at



his age, he would have to recognize that hislast chance had gone. Surely he would have to give up.
So | decided to wait, as patiently as| could.

But the affair of the obituary at breakfast came as something of ajolt. Once, on an earlier occasion of the
sort, | had remarked that at least he could count on a certain amount of recognition in his own obituary.

| supposeit wasn't avery clever remark, but then my remarks never are. | had meant it to be
lighthearted, to pull him out of a gathering depression during which | knew, from experience, hewould be
mogt intolerable.

And perhaps there had been alittle unconscious spitein. it, too. | cannot honestly say.

At any rate, he turned full on me. Hislean body shook and his dark eyebrows pulled down over his
deep-set eyes as he shrieked at mein falsetto, ‘But I'll never read my obituary. I'll be deprived even of
that.'

And he spat at me. He deliberately spat a me.
| ran to my bedroom.

He never gpologized, but after afew daysin which | avoided him completely, we carried on our frigid life
as before. Naither of us ever referred to the incident.

ere was another obituary.

Somehow, as| sat there done at the breakfast table, | fdt it to be the last straw for him, the climax of his
long-drawn-out failure.

| could sense acrisis coming and didn't know whether to fear or welcomeit. Perhaps, on thewhole, |
would welcomeit. Any change could not fail to be achange for the better.

Shortly before lunch, he came upon mein the living room, where abasket of unimportant sewing gave my
hands something to do and abit of televison occupied my mind.

He said abruptly, 'l will need your help.’

It had been twenty years or more since he had said anything like that and involuntarily | thawed toward
him. He looked unhedlthily excited. Therewas aflush on hisordinarily pale cheeks.

| sad, 'Gladly, if there's something | can do for you.'

Thereis. | have given my assistants amonth's vacation. They will leave Saturday and after that you and |
will work donein the laboratory. | tell you now so that you will refrain from making any other
arrangements for the coming week.'

| shriveled abit. 'But Lancelot, you know | can't help you with your work. | don't understand——

'l know that," he said with complete contempt, 'but you don't have to understand my work. Y ou need
only follow afew smpleingructions and follow them carefully. The point isthat | have discovered
something, findly, which will put mewhere | bdong——'

'Oh, Lancdot,' | said involuntarily, for | had heard this before a number of times.

'Listen to me, you fool, and for once try to behave like an adult. Thistime | have doneit. No one can



anticipate me this time because my discovery isbased on such an unorthodox concept that no physicist
aive, except me, isgenius enough to think of it, not for ageneration at least. And when my work bursts
on theworld. I could be recognized as the greatest name of dl timein science!’

'I'msure I'm very glad for you, Lancelot.’

'l said | could be recognized. | could not be, dso. Thereisagreat ded of injustice in the assgnment of
scientific credit. I've learned that often enough. So it will not be enough merdly to announce the
discovery. If | do, everyonewill crowd into the field and after awhile I'll just be anamein the history
books, with glory spread out over anumber of Johnny-come-latelies.’

| think the only reason he was talking to me then, three days before he could get to work on whatever it
was he planned to do, wasthat he could no longer contain himsalf. He bubbled over and | was the only
one who was nonentity enough to be witnessto that.

Hesaid, 'l intend my discovery to be so dramatized, to break on mankind with so thunderous a clap, that
there will be no room for anyone el se to be mentioned in the same breath with me, ever.

Hewas going too far, and | was afraid of the effect of another disappointment on him. Might it not drive
him mad ?| said, ‘But Lancelot, why need we bother ? Why don't we leave dl this ? Why not take along
vacation ?'Y ou have worked hard enough and long enough, Lancelot. Perhaps we can teke atrip to
Europe. I've dways wanted to——

He stamped hisfoot. "Wl you stop your foolish meowing ? Saturday, you will come into my |aboratory
withme'

| dept poorly for the next three nights. He had never been quite like this before, | thought, never quite as
bad. Might he not be mad already, perhaps ?

It could be madness now, | thought, a madness born of disappointment no longer endurable, and
sparked by the obituary. He had sent away his assistants and now he wanted mein the laboratory. He
had never allowed methere before. Surely he meant to do something to me, to make me the subject of
some insane experiment, or to kill me outright.

During the miserable, frightened nights | would plan to cal the police, to run away, to—to do anything.

But then morning would come and | would think surely he wasn't mad, surely he wouldn't offer me
violence. Even the spitting incident was not truly violent and he had never actuary tried to hurt me

physicaly.

Sointheend | waited and on Saturday | walked to what might be my death as meekly as a chicken.
Together, slently, we waked down the path that led from our dwelling to the |aboratory.

Thelaboratory wasfrightening just initself, and | stepped about gingerly, but Lancelot only said, 'Oh,
stop staring about you as though something were going to hurt you. You just do as| say and look where
| tell you.'

'Yes, Lancelot.' He had led meinto asmall room, the door of which had been padlocked. It was almost
choked with objects of very strange appearance and with agreat ded of wiring.

Lancelot said, To begin with, do you seethisiron crucible?

'Yes, Lanceot.' It wasasmall but deep container made out of thick metal and rusted in spots on the
outsde. It was covered by acoarse wire netting.



He urged metoward it and | saw that insde it was awhite mouse with itsfront paws up on theinner sSde
of the crucible and its small snout at the wire netting in quivering curiogty, or perhgpsin anxiety. | am
afraid | jumped, for to see amouse without expecting to is startling, at least to me.

Lancelot growled, ‘It won't hurt you. Now just back against the wall and watch me!'

My fearsreturned most forcefully. | grew horribly certain that from somewhere alightning bolt would
shoot out and incinerate me, or some monstrous thing of meta might emerge and crush me, or—or---- |
closed my eyes.

But nothing happened; to me, at least. | heard only a phfft asthough asmal firecracker had misfired, and
Lancelot said to me, 'Well?

| opened my eyes. Hewaslooking at me, fairly shining with pride. | stared blankly.
Hesad, 'Here, don't you seeit, you idiot? Right here.’

A foot to one side of the crucible was asecond one. | hadn't seen him puit it there.
'Do you mean this second crucible? | asked.

It isn't quite asecond crucible, but a duplicate of thefirst one. For al ordinary purposes, they arethe
same crucible, atom for atom. Compare them. Y oull find the rust marksidentical.’

'Y ou made the second one out of the first ?

'Yes, but in aspecia way. To create matter would require a prohibitive amount of energy ordinarily. It
would take the complete fission of ahundred grams of uranium to create one gram of duplicate matter,
even granting perfect efficiency. The great secret | have sumbled on isthat the duplication of an object at
apoint in futuretime requires very little energy if that energy is applied correctly. The essence of the fedt,
my—my dear, in my creating such aduplicate and bringing it back isthat | have accomplished the
equivaent of timetravel .’

It was the measure of histriumph and happinessthat he actually used an affectionate term in spegking to
me

'lsn't that remarkable? | said, for to tell thetruth, | wasimpressed. 'Did the mouse come too?

| looked inside the second cubicle as | asked that and got another nasty shock. It contained awhite
mouse—a dead white mouse.

Lancelot turned faintly pink. That isashortcoming. | can bring back living matter, but not asliving matter.
It comes back dead.'

'Oh, what a shame. Why?

'l don't know yet. | imagine the duplications are completely perfect on the atomic scale. Certainly thereis
no visible damage. Dissections show that.'

'Y ou might ask——' | stopped myself quickly as he glanced at me. | decided | had better not suggest a
collaboration of any sort, for | knew from experience that in that case the collaborator would invariably
get dl the credit for the discovery.

Lancdot said with sour amusement, 'l have asked. A trained biologist has performed autopsies on some
of my animals and found nothing. Of course, they didn't know where the anima came from and | took



careto takeit back before anything would happen to give it away. Lord, even my ass stants don't know
what I've been doing.'

‘But why must you keep it so secret ?

"Just because | can't bring objects back aive. Some subtle molecular derangement. If | published my
results, someone -eventing such derangement, :» my basic discovery, and achievea
greater fame, because he would bring back aliving man who might give information about the future.”

| saw that quite well. Nor need he say it 'might' be done. It would be done. Inevitably. In fact, no matter
what he did, hewould lose the credit. | wassure of it.

'However," he went on, more to himsalf than to me, 'l| can wait no longer. | must announcethis, but in
such away that it will beindelibly and permanently associated with me. There must be adramaabout it
S0 effective that thereafter there will be no way of mentioning time travel without mentioning me no matter
what other men may do in the future. | am going to prepare that dramaand you will play apartinit.’

‘But what do you want meto do, Lancelot?
"Youll be my widow.'

| clutched a hisarm. ‘Lanceot, do you mean——"1 cannot quite andyze the conflicting fedings that
upset me at that moment.

He disengaged himsdlf roughly. 'Only temporarily. I am not committing suicide | am smply going to bring
myself back from three daysin thefuture.'

'But you'll be dead then.'

'Only the"me" that is brought back. Thered "me" will be asdive asever. Likethat whiterat.' Hiseyes
shifted to adia and hesaid, 'Ah, Zero timein afew seconds. Watch the second crucible and the dead
mouse.'

Before my eyesit disappeared and there was a phfft sound again.
'Wheredid it go?

‘Nowhere," said Lancelot. 'It was only aduplicate. The moment we passed that instant in time at which
the duplicate was formed, it naturally disappeared. It wasthe first mouse that wasthe origind, and it
remainsdive and well. The samewill betrue of me. A duplicate "me" will come back dead. The origina
"me" will bedive. After three days, we will cometo theingtant at which the duplicate "me" was formed,
using thered "me" asamodel, and sent back dead. Once we pass that instant the dead duplicate "me"
will disappear and the live "me" will remain. Isthat clear?

'It sounds dangerous.’

It isn't. Once my dead body appears, the doctor will pronounce me dead, the newspapers will report me
dead, the undertaker will prepare to bury the dead. | will return to life and announce how | did it. When
that happens, | will be more than the discoverer of timetravel; | will be the man who came back from the
dead. Timetravel and Lancelot Stebbinswill be publicized so thoroughly and so intermingled, that
nothing will extricate my name from the thought of timetravel ever again.'

‘Lancelot,' | said softly, ‘why can't we just announce your discovery? Thisistoo eaborate aplan. A
smple announcement will make you famous enough and then we can move to the city perhgps——'



'Quiet? Youwill dowhat | say.’

| don't know how long Lancelot was thinking of al this before the obituary actually brought mattersto a
head. Of course, | don't minimize hisintelligence. Despite his phenomendly bad luck, thereisno
questioning hisbrilliance.

He had informed his ass stants before they had |eft of the experiments he intended to conduct while they
were gone. Once they testified it would seem quite natural that he should be bent over a particular set of
reacting chemicals and that he should be dead of cyanide poisoning to all appearances.

'So you seeto it that the police get in touch with my assistants at once. Y ou know where they can be
reached. | want no hint of murder or suicide, or anything but accident, natural and logica accident. | want
aquick death certificate from the doctor, aquick notification to the newspapers.

| said, '‘But Lancelot, what if they find the real you ?

'Why should they? he snapped. 'If you find a corpse, do you start searching for the living replicaaso?
No onewill look for meand | will stay quietly in the tempora chamber for theinterva. There aretoilet
facilitiesand | can bring in enough sandwich fixingsto keep me!’

He added regretfully, 'I'll have to make do without coffee, though, till it's over. | can't have anyone
smelling unexplained coffee here while I'm supposed to be dead. Well, there's plenty of water and it's
only three days.'

| clasped my hands nervoudy and said, 'Evenif they do find you, won't it be the same thing anyway?
Therell beadead "you" and aliving "you" ——' It was myself | wastrying to console, mysdlf | was
trying to prepare for the inevitabl e disgppoi ntment.

But he turned on me, shouting, ‘No, it won't be the samething at dl. It will al become ahoax that failed.
I'll be famous, but only asafool.’

‘But Lancdlot,' | said cautioudy, 'something aways goeswrong.’
‘Not thistime.’
‘But you dways say "not thistime" and yet something always——'

He was white with rage and hisirises showed clear al about their circle. He caught my elbow and hurt it
terribly but | dared not cry out. He said, 'Only one thing can go wrong and that isyou. If you giveit
away, if you don't play your part perfectly, if you don't follow the ingtructions exactly, I—l——' He
seemed to cast about for apunishment. 'I'll kill you.'

| turned my head away in sheer terror and tried to break loose, but he held on grimly. It was remarkable
how strong he could be when hewasin apassion. He said, ‘Listen to me! Y ou have done me a great
ded of harm by being you, but | have blamed mysdlf for marrying you in thefirgt place and for never
finding the timeto divorce you in the second. But now | have my chance, despite you, to turn my lifeinto
avas success. If you spoil even that chance, | will kill you. | mean thet literaly.’

| was sure hedid. 'I'll do everything you say,’ | whispered, and he let me go.

He spent aday on his machinery. 'I've never transported more than ahundred grams before," he said,
camly thoughtful.

| thought: It won't work. How can it ?



The next day he adjusted the device to the point where | needed only to close one switch. He made me
practice that particular switch on adead circuit for what seemed an interminabletime.

'Do you understand now ? Do you see exactly how it is done?
Yes,

Then do it, when thislight flashes and not amoment before.’

It won't work, | thought. "Yes,' | said.

Hetook his position and remained in stolid silence. He was wearing arubber apron over alaboratory
jacket.

Thelight flashed, and the practice turned out to be worth whilefor | pulled the switch automatically
before thought could stop me or even make me waver.

For an instant there were two Lancel ots before me, side by side, the new one dressed as the old one was
but more rumpled. And then the new one collapsed and lay dlill.

‘All right,’ cried the living Lancelot, stepping off the carefully marked spot. 'Help me. Grab hislegs:'

| marveled at Lancelot. How, without wincing or showing any uneasiness, could he carry hisown dead
body, hisown body of three daysin thefuture. Y et he held it under its arms without showing any more
emotion than if it had been asack of wheat.

| hed it by the ankles, my stomach turning at the touch. It was ill blood-warm to the touch; freshly

dead. Together we carried it through a corridor and up aflight of stairs, down another corridor and into a
room. Lancelot had it dready arranged. A solution was bubbling in a queer dl-glass contraption insde a
closed section, with amovable glass door partitioning it off.

Other chemical equipment was scattered about, cal culated, no doubt, to show an experiment in progress.
A bottle, boldly labeled 'Potassium cyanide was on the desk, prominent among the others. Therewasa
small scattering of crystals on the desk neer it; cyanide, | presume.

Carefully Lancelot crumpled the dead body as though it had fallen off the stool. He placed crystals on the
body's | eft hand and more on the rubber apron; finally, afew on the body's chin.

‘They'll get theidea,” he muttered.

A last look-around and he said, "All right, now. Go back to the house now and call the doctor. Y our
story isthat you came here to bring me a sandwich because | wasworking through lunch. Thereitis!
And he showed me a broken dish and a scattered sandwich where, presumably, | had dropped it. 'Do a
little screaming, but don't overdoit.'

It was not difficult for me to scream when the time came, or to weep. | had felt like doing both for days
and now it was ardlief to let the hysteriaout.

The doctor behaved precisaly as Lancelot had said he would. The bottle of cyanidewas virtualy thefirst
thing he saw. He frowned. '‘Dear me, Mrs. Stebbins, he was a careless chemist.' .

'l suppose so,' | said, sobbing. 'He shouldn't have been working himsdlf, but both his assstants are on
vacdion.'

'When aman treats cyanide as though it were sdlt, it'sbad." The doctor shook his head in grave moralistic



fashion. 'Now, Mrs. Stebbins, | will haveto cal the police. It's accidentd cyanide poisoning, but it'sa
violent death and the police——'

'Oh, yes, yes, cdl them." And then | could dmost have beaten myself for having sounded suspiciousy
eager.

The police came, and adong with them a police surgeon, who grunted in disgust at the cyanide crystalson
hand, apron, and chin. The police were thoroughly disinterested, asked only statistical questions
concerning names and ages. They asked if | could manage the funera arrangements. | said yes, and they
|€ft.

| then called the newspapers, and two of the press associations. | said | thought they would be picking up
news of the death from the police records and | hoped they would not stress the fact that my husband
was a careless chemist, with the tone of one who hoped nothing ill would be said of the dead. After dl, |
went on, he was anuclear physicigt rather than achemist and | had afeding lately he might bein some
sort of trouble.

| followed Lancelot'sline exactly in thisand that also worked. A nuclear physicist in trouble? Spies?
Enemy agents ?

The reporters began to come eagerly. | gave them ayouthful portrait of Lancelot and a photographer
took pictures of the laboratory buildings. | took them through afew rooms of the main [aboratory for
more pictures. No one, neither the police nor the reporters, asked questions about the bolted room or
even seemed to noticeit.

| gave them amass of professond and biographical materia that Lancelot had made ready for me and
told severa anecdotes designed to show acombination of humanity and brilliance. In everything | tried to
be | etter-perfect and yet | could fed no confidence. Something would go wrong; something would go
wrong.

And whenit did, | knew he would blame me. And thistime he had promised to kill me.

The next day | brought him the newspapers. Over and over again, he read them, eyes glittering. He had
made afull box on the lower left of the New York Times front page. The Times made little of the
mystery of his death and so did the A.P., but one of the tabloids had afront-page scare headlines ATOM
SAVANT IN MYSTERY DEATH.

He laughed doud as he read that and when he completed al of them, he turned back to thefirdt.
Helooked up a me sharply. 'Don't go. Listen to what they say.’

'I've read them dready, Lancelot.'

‘Ligten, | tdl you.'

Heread every one adoud to me, lingering on their praises of the dead, then said to me, aglow with
sf-satisfaction, ‘Do you gtill think something will go wrong?

| said hesitantly, 'If the police come back to ask why | thought you werein trouble...'

'Y ou were vague enough. Tell them you had had bad dreams. By the time they decide to push
investigations further, if they do, it will betoo late.

To be sure, everything was working, but | could not hope that al would continue so. And yet the human



mind isodd; it will persst in hoping even when it cannot hope.

| said, 'Lancelot, when thisisal over and you are famous, redly famous, then after that, surely you can
retire. We can go back to the city and live quietly.'

'Y ou are an imbecile. Don't you see that once | am recognized, | must continue? Y oung men will flock to
me. Thislaboratory will become agreat Indtitute of Tempora Investigetion. I'll become alegendin my
lifetime. | will pile my greatness so high that no one afterward will ever be able to be anything but an
intellectual dwarf compared to me.' He raised himsdlf on tiptoe, eyes shining, as though he aready saw
the pedestal onto which he would be raised.

It had been my last hope of some persona shreds of happiness and asmal one. | sighed.

| asked the undertaker that the body be alowed to remain inits coffin in the laboratories before burid in
the Stebbins family plot on Long Idand. | asked that it remain unembamed, offering to keepitinalarge
refrigerated room with the temperature set at forty. | asked that it not be removed to the funeral home.

The undertaker brought the coffin to the laboratory in frigid disapprova. No doubt thiswas reflected in
the eventua bill. My offered explanation that | wanted him near mefor alast period of timeand that |
wanted his ass stants to be given a chance to view the body was lame and sounded lame.

Still, Lancel ot had been most specificin what | wasto say.
Oncethe dead body waslaid out, with the coffin lid still open, | went to see Lancelot.

‘Lancdot,’ | said, 'the undertaker was quite displeased. | think he suspects that something odd is going
on.

'Good,' said Lancd ot with satisfaction.
IBlJt—l

'We need only wait one more day. Nothing will be brought to ahead out of mere suspicion before then.
Tomorrow morning the body will disappear, or should.'

'Y ou mean it might not? | knew it; | knew it.

There could be some delay, or some prematurity. | have never transported anything this heavy and I'm
not certain how exactly my equations hold. To make the necessary observation is one reason | want the
body here and not in afunera parlor.’

'But in the funera parlor it would disappear before witnesses!'
'And here you think they will suspect trickery?
'Of course.’

He seemed amused. They will say: Why did he send his assistants awvay? Why did he run experiments
himsdlf that any child could perform and yet manageto kill himsalf running them ?Why did the dead body
happen to disappear without witnesses ? They will say: Thereisnothing to this absurd story of time
travel. Hetook drugsto throw himself in a cataeptic trance and doctors were hoodwinked.'

'Yes,' | sad faintly. How did he cometo understand al that?

'And," he went on, ‘when | continuetoingst | have solved timetravel and that | was indisputably



pronounced dead and was not indisputably dive, orthodox scientists will hestedly denounce measa
fraud. Why, in oneweek, | will have become ahousehold name to every man on Earth. They will talk of
nothing ese. | will offer to make ademonstration of timetravel before any group of scientistswho wish to
seeit. | will offer to make the demondtration on an intercontinenta TV circuit. Public pressure will force
scientists to attend, and the networks to give permission. It doesn't matter whether people will watch
hoping for amiracle or for alynching. They will watch! And then | will succeed and who in science will
ever have had amore transcendent climax to hislife?

| was dazzled for amoment, but something unmoved within me said: Too long, too complicated;
something will go wrong.

That evening, his assistants arrived and tried to be respectfully grieving in the presence of the corpse.
Two more witness to swear they had seen Lancelot dead; two more witnesses to confuse the issue and
help build eventsto their stratospheric pesk.

By four the next morning, we were in the cold-room, bundled in overcoats and waiting for zero momen.

Lancelat, in high excitement, kept checking hisinstruments and doing I-know-not-what with them. His
desk computer was working constantly, though how he could make his cold fingersjiggle the keys so
nimbly, | am at alossto say.

I, mysdlf, was quite miserable. There was the cold, the dead body in the coffin, the uncertainty of the
future

We had been there for what seemed an eternity and finally Lancelot said, ‘It will work. It will work as
predicted. At the most, disappearance will be five minutes|ate and this when seventy kilograms of mass
areinvolved. My andlysis of chronousforcesis masterly indeed." He smiled at me, but he also smiled a
his own corpse with equal warmth.

| noticedthat hislab jacket, which he had been wearing congtantly for three days now, degpinginit | am
certain, had become wrinkled and shabby. It was about as it had seemed upon the second Lancelot, the
dead one, when it had appeared.

Lance ot seemed to be aware of my thoughts, or perhaps only of my gaze, for he looked down at his
jacket and said, 'Ah, yes, | had better put on the rubber apron. My second self was wearing it when it
appeared.’

'What if you didn't put it on ?I asked tondlesdy.

'l would haveto. It would be a necessity. Something would have reminded me. Elseit would not have
appeared in one.' Hiseyes narrowed. 'Do you il think something will go wrong?

'l don't know," I mumbled.
'Do you think the body won't disappesr, or that I'll disappear instead?

When | didn't answer at dl, he said in a hdf-scream, 'Can't you see my luck has changed at last? Can't
you see how smoothly and according to plan it isal working out? | will be the greatest man who ever
lived. Come, heet up the water for the coffee.’ He was suddenly calm again. 'It will serve as celebration
when my double leavesusand | returnto life. | haven't had any coffee for three days.

It was only ingtant coffee he pushed in my direction, but after three daysthat, too, would serve. | fumbled
at the laboratory hot-plate with my cold fingers until Lancelot pushed meroughly to oneside and set a
beaker of water upon it.



'It'l takeawhile," he said, turning the control to 'high.’ Helooked &t hiswatch, then at various didson the
wall. 'My double will be gone before the water boils. Come here and watch.' He stepped to the side of
the coffin.

| hesitated. '‘Come," he said peremptorily.

| came.

Helooked down at himself with infinite pleasure and waited. We both waited, staring a a corpse.
There was the phfft sound and Lancelot cried out, ‘L ess than two minutes off.'

Without a blur or awink, the dead body was gone.

The open coffin contained an empty set of clothes. The clothes, of course, had not been those in which
the dead body had been brought back. They werered clothes and they stayed in redlity. There they now
were: underwear within shirt and pants; shirt within tie; tie within jacket. Shoes had turned over, dangling
socks from within them. The body was gone.

| could hear water bailing.
'Coffee,' said Lancelot. 'Coffee first. Then we call the police and the newspapers.'

| made the coffee for him and mysdlf. | gave him the usua level teaspoon from the sugar bowl, neither
heaping nor deficient. Even under these conditions, when | was sure for once it wouldn't matter to him,
habit was strong.

| Spped a my coffee, which | drank without cream or sugar, as was my habit. Its warmth was most
welcome.

He stirred his coffee. 'All,’ he said softly, 'dl | have waited for." He put the cup to his grimly triumphant
lipsand drank.

Those were hislast words.

Now that it was over, there was akind of frenzy over me. | managed to strip him and dresshimin the
clothing from the coffin. Somehow | was able to heave hisweight upward and place him in the coffin. |
folded hisarms across his chest as they had been.

| then washed out every trace of coffeein the sink in the room outside, and the sugar bowl, too. Over
and over again | rinsed, until al the cyanide, which | had substituted for the sugar, was gone.

| carried hislaboratory jacket and other clothes to the hamper where | had stored those the double had
brought back. The second set had disappeared, of course, and | put thefirst set there.

Next | waited.

By that evening, | was sure the corpse was cold enough, and called the undertakers. Why should they
wonder ? They expected adead body and there was the dead body. The same dead body. Redlly the
same body. It even had cyanidein it asthe first was supposed to have.

| suppose they might still be able to tell the difference between abody dead twelve hours and one dead
three and half days, even under refrigeration, but why should they dream of |ooking?

They didn't. They nailed down the coffin, took him away, and buried him. It was the perfect murder.



Asamatter of fact, Snce Lancelot was|egally dead at thetime | killed him, | wonder if, Strictly speaking,
it was murder at al. Of course, | don't intend to ask alawyer about this.

Lifeisquiet for me now; peaceful and contented. | have money enough. | attend the theater. | have made
friends,

And | live without remorse. To be sure, Lancelot will never receive credit for time travel. Someday when
timetraved isdiscovered again, the name of Lancel ot Stebbinswill rest in Stygian darkness, unrecogni zed.
But then, | told him that whatever his plans, he would end without the credit. If | hadn't killed him,
something ese would have spoiled things, and then he would have killed me.

No, I live without remorse.

Infact, | haveforgiven Lance ot everything, everything but that moment when he spat at me. Soiitis
rather ironic that he did have one happy moment before he died, for hewas given agift few could have,
and he, above al men, savoredit.

Despite his cry, when he spat at me, Lancel ot managed to read his own obituary.
Star Light

Arthur Trent heard them quite clearly. The tense, angry words shot out of hisreceiver.

Trent! Y ou can't get away. We will intersect your orbit in two hours and if you try to resst we will blow
you out of space.’

Trent smiled and said nothing. He had no weapons and no need to fight. In far less than two hoursthe
ship would make its Jump through hyperspace and they would never find him. He would have with him
nearly akilogram of Krillium, enough for the construction of the brain-paths of thousands of robots and
worth some ten million credits on any world in the Galaxy—and no questions asked.

Old Brennmeyer had planned the whole thing. He had planned it for thirty years and more. It had been
hisliféswork.

'It'sthe getaway, young man," he had said. That'swhy | need you. Y ou can lift a ship off the ground and
out into space. | can't.'

'Getting it into space isno good, Mr. Brennmeyer,' Trent said. "Well be caught in haf aday.’

‘Not, said Brennmeyer craftily, 'if we make the Jump. Not if we flash through hyperspace and end up
light-years away.'

It would take half aday to plot the Jump and even if we could take the time, the police would alert al
gdlar systems!’

‘No, Trent, no.' The old man's hand fell on his, clutching it in trembling excitement. ‘Not all sdlar
systems, only the dozen in our neighborhood. The Galaxy is big and the colonists of the last fifty thousand
years have lost touch with each other.’

Hetaked avidly, painting the picture. The Galaxy was now like the surface of man'sorigind
planet—Earth, they had called it—in prehistoric times. Man had been scattered over dl the continents
but each group had known only the areaimmediately surrounding itself.

'If we make the Jump at random,’ Brennmeyer said, ‘'we would be anywhere, even fifty thousand



light-years away, and there would be no more chance of finding us than of finding a pebblein ameteor
svarm.’

Trent shook his head. 'And we don't find ourselves, either. We wouldn't have the foggiest way of getting
to an inhabited planet.’

Brennmeyer's quick-moving eyes ingpected the surroundings. No one was near him, but hisvoice sank to
awhisper anyway. 'I've spent thirty years collecting data on every habitable planet in the Galaxy. I've
searched al the old records. I've traveled thousands of light-years, farther than any space pilot. And the
location of every habitable planet - the memory story of the best computer in the Trent lifted his
eyebrows politely.

Brennmeyer said, 'l design computersand | have the best. I've dso plotted the exact location of every
luminous star in the Galaxy, every star of spectral classof F, B, A, and O, and put that into the memory
store. Once we've made the Jump the computer will scan the heavens spectroscopically and compare the
results with the map of the Galaxy it contains. Once it finds the proper match, and sooner or later it will,
the ship islocated in space and it is then automatically guided through asecond Jump to the
neighborhood of the nearest inhabited planet.’

‘Sounds too complicated.'

It can't miss. All these yearsI've worked on it and it can't miss. I'll have ten yearsleft yet tobea
millionaire. But you're young; you'l be amillionaire much longer.’

"When you Jump at random, you can end insde astar.'

‘Not one chancein ahundred trillion, Trent. We might dso land so far from any luminous star that the
computer can't find anything to match up againg its program. We might find we've jumped only a
light-year or two and the police are till on our trail. The chances of that are smdler ill. If you want to
worry, worry that you might die of a heart attack at the moment of takeoff. The chancesfor that are
much higher.'

"Y ou might, Mr. Brennmeyer. Y ou're older.’
The old man shrugged. 'l don't count. The computer will do everything automatically.'

Trent nodded and remembered that. One midnight, when the ship was ready and Brennmeyer arrived
with the Krillium in abriefcase—he had no difficulty for hewas a grestly trusted man—Trent took the
briefcase with one hand while his other moved quickly and surely.

A knifewas till the best, just as quick asamolecular depolarizer, just asfatal, and much more quiet.
Trent left the knife there with the body, complete with fingerprints. What was the difference ? They
wouldn't get him. Deep in space now, with the police cruisersinpursuit, he felt the gathering tension that
aways preceded a Jump. No physiologist could explain it, but every space-wise pilot knew what it felt
like

There was amomentary inside-out fedling as his ship and himself for one moment of non-space and
non-time, became non-meatter and non-energy, then reassembled itsdlf instantaneoudy in another part of
the Gdaxy.

Trent smiled. Hewas till dive. No star was too close and there were thousands that were close enough.
The sky was alive with stars and the pattern was so different that he knew the Jump had gone far. Some
of those stars had to be spectral class F and better. The computer would have anicerich pattern to



match againgt its memory. It shouldn't take long.

He leaned back in comfort and watched the bright pattern of star light move as the ship rotated dowly. A
bright star came into view, aredly bright one. It didn't seem more than acouple of light-years avay and
his pilot's sense told him it was a hot one, good and hot. The computer would use that asits base and
match the pattern centered about it. Once again he thought: It shouldn't take long.

But it did. The minutes passed. Then an hour. And till the computer clicked busily and its lights flashed.

Trent frowned. Why didn't it find the pattern? The pattern had to be there. Brennmeyer had showed him
hislong years of work. He couldn't have |eft out astar or recorded it in the wrong place.

Surely stars were born and died and moved through space while in being, but these changes were dow,
dow. Inamillion years the patterns that Brennmeyer had recorded couldn't---- A sudden panic clutched
at Trent. No! It couldn't be. The chancesfor it were even smaller than Jumping into astar'sinterior.

Hewaited for the bright star to come into view again and, with trembling hands, brought it into telescopic
focus. He put in al the magnification he could, and around the bright speck of light wasthetelltale fog of
turbulent gases caught, asit were, in mid-flight.

It was a noval

From dim obscurity the star had raised itsdlf to bright luminosity, perhaps only amonth ago. It had
graduated from a spectral classlow enough to be ignored by the com - one that would be most certainly
taken into Bat the novathat existed in space didn't exist in the computer's memory store because
Brennmeyer had not put it there. It had not existed when Brennmeyer was collecting his data—at least
not asabrightly luminous sar.

'Don't count it,'shrieked Trent. 'Ignoreit!’

But he was shouting at automeatic machinery that would match the nova-centered pattern against the
Gadactic pattern and find it nowhere and continue, nevertheless, to match and match and match for as
long asits energy supply held out.

Theair supply would run out much sooner. Trent'slife would ebb away much sooner.

Helplesdy Trent dumped in his chair, watching the mocking pattern of star light and beginning the long
and agonized wait for desth.

If he had only kept the knife...

Afterword

In recent years, several studentsin English Literature or in Library Science have taken to writing
term papers, or even Master s theses, on my books, and stories. Very flattering, of course, but very
scary, too, tor they find out all sorts of things about my literary life that | never knew existed. For
instance, there is a certain similarity between 'Sar Light' and "The Snging Bell' that | was not
aware of until | went over both stories for this volume. And "The Dust of Death' resembles 'The
Snging Bell' in another fashion. | guessit comes from using the same aging brain for all three
stories. I'll bet anyone studying my literary output notices such resemblances at once, but lest they
draw unwarranted conclusions, let me assure themthat | remain blissfully ignorant of such things
until | reread the storiesin question in quick succession.



Foreword

Thisstory waswritten under extremely pleasant circumstances. Joseph W. Ferman and Edward L.
Ferman, father and son, and also publisher and editor of The Magazine of Fantasy and Science
Fiction, wanted to put out a special issue in my honor. | pretended to be overcome by modesty,
but, in actual fact, the appeal to my vanity was absolutely overpowering. When they said they
wanted anew story especially written for the issue, | agreed at once. So | sat down and wrote a
fourth Wendell Urth story, fully ten years after | had written the third. It was so nice to be back in
harness, and 0 nice to seethe special issue when it appeared. Ed Emshwiller, sf. artist without
peer, succeeded in drawing my portrait for the cover and in performing that incredible tour de
force of making it look, at one and the same time, like me and yet handsome. Now if | could have
persuaded my publishersto run that portrait on the jacket of this book, you would have seen for
yourself. Incidentally, in preparing this volume | saw that the level of technology on Earth and
Moon in thisstory istar behind that described in "The Snging Bell." To which | shout, '‘Emerson!’

TheKey

Karl Jennings knew he was going to die. He had amatter of hoursto live and much to do.

There was no reprieve from the death sentence, not hereon the M oon, not with no communicationsin
operation.

Even on Earth there were afew fugitive patches where, without radio handy, aman might die without the
hand of hisfdlow man to hep him, without the heart of hisfellow man to pity him, without even the eye of
hisfellow man to discover the corpse. Here on the Moon, there were few spots that were otherwise,

Earthmen knew he was on the Moon, of course. He had been part of ageological expedition—no,
selenologica expedition ! Odd, how his Earth-centered mind insisted on the 'geo-.

Wearily he drove himsdlf to think, even as he worked. Dying though he was, he dtill felt thet artificidly
imposed clarity of thought. Anxiously he looked about. There was nothing to see Hewasin the dark of
the eterna shadow of the northern interior of the wall of the crater, ablackness relieved only by the
intermittent blink of hisflash. He kept that intermittent, partly because he dared not consumeits power
source before he was through and partly because he dared not take more than the minimum chance that it
be seen.

On hisleft hand, toward the south aong the nearby horizon of the Moon, was a crescent of bright white
Sunlight. Beyond the horizon, and invisible, was the opposite lip of the crater. The Sun never peered high
enough over thelip of hisown edge of the crater to illuminate the floor immediately benesth hisfeet. He
was safe from radiation— from that at lesst.

He dug carefully but clumsily, swathed as he wasin his spacesuit. His Sde ached abominably.

The dust and broken rock did not take up the fairy castle’ appearance characteristic of those portions of
the Moon's surface exposed to the dternation of light and dark, heat and cold. Here, in eternal cold, the
dow crumbling of the crater wal had smply piled fine rubble in a heterogeneous mass. It would not be
essy to tdll there had been digging going on.

He migudged the unevenness of the dark surface for amoment and spilled a cupped handful of dusty
fragments. The particles dropped with the downess characteristic of the Moon and yet with the
appearance of ablinding speed, for there was no air resistance to dow them further still and spread them
out into adusty haze.



Jennings flash brightened for amoment, and he kicked ajagged rock out of the way.
He hadn't much time. He dug deeper into the dust.

A little deeper and he could push the Device into the depression and begin covering it. Strauss must not
findit.

Strauss!
The other member of the team. Half-share in the discovery. Half-share in the renown.

If it were merely the whole share of the credit that Strauss had wanted, Jennings might have alowed it.
The discovery was more important than any individua credit that might go with it. But what Strauss
wanted was something far more, something Jennings would fight to prevent.

Oneof thefew things Jenningswaswilling to die to prevent.
And hewas dying.

They had found it together. Actualy, Strauss had found the ship or, better, the remains of theship; or,
better ill, what just conceivably might havebeen the remains of something andogousto aship.

'Metd,' said Strauss, as he picked up something ragged and nearly amorphous. His eyes and face could
just barely be seen through the thick lead glass of the visor, but his rather harsh voice sounded clearly
enough through the suit radio.

Jennings came drifting over from his own podtion haf amileaway. He sad, 'Odd! Thereisno free metd
on theMoon.'

There shouldn't be. But you know well enough they haven't explored more than one per cent of the
Moon's surface. Who knows what can be found on it?

Jennings grunted assent and reached out his gauntlet to take the object.

It was true enough that dmost anything might be found on the Moon for al anyoneredly knew. Theirs
wasthefirg privately financed sdlenographic expedition ever to land on the Moon. 'I'll | then, there had
been only government-conducted shotgun affairs, with haf adozen endsin view. It wasasign of the
advancing space age that the Geologica Society could afford to send two men to the Moon for
selenologica sudiesonly.

Strauss said, ‘It looks as though it once had a polished surface.”

"You'reright, said Jennings. ‘Maybe there's more about.'

They found three more pieces, two of trifling Sze and one ajagged object that showed traces of a seam.
'Let'stake them to the ship,’ said Strauss.

They took the small skim boat back to the mother ship.

They shucked their suits once on board, something Jennings at least was aways glad to do. He scratched
vigoroudy at hisribsand rubbed his cheekstill hislight skin reddened into welts.

Strauss eschewed such weakness and got to work. The laser beam pock-marked the metal and the
vapor recorded itself on the spectrograph. Titanium-sted, essentidly, with ahint of cobalt and



molybdenum.

That'sartificid, all right,’ said Strauss. His broad-boned face was as dour and as hard as ever. He
showed no dation, athough Jennings could feel hisown heart begin to race.

It may have been the excitement that trapped Jenningsinto beginning, ‘Thisis adevelopment against
which we must stedl ourselves——' with afaint stresson 'sted’ to indicate the play on words.

Strauss, however, looked at Jennings with an icy distaste, and the attempted set of punswas choked off.

Jennings sighed. He could never swing it, somehow. Never could! He remembered at the Universty——
Wéll, never mind. The discovery they had made was worth afar better-pun than any he could construct
for al Strausss calmness,

Jenningswondered if Strauss could possibly missthe significance.

He knew very little about Strauss, as amatter of fact, except by selenological reputation. That is, he had
read Strauss's papers and he presumed Strauss had read his. Although their ships might well have passed
by night in their University days, they had never happened to meet until after both had volunteered for this
expedition and had been accepted.

In the week's voyage, Jennings had grown uncomfortably aware of the other's stocky figure, his sandy
hair and china-blue eyes, and the way the muscles over his prominent jawbones worked when he ate.
Jennings, himsdlf, much dighter in build, aso blue-eyed, but with darker hair, tended to withdraw
automatically from the heavy exudation of the other's power and drive.

Jennings said, There's no record of any ship ever having landed on this part of the Moon. Certainly none
has crashed.’

'If it wereapart of aship,’ said Strauss, ‘it should be smooth and polished. Thisis eroded and, without an
amosphere here, that means exposure to micrometeor bombardment over many years!'

Then he did see the significance. Jennings said, with an almost savage jubilation, 'It's a non-human
artifact. Creatures not of Earth once visited the M oon. Who knows how long ago?

'Who knows ? agreed Strauss dryly.
'In the report——'

'Wait, said Strauss imperioudy. Time enough to report when we have something to report. If it wasa
ship, there will be more to it than what we now have.’

But there was no point in looking further just then. They had been at it for hours, and the next med and
deep were overdue. Better to tackle the whole job fresh and spend hours at it. They seemed to agree on
that without spesking.

The Earth was |low on the eastern horizon, almost full in phase, bright and blue-streaked. Jennings looked
at it while they ate and experienced, as he dways did, a sharp homesickness.

"It looks peaceful enough,’ he said, 'but there are six billion people busy onit.’
Strauss |ooked up from some deep inner life of hisown and said, 'Six billion people ruining it!"

Jennings frowned. 'Y ou're not an Ultra, are you?



Strauss said, 'What the hell are you talking about?

Jenningsfet himsdf flush. A flush dways showed againg hisfair skin, turning it pink at the dightest upset
of the even tenor of hisemotions. Hefound it intensely embarrassing.

He turned back to hisfood, without saying anything.

For awhole generation now, the Earth's population had held steady. No further increase could be
afforded. Everyone admitted that. There were those, in fact, who said that 'no higher' wasn't enough; the
population had to drop. Jennings himself sympathized with that point of view. The globe of the Earth was
being esten dive by itsheavy freight of humanity.

But how was the population to be made to drop? Randomly, by encouraging the people to lower the
birth rate till further, as and how they wished ? Lately there had been the dow rise of adistant rumble
which wanted not only a population drop but a selected drop—the surviva of thefittest, with the
sdf-declared fit choosing the criteria of fitness.

Jenningsthought: I'veinsulted him, | suppose.

Later, when he was amost adeep, it suddenly occurred to him that he knew virtualy nothing of Strausss
character. What if it were hisintention to go out now on aforaging expedition of hisown so that he might
getsole credit fo——?

Heraised himsdlf on hiselbow in darm, but Strauss washreathing heavily, and even as Jennings listened,
the breathing grew into the characteristic burr of asnore.

They spent the next three days in asingle-minded search for additional pieces. They found some. They
found more than that. They found an area glowing with the tiny phosphorescence of Lunar bacteria. Such
bacteria were common enough, but nowhere previoudy had their occurrence been reported in
concentration so grest asto cause avisible glow.

Strauss said, 'An organic being, or hisremains, may have been here once. He died, but the
micro-organismswithin him did not. In the end they consumed him.'

'And spread perhaps,’ added Jennings. That may be the source of Lunar bacteriagenerally. They may
not be native at al but may be the result of contamination instead—eons ago.’

"It works the other way, t00," said Strauss. 'Since the bacteria are completdly different in very
fundamenta ways from any Earthly form of micro-organism, the crestures they parasitized—assuming
thiswasther source—must have been fundamentally different too. Another indication of extraterrestria
origin.’

Thetrall ended inthewall of asmdl crater.
It'samgor digging job," said Jennings, his heart sinking. "We had better report this and get help.’

'No,' said Strauss somberly. There may be nothing to get help for. The crater might have formed amillion
years after the ship had crash-landed.’

'And vaporized most of it, you mean, and left only what we've found?
Strauss nodded.

Jennings said, ‘Let'stry anyway. We can dig abit. If we draw aline through the finds we've made so far



and just keep on...'

Strauss was reluctant and worked halfheartedly, so that it was Jennings who made the redl find. Surely
that counted! Even though Strauss had found the first piece of meta, Jennings had found the artifact itsdlf.

It was an artifact—cradled three feet underground under the irregular shape of aboulder which had fallen
in such away that it left ahollow in its contact with the Moon's surface. In the hollow lay the artifact,
protected from everything for amillion years or more; protected from radiation, from micrometors, from
temperature change, so that it remained fresh and new forever.

Jennings labeled it a once the Device. It looked not remotely smilar to any instrument either had ever
seen, but then, as Jennings said, why should it ?

There are no rough edgesthat | can see," he said. ‘It may not be broken.'
There may be missng parts, though.'

'Maybe,' said Jennings, 'but there seemsto be nothing movable. It'sal one piece and certainly oddly
uneven.' He noted his own play on words, then went on with a not-atogether-successful attempt at
sdf-control. Thisiswhat we need. A piece of worn metd or an arearich in bacteriais only materia for
deduction and dispute. But thisisthered thing—aDevicethat isclearly of extraterrestria manufacture.”

It was on the table between them now, and both regarded it gravely.
Jennings said, 'L et's put through a preliminary report, now.'

'No!" said Strauss, in sharp and strenuous dissent. 'Hell, no!”

'Why not?

‘Becauseif we do, it becomes a Society project. They'll swarm al over it and we won't be asmuch asa
footnote when al isdone. No!" Strauss looked dmost dy. 'Let'sdo al we can with it and get as much out
of it as possible before the harpies descend.’

Jennings thought about it. He couldn't deny that he too wanted to make certain that no credit waslogt.
But still---- He said, 'l don't know that | like to take the chance, Strauss.' For the first time he had an
impulse to use the man's first name, but fought it off. 'Look, Strauss.” he said, ‘it's not right to wait. If this
isof extraterrestria origin, then it must be from some other planetary system. Thereisn't aplaceinthe
Solar System, outside the Earth, that can possibly support an advanced lifeform.'

'Not proven, redly,’ grunted Strauss, 'but what if you'reright?

Then it would mean that the creatures of the ship had interstellar travel and therefore had to befar in
advance, technologicaly, of oursalves. Who knows what the Device can tell us about their advanced
technology. It might be the key to—who knowswhat. It might be the clue to an unimaginable scientific
revolution.

That's romantic nonsense. If thisisthe product of atechnology far advanced over ours, well learn
nothing from it. Bring Einstein back to life and show him amicroprotowarp and what would he make of
it?

'We can't be certain that we won't learn.’

'So what, even so? What if therésasmal delay? What if we assure credit for ourselves ? What if we



make sure that we ourselves go along with this, that we don't let go of it?

‘But Strauss—Jennings felt himsalf moved amost to tearsin hisanxiety to get across his sense of the
importance of the Device—'what if we crash with it? What if we don't make it back to Earth ? We can't
risk thisthing.' He tapped it then, amost as though he werein love with it. "We should report it now and
have them send ships out hereto get it. It'stoo precious to——'

At the peak of hisemotiond intendty, the Device seemed to grow warm under hishand. A portion of its
surface, haf-hidden under aflap of meta, glowed phosphorescently.

Jennings jerked his hand away in a spasmodic gesture and the Device darkened. But it was enough; the
moment had been infinitely reveding.

He said, dmost choking, ‘It was like awindow opening into your skull. | could seeinto your mind.'

'l read yours,' said Strauss, 'or experienced it, or entered into it, or whatever you choose.' He touched
the Devicein his cold, withdrawn way, but nothing happened.

"You're an Ultra,' said Jennings angrily. 'When | touched this—And he did so. 'It's happening again. | see
it. Are you amadman ? Can you honestly believeit is humanly decent to condemn amost dl the human
race to extinction and destroy the versatility and variety of the species?

His hand dropped away from the Device again, in repugnance at the glimpses reveded, and it grew dark
again. Once more, Strauss touched it gingerly and again nothing happened.

sad, lets not sart adiscussion, for God's sake. Thisthing isan aid to communi cation—ate epathic
amplifier. Why not? The brain cells have each their éectric potentials. Thought can be viewed asa
wavering eectromagnetic field of microintensties——'

Jennings turned away. He didn't want to speak to Strauss. He said, 'WEll report it now. | don't givea
damn about credit. Takeit dl. | just want it out of our hands.'

For amoment Strauss remained in abrown study. Then he said, 'It's more than a communicator. It
responds to emotion and it amplifies emotion.’

'What are you talking about?

Twiceit started at your touch just now, athough you'd been handling it al day with no effect. It il has
no effect when | touchit.’

'Well?

"It reacted to you when you were in agtate of high emotiona tension. That's the requirement for
activation, | suppose. And when you raved about the Ultras while you were holding it just now, | felt as
you did, for just amoment.’

'So you should.’

‘But, listen to me. Are you sure you're so right. Thereisn't athinking man on Earth that doesn't know the
planet would be better off with apopulation of one billion rather than six billion. If we used automation to
the full—as now the hordes won't allow us to do—we could probably have acompletdly efficient and
viable Earth with a population of no more than, say, five million. Listen to me, Jennings.

Don't turn away, man.'



The harshnessin Strausss voice dmost vanished in his effort to be reasonably winning. ‘But we can't
reduce the population democraticaly. Y ou know that. It isn't the sex urge, because uterine inserts solved
the birth control problem long ago; you know that. 1t'sameatter of nationalism. Each ethnic group wants
other groups to reduce themselvesin population first, and | agree with them. | want my ethnic group, our
ethnic group, to prevall. | want the Earth to be inherited by the dite, which means by men like oursaves.
Weé're the true men, and the horde of half-apes who hold us down are destroying us all. They're doomed
to death anyway; why not save ourselves?

'No," said Jennings strenuoudy. 'No one group has amonopoly on humanity. Y our five million
mirror-images, trapped in a humanity robbed of its variety and versatility, would die of boredom—and
servethemright.’

'Emotional nonsense, Jennings. Y ou don't believe that. Y ou've just been trained to believeit by our
damn-fool equditarians. Look, thisDeviceisjust what we need. Even if we can't build any others or
understand how this one works, this one Device might do. If we could control or influence the minds of
key men, then little by little we can superimpose our views on the world. We dready have an
organization. Y ou must know that if you've seen my mind. It's better motivated and better designed than
any other organization on Earth. The brains of mankind flock to usdaily. Why not you too? This
instrument isakey, asyou see, but not just akey to abit more knowledge. It isakey to thefina solution
of men's problems. Join us! Join us!' He had reached an earnestness that Jennings had never heard in
him.

Strausss hand fell on the Device, which flickered a second or two and went out.

Jennings smiled humorlesdy. He saw the sgnificance of that. Strauss had been ddliberately trying to work
himsdlf into an emotiond state intense enough to activate the Device and had failed.

'Y ou can't work it," said Jennings. 'Y ou're too darned super-mannishly self-controlled and can't break
down, can you? Hetook up the Device with hands that were trembling, and it phosphoresced at once.

"Then you work it. Get the credit for saving humanity.'

'Not in ahundred million years,’ said Jennings, gasping and barely able to bresthe in the intensity of his
emoation. 'lI'm going to report this now.'

'No," said Strauss. He picked up one of the table knives. 'It's pointed enough, sharp enough.’

'Y ou needn't work so hard to make your point,’ said Jennings, even under the stress of the moment
conscious of the pun. 'l can see your plans. With the Device you can convince anyonethéat |
neverexisted. Y ou can bring about an Ultravictory.

Strauss nodded. 'Y ou read my mind perfectly.’
‘But you won',' gagped Jennings. 'Not while | hold this." He was willing Straussinto immobility.

Strauss moved raggedly and subsided. He held the knife out tiffly and hisarm trembled, but he did not
advance.

Both were perspiring fredly.
Strauss said between clenched teeth, "Y ou can't keep it—up all—day.’

The sensation was clear, but Jennings wasn't sure he had the words to describeit. It was, in physical
terms, like holding adippery animd of vast strength, one that wriggled incessantly. Jennings had to



concentrate on the feding of immohility.

Hewasn't familiar with the Device. He didn't know how to useit skillfully. One might aswell expect
someone who had never seen asword to pick one up and widld it with the grace of a musketeer.

'Exactly, said Strauss, following Jennings train of thought. He took afumbling step forward.

Jennings knew himsdlf to be no match for Strauss's mad determination. They both knew that. But there
was the skim boat. Jennings had to get away. With the Device.

But Jennings had no secrets. Strauss saw his thought and tried to step between the other and the skim
boat.

Jennings redoubled his efforts. Not immohility, but unconsciousness. Seep, Strauss, he thought
desperately. Sleep! Strauss dipped to his knees, heavy-lidded eyes closing.

Heart pounding, Jennings rushed forward. If he could strike him with something, snatch the knife——

But histhoughts had deviated from their al-important concentration on deep, so that Strauss's hand was
on hisankle, pulling downward with raw strength.

Strauss did not hesitate. As Jennings tumbled, the hand that held the knife rose and fell. Jenningsfelt the
sharp pain and hismind reddened with fear and despair.

It was the very access of emotion that raised the flicker of the Device to ablaze. Strausss hold relaxed
as Jennings slently and incoherently screamed fear and rage from his own mind to the other.

Straussrolled over, face distorted.

Jennings rose unsteadily to hisfeet and backed away. He dared do nothing but concentrate on keeping
the other unconscious. Any attempt at violent action would block out too much of hisown mind force,
whatever it was, too much of hisunskilled bumbling mind force that could not lend itsdlf to redlly effective
use

He backed toward the skim boat. There would be a suit on board—bandages—— The skim boat was
not really meant for long-distance runs. Nor was Jennings, any longer. Hisright sde was dick with blood
despite the bandages. The interior of his suit was caked withiit.

Therewas no sign of the ship itself on histail, but surely it would come sooner or later. Its power was
many times his own; it had detectors that would pick up the cloud of charge concentration left behind by
hision-drive resctors.

Desperately Jennings had tried to reach Luna Station on hisradio, but there was ill no answer, and he
stopped in despair. His signalswould merdly aid Straussin pursuiit.

He might reach Luna Station bodily, but he did not think he could make it. He would be picked off first.
Hewould die and crash first. He wouldn't makeit. He would have to hide the Device, put it away ina
safe place, then make for Luna Station.

The Device...

Hewas not sure he wasright. It might ruin the human race, but it wasinfinitely vauable. Should he
desiroy it altogether? It was the only remnant of non-human intelligent life. 1t held the secrets of an
advanced technology; it was an instrument of an advanced science of the mind. Whatever the danger,



consder the value—the potential value—— No, he must hide it so that it could be found again—Dbut only
by the enlightened M oderates of the government. Never by the Ultras...

The skim boat flickered down aong the northern inner rim of the crater. He knew which one it was, and
the Device could be buried here. If he could not reach Luna Station theresfter, either in person or by
radio, he would haveto at least get away from the hiding spot: well away, so that his own person would
not giveit away. And he would have to leave some key to it'slocation.

He was thinking with an unearthly clarity, it seemed to him. Wasit the influence of the Device hewas
holding ? Did it stimulate his thinking and guide him to the perfect message? Or wasit the halucination of
the dying, and would none of it make any sense to anyone? He didn't know, but he had no choice. He
had to try.

For Karl Jennings knew he was going to die. He had a matter of hoursto live and much to do.

* % %

H. Seton Davenport of the American Divison of the Terrestrial Bureau of Investigation rubbed the
star-shaped scar on hisleft cheek absently. ‘I'm aware, gir, that the Ultras are dangerous.!

TheDivison Head, M. T. Ashley, looked at Davenport narrowly. His gaunt cheekswere st in
disapproving lines. Since he had sworn off smoking once again, he forced his groping fingersto close
upon astick of chewing gum, which he shelled, crumpled, and shoved into his mouth morosely. Hewas
getting old, and hitter, too, and his short iron-gray mustache rasped when he rubbed his knuckles against
it.

He said, 'Y ou don't know how dangerous. | wonder if anyone does. They are smal in numbers, but

strong among the powerful who, after all, are perfectly ready to consider themselvesthe dite. No one
knowsfor certain who they are or how many.'

‘Not even the Bureau ?
‘The Bureau is held back. We oursalves arentt free of thetaint, for that matter. Areyou ?
Davenport frowned. 'I'm not an Ultra'

'l didn't say you were," said Ashley. 'l asked if you were free of the taint. Have you considered what's
been happening to the Earth in the last two centuries? Has it never occurred to you that amoderate
declinein population would be agood thing? Have you never felt that it would be wonderful to get rid of
the unintelligent, the incgpable, the insengtive, and leavetherest. | have, damnit.’

'I'm guilty of thinking that sometimes, yes. But consdering something asawish-fulfillment ideaisone
thing, but planning it asa practica scheme of action to be Hitlerized through is something else’

"The distance from wish to action isn't as great as you think. Convince yourself that the end isimportant
enough, that the danger is great enough, and the meanswill grow increasingly less objectionable.
Anyway, now that the Istanbul matter istaken care of, let me bring you up to date on this matter. Istanbul
was of ho importance in comparison. Do you know Agent Ferrant?

The one who's disappeared ? Not personaly.’

'Well, two months ago, a stranded ship was located on the Moon's surface. It had been conducting a
privately financed sdlenographic survey. The Russo-America Geologica Society, which had sponsored
theflight, reported the ship'sfallureto report. A routine search located it without much trouble within a



reasonable distance of the site from which it had made itslast report.

"The ship was not damaged but its skim boat was gone and with it one member of the crew.
Name—Karl Jennings. The other man, James Strauss, was dive but in ddlirium. There was no sign of
physical damage to Strauss, but he was quite insane. He dtill is, and that's important.

'Why? put in Davenport.

‘Because the medica team that investigated him reported neurochemica and neurodectrical abnormalities
of unprecedented nature. They'd never seen acase likeit. Nothing human could have brought it about.’

A flicker of asmile crossed Davenport's solemn face. 'Y ou suspect extraterrestrial invaders?

'Maybe,' said the other, with no smile at dl. '‘But let me continue. A routine search in the neighborhood of
the stranded ship revealed no signs of the skim boat. Then Luna Station reported receipt of weak signas
of uncertain origin. They had been tabbed as coming from the western rim of Mare Imbrium, but it was
uncertain whether they were of human origin or not, and no vessdl was believed to bein thevicinity. The
signals had been ignored. With the skim boat in mind, however, the search party headed out for Imbrium
and located it. Jennings was aboard, dead. Knifewound in one side. It'srather surprising he hadlived as
long ashedid.

'Meanwhile the medico's were becoming increasingly disturbed at the nature of Strauss's babbling. They
contacted the Bureau and our two men on the Moon—one of them happened to be Ferrant—arrived at
the ship.

'Ferrant studied the tape recordings of the babblings. There was no point in asking questions, for there
was, and is, no way of reaching Strauss. Thereisahigh wall between the universe and himsa f—jprobably
apermanent one. However, thetalk in ddlirium, athough heavily repetitious and digointed, can be made
to make sense. Ferrant put it together like ajigsaw puzzle.

‘Apparently Strauss and Jennings had come across an object of some sort which they took to be of
ancient and non-human manufacture, an artifact of some ship wrecked eons ago. Apparently it could
somehow be made to twist the human mind.’

Davenport interrupted. 'And it twisted Strausss mind? Isthat it?

That's exactly it. Strauss was an Ultra—we can say "was' for he's only technicaly aive—and Jennings
did not wish to surrender the object. Quite right, too. Strauss babbled of using it to bring about the
sdf-liquidation, as he called it, of the undesirable. He wanted afind, ided population of five million.
Therewas afight in which only Jennings, apparently, could handle the mind-thing, but in which Strauss
had aknife. When Jennings |eft, he was knifed, but Strausss mind had been destroyed.’

'And where was the mind-thing?

'Agent Ferrant acted decisively. He searched the ship and the surroundings again. There was no sign of
anything that was neither anatural Lunar formation nor an obvious product of human technology. There
was nothing that could be the mind-thing. He then searched the skim boat and its surroundings. Again
nothing.

‘Could thefirst search team, the ones who suspected nothing—could they have carried something off?
They sworethey did not, and there is no reason to suspect them of lying. Then Ferrant's parther——-'

'Who was he?



'Gorbansky," said the Digtrict Head.

'l know him. We've worked together.’

'l know you have. What do you think of him ?
'Capable and honest.'

"All right. Gorbansky found something. Not an dien artifact. Rather, something most routingy human
indeed. It was an ordinary white three-by-five card with writing on it, spindled, and in the middle finger of
the right gauntlet. Presumably Jennings had written it before his death and, aso presumably, it
represented the key to where he had hidden the object.’

'What reason isthere to think he had hidden it?
'l said we had found it nowhere.'
'l mean, what if he had destroyed it, as something too dangerousto leave intact?

That's highly doubtful. If we accept the conversation as reconstructed from Strauss's ravings—and
Ferrant built up what seems atight word-for-word record of it—Jennings thought the mind-thing to be of
key importance to humanity. He called it "the clue to an umimaginable scientific revolution.” Hewouldn't
destroy something like that. He would merely hide it from the Ultras and try to report its whereabouts to
the government. Else why leave a clue to its whereabouts?

Davenport shook hishead, "Y oure arguing in acircle, chief. Y ou say heleft aclue because you think
there isahidden object, and you think there is ahidden object because he left aclue.”

| admit that. Everything isdubious. Is Strausss delirium meaningful ? Is Ferrant's recongtruction vaid? Is
Jennings dueredlly aclue? Isthere amind-thing, or aDevice, as Jennings caled it, or isn't there ?
There's no use asking such questions. Right now, we must act on the assumption that thereissuch a
Device and that it must be found.'

'‘Because Ferrant disappeared?

'Exactly.’

'Kidnapped by the Ultras ?

'Not at al. The card disappeared with him.'
'Oh—I see!’

'Ferrant has been under suspicion for along time as a secret Ultra. HE's not the only onein the Bureau
under suspicion either. The evidence didn't warrant open action; we can't smply lay about on pure
suspicion, you know, or welll gut the Bureau from top to bottom. He was under surveillance.'

'By whom?

'By Gorbansky, of course. Fortunately Gorbansky had filmed the card and sent the reproduction to the
headquarters on Earth, but he admits he considered it as nothing more than a puzzling object and
included it in the information sent to Earth only out of adesireto be routindy complete. Ferrant—the
better mind of the two, | suppose—did see the significance and took action. He did so at gresat cost, for
he has given himsdf away and has destroyed his future usefulnessto the Ultras, but there is a chance that
there will be no need for future usefulness. If the Ultras control the Device——'



'Perhaps Ferrant has the Device aready .’
'He was under surveillance, remember. Gorbansky swears the Device did not turn up anywhere.'

‘Gorbansky did not manage to stop Ferrant from leaving with the card. Perhaps he did not manage to
stop him from obtaining the Device unnoticed, either.’

Ashley tapped hisfingers on the desk between them in an uneasy and uneven rhythm. He said at last, 'l
don't want to think that. If wefind Ferrant, we may find out how much damage he'sdone. 'I'll | then, we
must search for the Device. If Jennings hid it, he must have tried to get away from the hiding place. Else
why leave aclue ? It wouldn't befound in thevicinity.'

'He might not have lived long enough to get away.’

Agan Ashley tapped, The skim boat showed signs of having engaged in along, speedy flight and had al
but crashed at the end. That is congstent with the view that Jennings was trying to place as much space
as possible between himself and some hiding place.’

'Can you tell from what direction he came?

'Y es, but that's not likely to help. From the condition of the side vents, he had been deliberately tacking
and veering.'

Davenport sighed. 'l suppose you have acopy of the card with you.'

'l do. Hereitis.' Heflipped athree-by-five replicatoward Davenport. Davenport studied it for afew
moments. It looked like this:

Davenport said, 'l don't see any sgnificance here!’

‘Neither did I, at first, nor did those | first consulted. But consider. Jennings must have thought that
Strauss was in pursuit; he might not have known that Strauss had been put out of action, at least, not
permanently. He was deadly afraid, then, that an Ultrawould find him before aModerate would. He
dared not leave a clue to open. This—and the Division Head tapped the reproduction—'must represent
acluethat is opague on the surface but clear enough to anyone sufficiently ingenious:”

‘Can werdy on that? asked Davenport doubtfully. 'After dl, he was adying, frightened man, who might
have been subjected to this mind-atering object himself. He need not have been thinking clearly, or even
humanly. For instance, why didn't he make an effort to reach Lunar Station? He ended half a
circumference away dmost. Was he too twisted to think clearly? Too paranoid to trust even the Station ?
Y et he must have tried to reach them at first Since they picked up Sgnals. What I'm saying isthat this
card, which looks asthough it is covered with gibberish, is covered with gibberish.’

Ashley shook his head solemnly from sideto side, like atolling bell. ‘He wasin panic, yes. And | suppose
he lacked the presence of mind to try to reach Lunar Station. Only the need to run and escape possessed
him. Even so this can't be gibberish. It hangs together too well. Every notation on the card can be made
to make sense, and the whole can be made to hang together.’

"Where's the sense, then 7 asked Davenport.

"Y ou'll notice that there are seven items on the left Sde and two on the right. Consider the left-hand side
fird. Thethird one down looks like an equals Sign. Does an equas sign mean anything to you, anything in
particular ?



'An dgebraic equation.’

That'sgenerd. Anything particular?

‘No.'

'Suppose you consider it asapair of pardld lines?
‘Euclid'sfifth postulate? suggested Davenport, groping.

'Good! Thereisacrater caled Euclides on the Moon—the Greek name of the mathematician we call
Eudid.

Davenport nodded. 'l seeyour drift. Asfor F/A, that's force divided by acceleration, the definition of
mass by Newton's second law of motion——'

'Yes, and thereisacrater caled Newton on the Moon a<o.'

'Y es, but wait awhile, the lowermost item is the astronomic symbol for the planet Uranus, and thereis
certainly no crater—or any other lunar object, so far as| know—that is named Uranus.’

'Y ou'reright there. But Uranus was discovered by William Herschel, and the H that makes up part of the
astronomic symbol istheinitid of hisname. Asit happens, thereisacrater named Herschel onthe
Moon—three of them, in fact, Snce oneis named for Caroline Herschel, his sister, and another for John
Herschd, hisson.'

'Davenport thought awhile, then said, 'PC/2—Pressure times haf the speed of light. I'm not familiar with
that equation.’

Try craters. Try Pfor Ptolemaeus and C for Copernicus.
'And strike an average ? Would that signifiy a spot exactly between Ptolemaeus and Copernicus?

'I'm disappointed, Davenport,’ said Ashley sardonicaly. 'l thought you knew your history of astronomy
better than that. Ptolemy, or Ptolemaeusin Latin, presented a geocentric picture of the Solar System with
the Earth at the center, while Copernicus presented a heliocentric one with the Sun at the center. One
astronomer attempted a compromise, a picture halfway between that of Ptolemy and Copernicus——'

Tycho Brahe!' said Davenport.
‘Right. And the crater Tycho isthe most conspicuous festure on the Moon's surface.

'AH right. Let'stake therest. The C-C isacommon way of writing acommon type of chemical bond,
and | think thereis acrater named Bond.'

'Y es, named for an American astronomer, W. C. Bond.'

Theitemontop, XY2. Hmm. XYY. An X and two Y's. Wait! Alfonso X. He wastheroyal astronomer
in medieva Spain who was called Alfonso theWise. X theWise. XY'Y. Thecrater Alphonsus'!’

'Very good. What's SU ?
That sumpsme, chief.’

'l tell you one theory. It stands for Soviet Union, the old name for the Russian Region. It was the Soviet



Union that first mapped the other side of the Moon, and maybe it's a crater there. Tsolkovsky, for
instance. Y ou see, then, the symbols on the left can each be interpreted as standing for acrater:
Alphonsus, Tycho, Euclides, Newton, Tsolkovsky, Bond, Herschel .

What about the symbols on the right-hand sde?

That's perfectly transparent. The quartered circleisthe astronomic symbol for the Earth. An arrow
pointing to it indicates that Earth must be directly overhead.'

'Ah," said Davenport, 'the Sinus Medii—the Middle Bay— over which the Earth is perpetuity at zenith.
That's not acrater, so it's on the right-hand side, away from the other symbols:’

‘All right,’ said Ashley. Thenotations al make sense, or they can be made to make sense,so theré's at
least agood chance that thisisn't gibberish and that it istrying to tell us something. But what?So far
we'vegot seven craters and anon-crater mentioned, and what doesthat mean? Presum ably, the Device
canonly bein one place!

'Well,' said Davenport heavily, 'acrater can be a huge place to search. Even if we assume he hugged the
shadow to avoid Solar radiation, there can be dozens of milesto examine in each case. Suppose the
arrow pointing to the symbal for the Earth defines the crater where he hid the Device, the place from
which the Earth can be seen nearest the zenith.'

That's been thought of, old man. It cuts out one place and leaves us with seven pinpointed craters, the
southernmost extremity of those north of the L unar equator and the northernmost extremity of those
south. But which of the seven?

Davenport was frowning. So far, he hadn't thought of anything that hadn't dready been thought of.
‘Search them al,’ he said brusquely.

Adhley crackled into brief laughter. 'In the weeks since this has dl come up, we've done exactly that.'
'And what have you found?

‘Nothing. We haven't found athing. We're dtill looking, though.'

‘Obvioudy one of the symbolsisn't interpreted correctly.’

'Obvioudy!"

'Y ou said yoursdlf there were three craters named Herschel. The symbol SU, if it meansthe Soviet Union
and therefore the other side of the Moon, can stand for any crater on the other side: Lomonaosov, Jules
Verne, Joliot-Curie, any of them. For that matter, the symbol of the Earth might stand for the crater
Atlas, since heis pictured as supporting the Earth in some versions of the myth. The arrow might stand
for the Straight Wall.'

There's no argument there, Davenport. But even if we get the right interpretation for the right symbal,
how do we recognize it from among al the wrong interpretations, or from among the right interpretations
of the wrong symbols ? Somehow there's got to be something that leaps up at us from this card and gives
us so clear apiece of information that we can tell it at once asthe red thing from among all thered
herrings. We've dl failed and we need a fresh mind, Davenport. What do you see here?

'I'll tell you one thing we could do,’ said Davenport reluctantly. 'We can consult someone I——Oh, my
God!' He half-rose.



Ashley was dl controlled excitement at once. 'What do you see?

Davenport could fed hishand trembling. He hoped hislipsweren't. He said. Tell me, have you checked
on Jennings past life?

'Of course!
'Where did he go to college ?
'Eagtern University.

A pang of joy shot through Davenport, but he held on. That was not enough. 'Did hetake acoursein
extraterro-logy?

'Of course, hedid. That's routine for ageology mgjor.'
'All right, then, don't you know who teaches extraterrology at Eastern University?
Ashley snapped hisfingers. That oddball. What's-his-name—Wendell Urth.'

'Exactly, an oddball who isabrilliant manin hisway. An oddball who's acted as a consultant for the
Bureau on severa occasions and given perfect satisfaction every time. An oddball | was going to suggest
we consult thistime and then noticed that this card was telling usto do so. An arrow pointing to the
symbal for the Earth. A rebusthat couldn't mean more clearly "Go to Urth,” written by aman who was
once a student of Urth and would know him.’

Ashley stared at the card, 'By God, it's possible. But what could Urth tell us about the card that we can't
seefor oursalves?

Davenport said, with polite patience, 'l suggest we ask him, sir.’

* % %

Ashley looked about curioudy, haf-wincing as he turned from one direction to another. He felt asthough
he had found himsdlf in some arcane curiosity shop, darkened and dangerous, from which a any moment
some demon might hurtle forth squeding.

The lighting was poor and the shadows many. Thewalls seemed distant, and dismally dive with
book-films from floor to ceiling. There was a Gdactic Lensin soft three-dimentiondity in one corner
andbehind it were star charts that could be made out A map of the Moon in another corner might,
however, possibly be amap of Mars.

Only the desk in the center of the room was brilliantly lit by atight-beamed lamp. It wasllittered with
papers and opened printed books. A small viewer was threaded with film, and a clock with an
old-fashioned round-faced dial hummed with subdued merrimen.

Ashley found himsdf unableto recdl that it waslate afternoon outside and that the sun was quite
definitely in the sky. Here, within, was aplace of eterna night. There was no sign of any window, and the
clear presence of circulating air did not spare him a claustrophobic sensation.

Hefound himsalf moving closer to Davenport, who seemed insensible to the unpleasantness of the
gtuation.

Davenport said in alow voice, 'Hell be herein amoment, sir.’



Isit dwayslikethis? asked Ashley.

'Always. He never leavesthis place, asfar as| know, except to trot across the campus and attend his
classes!

'Gentlemen! Gentlemen!’ came areedy, tenor voice. '| am so glad to see you. It isgood of you to come!’
A round figure of aman bustled in from another room, shedding shadow and emerging into the light.

He beamed at them, adjusting round, thick-lensed glasses upward so that he might look through them. As
his fingers moved away, the glasses dipped downward at once to a precarious perch upon the round
nubbin of hissnub nose. 'l an Wendell Urth," he said.

The scraggly gray Van Dyke on his pudgy, round chin did not in the least add to the dignity which the
smiling face and the stubby dllipsoidal torso so noticeably lacked.

'Gentlemen! It isgood of you to come,’ Urth repeated, as he jerked himsdf backward into achair from
which hislegs dangled with the toes of his shoesafull inch above the floor. 'Mr. Davenport remembers,
perhaps, that it is amatter of—uh—some importance to meto remain here. | do not liketo travel, except
to walk, of course, and awalk across the campusis quite enough for me.'

Asdhley looked baffled as he remained standing, and Urth stared a him with agrowing bafflement of his
own. He pulled a handkerchief out and wiped his glasses, then replaced them, and said, 'Oh, | seethe
difficulty. You want chairs. Yes. Wdll, just take some. If there are things on them, just push them off.
Push them off. Sit down, please.’

Davenport removed the books from one chair and placed them carefully on the floor. He pushed the
chair toward Ashley. Then he took ahuman skull off a second chair and placed the skull even more
carefully on Urth's desk. Its mandible, insecurdly wired, unhinged as he transferred it, and it sat there with
jaw askew.

‘Never mind,' said Urth, affably, ‘it will not hurt. Now tell me what is on your mind, gentlemen ?

Davenport waited amoment for Ashley to speak, then, rather gladly, took over. 'Dr. Urth, do you
remember astudent of yours named Jennings? Karl Jennings?

Urth's smile vanished momentarily with the effort of recdl. His somewhat protuberant eyes blinked. ‘'No,'
he said at last. 'Not at the moment.’

'A geology mgjor. Hetook your extraterrology course some years ago. | have his photograph here, if
thet will help.

Urth studied the photograph handed him with nearsighted concentration, but still looked doubtful.

Davenport drove on. 'Heleft a cryptic message which isthe key to amatter of great importance. We
have so far failed to interpret it satisfactorily, but this much we see—it indicates we are to cometo you.'

'Indeed? How interesting! For what purpose are you to come to me?
'Presumably for your advice on interpreting the message.'
'May | seeit?

Silently Ashely passed the dip of paper to Wendell Urth. The extraterrologist looked at it casudly, turned
it over, and stared for amoment at the blank back. He said, 'Where does it say to ask me?



Ashley looked startled, but Davenport forestalled him by saying, The arrow pointing to the symbol of the
Earth. It scemsclear.’

'Itisclearly an arrow pointing to the symbol for the planet Earth. | supposeit might literally mean "goto
the Earth” if thiswere found on some other world.'

"It was found on the Moon, Dr. Urth, and it could, | sup pose mean that. However, the reference to you
seemed clear once we redized that Jennings had been a student of yours.'

'Hetook acoursein extraterrology here a the University?
That'sright."

'Inwhat year, Mr. Davenport?

'In'18.

'Ah. The puzzleis solved.

"Y ou mean the significance of the message? said Davenport.

'No, no. The message has no meaning to me. | mean the puzzle of why it isthat | did not remember him,
for | remember him now. Hewas avery quiet fellow, anxious, shy, self-effacing—not at dl the sort of
person anyone would remember. Without this—and he tapped the message—'| might never have
remembered him.'

"Why does the card change things? asked Davenport.

The reference to meisaplay on words. Earth—Urth. Not very subtle, of course, but that is Jennings. His
unattainable delight was the pun. My only clear memory of himishisoccasond attemptsto perpetrate
puns. | enjoy puns, | adore puns, but Jennings—yes, | remember him well now—was arocious &t it.
Either that, or distressingly obviousat it, asin this case. He lacked al talent for puns, yet craved them so
much——'

Ashley suddenly broke in. This message conssts entirely of akind of wordplay, Dr. Urth. At least, we
believe so, and that fitsin with what you say.'

'Ah!" Urth adjusted his glasses and peered through them once more at the card and the symbolsiit
carried. He pursed his plump lips, then said cheerfully, | make nothing of it.'

'In that case——" began Ashley, hishandsballing into figs.

‘Butif you tdl mewhat it'sal about,” Urth went on, ‘then perhaps it might mean something.’
Davenport said quickly, 'May |, Sr? 1 am confident that this man can be relied on—and it may help.’
'Go ahead,’ muttered Ashley. ‘At this point, what can it hurt?

Davenport condensed thetde, giving it in crisp, telegraphic sentences, while Urth listened carefully,
moving his stubby fingers over the shining milk-white desktop as though he were sweeping up invisble
cigar ashes. Toward the end of therecita, he hitched up hislegs and sat with them crossed like an
amiable Buddha

When Davenport was done, Urth thought a moment, then said, ‘Do you happen to have atranscript of
the conversation reconstructed by Ferrant?



'We do,' said Davenport. 'Would you like to seeit?
‘Please!

Urth placed the strip of microfilm in ascanner and worked hisway rapidly through it, hislips moving
unintelligibly at some points. Then he tapped the reproduction of the cryptic message. 'And this, you say,
isthe key to the entire matter? The crucid clue?

'Wethink itis, Dr. Urth.’

‘Butitisnot theorigina. It isareproduction.’

‘That is correct.’

Theorigind has gone with this man, Ferrant, and you bdlieveit to be in the hands of the Ultras!
'Quite possibly.’

Urth shook his head and |ooked troubled. 'Everyone knows my sympathies are not with the Ultras. |
would fight them by al means, so | don't want to seem to be hanging back, but—what isthere to say that
thismind-affecting object exists a al ?'Y ou have only the ravings of a psychotic and your dubious
deductions from the reproduction of amysterious set of marksthat may mean nothing &t al.’

'Yes, Dr. Urth, but we can't take chances.'

'How certain are you that this copy is accurate? What if the origina has something on it that thislacks,
something that makes the message quite clear, something without which the message must remain
impenetrable?

'We are certain the copy is accurate.’

'What about the reverse sde? Thereis nothing on the back of this reproduction. What about the reverse
of theorigind?

"The agent who made the reproduction tells us that the back of the original was blank.’
'Men can make mistakes.'

'We have no reason to think he did, and we must work on At least until such time asthe origind is
regained.’

"Then you assure me," said Urth, 'that any interpretation to be made of this message must be made on the
basis of exactly what one sees here.’

'Wethink so. We are virtualy certain,’ said Davenport with a sense of ebbing confidence.

Urth continued to look troubled. He said, 'Why not |leave the instrument whereit iS? If neither group finds
it, so much the better. | disapprove of any tampering with minds and would not contribute to making it

possible!

Davenport placed arestraining hand on Ashley's arm sensing the other was about to speak. Davenport
said, 'Let meput it to you. Dr. Urth, that the mind-tampering aspect is not the whole of the Device.
Suppose an Earth expedition to adistant primitive planet had dropped an old-fashioned radio there, and
suppose the native population had discovered e ectric current had been not yet developed the vacuum
tube.



The population might discover that if the radio was hooked up to acurrent, certain glass objects within it
would grow warm and would glow, but of course they would receive no intelligible sound, merely, at
best, some buzzes and crackles. However, if they dropped the radio into a bathtub while it was plugged
in, aperson in that tub might be e ectrocuted. Should the people of this hypothetica planet therefore
conclude that the device they were studying was designed solely for the purpose of tilling people?

'l seeyour andogy.' said Urth. "Y ou think that the mind tampering property is merely an incidenta
function of the Device?

I'msure of it,’ said Davenport earnestly. 'If we can puzzle out itsreal purpose, earthly technology may
leap ahead centuries.

Then you agree with Jennings when he said—here Urth consulted the microfilm—'"It might be the key
to—who knowswhat? It might be the clue to an unimaginable scientific revolution.™

'Exactly!’

'And yet the mind-tampering aspect isthere and isinfinitely dangerous. Whatever the radio's purposg, it
does eectrocute.’

'Which iswhy we can't et the Ultras get it."
'Or the government either, perhaps ?

‘But | must point out that thereis areasonable limit to caution. Consider that men have dways held
danger intheir hands. Thefirg flint knife in the old Stone Age; the first wooden club before that could kill.
They could be used to bend wesker men to the will of stronger ones under threst of force and that, too,
isaform of mind-tampering. What counts, Dr. Urth, is not the Deviceitsaf, however dangerousit may
be in the abstract, but the intentions of the men who make use of the Device. The Ultras have the
declared intention of killing off more than 99-9 per cent of humanity. The government, whatever the faults
of the men composing it, would have no such intention.’

'What would the government intend?

‘A scientific study of the Device. Even the mind-tampering aspect itself could yidd infinite good. Put to
enlightened use, it could educate us concerning the physical basis of mentd function. We might learn to
correct mental disorders or cure the Ultras. Mankind might learn to develop greater intelligence

generdly.’
'How can | believe that such idealism will be put into practice?

'l believe so. Condder that you face a possible turn to evil by the government if you help us, but you risk
the certain and declared evil purpose of the Ultrasif you dont.'

Urth nodded thoughtfully. 'Perhaps you're right. And yet | have afavor to ask of you. | have aniece who
is, | believe quitefond of me. Sheis constantly upset over the fact that | Seadfastly refuseto indulgein
the lunacy of travel. She states that she will not rest content until someday | accompany her to Europe or
North Carolina- or some other outlandish place——-'

Adhley leaned forward earnestly, brushing Davenport's restraining gesture to one side. 'Dr. Urth, if you

help usfind the Device and if it can be made to work, then | assure you that we will be glad to help you
free yoursdlf of your phobiaagains travel and makeit possible for you to go with your niece anywhere
youwish.'



Urth's bulging eyes widened and he seemed to shrink within himsdlf. For amoment he looked wildly
about as though he were aready trapped. ‘'No." he gasped. ‘Not at al! Never!'

His voice dropped to an earnest, hoarse whisper. 'L et me plain the nature of my fee. If | help you, if you
retrieve the Device and learnitsuse, if the fact of my help becomes public, then my niece will be onthe
government like afury. Sheisaterribly headstrong and shrill-voiced woman who will raise public
subscriptions and organize demonstrations. She will stop at nothing. And yet you must not givein to her.
Youmust not! You must resst dl pressures. | wish to be left alone exactly as| am now. That ismy
absolute and minimum fee.’

Adhley flushed. "Yes, of course, sincethat isyour wish.'

'l have your word?

'Y ou have my word.'

'Please remember. | rely on you too, Mr. Davenport.’

It will be as you wish," soothed Davenport. 'And now, | presume, you can interpret the items?

Theitems? asked Urth, seeming to focus his attention with difficulty on the card. Y ou mean these
markings, XY 2 and so on?

'Y es. What do they mean ?
'l don't know. Y our interpretations are as good as any, | suppose.’

Ashley exploded. 'Do you mean that all thistalk about hel ping usis nonsense ? What wasthis
maundering about afee, then?

Wenddl | Urth looked confused and taken aback. 'l would like to help you.'
'But you don't know what these items mean.’

'l—I don't. But | know what this message means.'

'Y ou do? cried Davenport.

'Of course. It'smeaning istransparent. | suspected it hafway through your story. And | was sure of it
once | read the reconstruction of the conversations between Strauss and Jennings. Y ou would
undergtand it yoursdlf, gentlemen, if you would only stop to think.'

'See here,' said Ashley in exasperation, 'you said you don't know what the items mean.’
'l don't. | said | know what the message means.’

'What isthe messageiif it isnot theitems ? Isit the paper, for Heaven's sake?

'Yes inaway.'

'Y ou mean invisbleink or something like that?

‘No! Why isit so hard for you to understand, when you yourself stand on the brink?

Davenport leaned toward Ashley and said in alow voice, 'Sir, will you let me handleit, please ?



Ashley snorted, then said in astifled manner, 'Go ahead.’
'Dr. Urth," said Davenport, ‘will you give us your analysis?

'Ah!l Well, dl right." Thelittle extraterrologist settled back in his chair and mopped his damp forehead on
hisdeeve. 'Let's consder the message. If you accept the quartered circle and the arrow as directing you
to me, that leaves seven items. If these indeed refer to seven craters, six of them, at least, must be
designed merely to distract, since the Device surdly cannot be in more than one place. It contained no
movable or detachable parts—it was all one piece.

"Then, too, none of the items are straightforward. SU might, by your interpretation, mean any place on
the other side of the Moon, which isan areathe size of South America. Again PC/2 can mean "Tycho,"
asMr. Ashley says, or it can mean "halfway between Ptolemaeus and Copernicus,”" as Mr. Davenport
thought, or for that matter "halfway between Plato and Cassini.” To be sure, X'Y 2 could mean
"Alfonsus'—very ingenious interpretation, that—but it could refer to some coordinate system in which the
Y coordinate was the square of the X coordinate. Similarly C-C would mean "Bond" or it could mean
"hafway between Cassini and Copernicus." F/A could mean "Newton™ or it could mean "between
Fabricius and Archimedes"

'In short, the items have so many meanings that they are meaningless. Even if one of them had meaning, it
could not be selected from among the others, so that it isonly sensible to supposethat dl theitemsare
merely red herrings.

'It isnecessary, then, to determine what about the message is completely unambiguous, what is perfectly
clear. The answer to that can only bethat it isamessage, that it isaclueto ahiding place. That isthe one
thing we are certain about isn't it ?

Davenport nodded, then said cautioudly, 'At least, we think we are certain of it.'

'WEell, you have referred to this message as the key to the whole matter. Y ou have acted asthough it
werethe crucia clue. Jennings himsdlf referred to the Device asakey or aclue. If we combinethis
serious view of the matter with Jennings penchant for puns, a penchant which may have been heightened
by the mind-tampering Device he was carrying——So let metdl you astory.

'Inthelast hdf of the sixteenth century, therelived a German Jesuit in Rome. He was amathematician
and astronomer of note and hel ped Pope Gregory XII1 reform the calendar in 1582, performing dl the
enormous calculations required. This astronomer admired Copernicus but he did not accept the
heliocentric view of the Solar System. He clung to the older belief that the Earth was the center of the
Universe,

'In 1650, nearly forty years after the death of this mathematician, the M oon was mapped by another
Jesuit, the Italian astronomer, Giovanni Battista Riccioli. He named the craters after astronomers of the
past and since he too rejected Copernicus, he selected the largest and most spectacular craters for those
who placed the Earth at the center of the Universe—for Ptolemy, Hipparchus, Alfonso X, Tycho Brahe.
The biggest crater Riccioli could find he reserved for his German Jesuit predecessor.

Thiscrater isactualy only the second largest of the cratersvisble from Earth. The only larger crater is
Bailly, which isright on the Moon'slimb and istherefore very difficult to see from the Earth. Riccioli
ignored it, and it was named for an astronomer who lived acentury after histime and who was guillotined
during the French Revolution.'

Ashley wasligtening to al thisrestlesdy. 'But what has thisto do with the message?



'Why, everything, said Urth, with some surprise. 'Did you not call this message the key to thewhole
business? Ian't it the crucia clue?

'Yes, of course.’
'Isthere any doubt that we are dedling with something that isaclue or key to something else?
'No, thereisn't, said Ashley.

'Wéll, then——The name of the German Jesuit | have been speaking of is Christoph
Klau—pronounced "klow." Don't you see the pun ? Klau—clue ?

Ashley's entire body seemed to grow flabby with disappointment. 'Farfetched,” he muttered.
Davenport said anxioudy, 'Dr. Urth, thereis no feature on the Moon named Klau asfar as| know.'

'Of course not,' said Urth excitedly. That isthe whole point. At thisperiod of history, thelast haf of the
Sxteenth century, European scholarswere Latinizing their names. Klau did so. In place of the German
"u", hemade use of the equivaent letter, the Latin "v". He then added an "ius’ ending typica of Latin
names and Christoph Klau became Christopher Clavius, and | supposeyou are dl aware of the giant
crater wecdl Clavius!

'‘But——" began Davenport.

'Don't "but" me," said Urth. 'Just let me point out that the Latin word "clavis' means"key." Now do you
seethe double and bilingua pun? Klau—clue, Clavius—clavis— key. In hiswholelife, Jennings could
never have made adouble, bilingua pun, without the Device. Now he could, and | wonder if death might
not have been dmogt triumphant under the circumstances. And he directed you to me because he knew |
would remember his penchant for puns and because he knew | loved them too.’

The two men of the Bureau were looking at him wide-eyed.

Urth said solemnly, ‘I would suggest you search the shaded rim of Clavius, at that point where the Earth
isnearest the zenith.'

Ashley rose. "Whereisyour videophone ?

'Inthe next room."

Ashley dashed. Davenport lingered behind. ‘Areyou sure. Dr. Urth?

'Quite sure. But even if | am wrong, | suspect it doesn't matter.’

'What doesn't matter 7

'Whether you find it or not. For if the Ultras find the Device, they will probably be unableto useit.’
'Why do you say that ?

"You asked meif Jennings had ever been a student of mine, but you never asked me about Strauss, who
was aso ageologist. He was a student of mine ayear or so after Jennings. | remember him well.'

'Oh?

'An unpleasant man. Very cold. It isthe halmark of the Ultras, | think. They aredl very cold, very rigid,



very sure of themsalves. They can't empathize, or they wouldn't speak of killing off billions of human
beings. What emotionsthey possess are icy ones, salf-absorbed ones, fedings incapable of spanning the
distance between two human beings'!’

I think | see!'

'I'm sure you do. The conversation reconstructed from Strauss's ravings showed us he could not
manipul ate the Device. He lacked the emotiona intengity, or the type of necessary emotion. | imagine al
Ultras would. Jennings, who was not an Ultra, could manipulate it. Anyone who could use the Device
would, | suspect, be incapable of deliberate cold-blooded cruelty. He might strike out of panic fear as
Jennings struck at Strauss, but never out of calculation, as Strausstried to strike at Jennings. In short, to
put it tritely, | think the Device can be actuated by love, but never by hate, and the Ultras are nothing if
not haters.’

Davenport nodded. 'l hope you're right. But then—why were you so suspicious of the government's
motivesif you felt the wrong men could not manipulate the Device?

Urth shrugged. 'l wanted to make sure you could bluff and rationalize on your feet and make yourself
convincingly persuasive a amoment's notice. After dl, you may haveto face my niece!

Foreword

This story has even pleasanter memories for me than the one before. At the Twenty-fourth World
Science Fiction Convention, held in Cleveland over the Labor Day weekend in 1966, | was one of
those who received a Hugo (the 'Oscar’ of science fiction fandom), under conditions of great
satisfaction to myself, and with my wife and children in the audience to see. (I amgrinning
foolishly for sheer joy of recall as| type this.) The science fiction magazine IF also won a Hugo
and its editor set about collecting promises from other Hugo winnersto write stories for a special
Hugo issue. | would have had to have a heart of obsidian not to promise—so | did. Thisisthe
result. It isthe only story | know of to combine the mystery formwith Einstein's General Theory of
Relativity.

The Billiard Ball

James Priss—I suppose | ought to say Professor James Priss, though everyone is sure to know whom |
mean even without the tide—always spoke dowly.

| know. | interviewed him often enough. He had the greatest mind since Eingtein, but it didn't work
quickly. He admitted his downess often. Maybe it was because he had so great amind that it didn't
work quickly.

Hewould say something in dow abstraction, then he would think, and then he would say something
more. Even over trivid matters, his giant mind would hover uncertainly, adding atouch here and then
another there.

Would the Sun rise tomorrow, | can imagine him wondering. What do we mean by 'rise? Can we be
certain that tomorrow will come? Isthe term 'Sun' completely unambiguousin this connection ?

Add to this habit of speech abland countenance, rather pale, with no expression except for agenerd
look of uncertainty; gray hair, rather thin, neaily combed; business suits of an invariably conservative cut;
and you have what Professor James Priss was—a retiring person, completely lacking in magnetism.



That's why nobody in the world, except mysdf, could possibly suspect him of being a murderer. And
even | am not sure. After dl, he was dow-thinking; he was dways dow-thinking. Isit concelvable that at
one crucid moment he managed to think quickly and act at once ?

It doesn't matter. Even if he murdered, he got away with it. It isfar too late now to try to reverse matters
and | wouldn't succeed in doing so even if | decided to et this be published Edward Bloom was Prisss
classmatein college, and an associate, through circumstance, for ageneration afterward. They were
equa inageandin their propengty for the bachelor life, but oppositesin everything else that mattered.

Bloom wasaliving flash of light; colorful, tal, broad, loud, brash, and sdf-confident. He had amind that
resembled ameteor strike in the sudden and unexpected way it could seize the essential. Hewas no
theoretician, as Prisswas, Bloom had neither the patience for it, nor the capacity to concentrate intense
thought upon a single abstract point. He admitted that; he boasted of it.

What he did have was an uncanny way of seeing the application of atheory; of seeing the manner in
which it could be put to use. In the cold marble block of abstract structure, he could see, without
gpparent difficulty, the intricate design of amarvelous device. The block would fall gpart at histouch and
leave the device.

It isawdl-known story, and not too badly exaggerated, that nothing Bloom ever built had failed to work,
or to be patentable, or to be profitable. By the time he was forty-five, he was one of therichest men on
Earth.

And if Bloom the Technician were adapted to one particular matter more than anything else, it wasto the
way of thought of Prissthe Theoretician. Bloom's greatest gadgets were built upon Prisss greatest
thoughts, and as Bloom grew wedlthy and famous, Priss gained phenomena respect among his
colleagues.

Naturdly it was to be expected that when Priss advanced his Two-Field Theory, Bloom would set about
at onceto build thefirst practica anti-gravity device.

My job wasto find human interest in the Two-Field Theory for the subscribersto Tele-News Press, and
you get that by trying to ded with human beings and not with abstract ideas. Since my interviewee was
Professor Priss, that wasn't essy.

Naturaly, | was going to ask about the possbilities of anti-gravity, which interested everyone; and not
about the Two-Field Theory, which no one could understand.

'Anti-gravity? Priss compressed his pae lipsand considered. 'I'm not entirely surethat it is possible, or
ever will be. I haven't—uh—worked the matter out to my satisfaction. | don't entirely see whether the
Two-Field equations would have afinite solution, which they would have to have, of course, if—'— And
then he went off into abrown study.

| prodded him. 'Bloom says he thinks such adevice can be built.'

Priss nodded. "Well, yes, but | wonder. Ed Bloom has had an amazing knack at seeing the unobviousin
the past. He has an unusuad mind. It's certainly made him rich enough.’

Wewere gtting in Prisss gpartment. Ordinary middle-class. | couldn't help aquick glance thisway and
that. Prisswas not wedlthy.

| don't think he read my mind. He saw melook. And | think it was on his mind. He said, 'Wedth isn't the
usual reward for the pure scientist. Or even a particularly desirable one!’



Maybe 0, at that, | thought. Priss certainly had his own kind of reward. He was the third personin
history to win two Nobd Prizes, and the first to have both of them in the sciences and both of them
unshared. Y ou can't complain about that. And if hewasn't rich, neither was he poor.

But he didn't sound like a contented man. Maybe it wasn't Bloom's wealth alone that irked Priss; maybe
it was Bloom's fame among the people of Earth generally; maybe it was the fact that Bloom wasa
celebrity wherever he went, where as Priss, outsde scientific conventions and faculty clubs, waslargdy

anonymous.

| can't say how much of al thiswasin my eyesor intheway | wrinkled the creasesin my forehead, but
Prisswent on to say, 'But we're friends, you know. We play billiards once or twice aweek. | beat him

regularly.’

(I never published that statement. | checked it with Bloom, who made along counterstatement that
began: 'He beats me at billiards. That jackass——" and grew increasingly persond thereafter. Asa
matter of fact, neither onewasanovice a hilliards. | watched them play once for ashort while, after the
statement and counterstatement, and both handled the cue with professiona gplomb. What's more, both
played for blood, and there was no friendship in the game that | could see)) | said, 'Would you careto
predict whether Bloom will manageto build an anti-gravity device?

"Y ou mean would | commit myself to anything? Hmm. Well, let's consider, young man. Just what do we
mean by anti-gravity? Our conception of gravity isbuilt around Eingtein's Genera Theory of Relativity,
which isnow acentury and ahaf old but which, withinitslimits, remainsfirm. We can pictureit——'

| listened politely. I'd heard Priss on the subject before, but if | wasto get anything out of him—which
wasn't certain—I'd haveto let him work hisway through in hisown way.

'We can pictureit,” he said, 'by imagining the Universe to be aflat, thin, superflexible sheet of untearable
rubber. If we picture mass as being associated with weight, asit is on the surface of the Earth, then we
would expect a mass, resting upon the rubber sheet, to make an indentation. The greater the mass, the
deeper the indentation.

'Inthe actua Universe,' he went on, 'al sorts of masses exist, and so our rubber sheet must be pictured
asriddled with indentations. Any object rolling aong the sheet would dip into and out of the indentations
it passed, veering and changing direction asit did so. It isthis veer and change of direction that we
interpret as demongtrating the existence of aforce of gravity. If the moving object comes close enough to
the center of the indentation and is moving dowly enough, it gets trapped and whirls round and round that
indentation. In the absence of friction, it kegps up that whirl forever. In other words, what 1saac Newton
interpreted as aforce, Albert Eingtein interpreted as geometricd distortion.’

He paused at this point. He had been spesking fairly fluently—for him—since he was saying something
he had said often before. But now he began to pick hisway.

Hesad, 'Soin trying to produce anti-gravity, we are trying to ater the geometry of the Universe. If we
carry on our metaphor, we are trying to straighten out the indented rubber sheet. We could imagine
oursalves getting under the indenting mass and lifting it upward, supporting it so asto prevent it from
making an indentation. If we make the rubber sheet flat in that way, then we creste aUniverse—or at
least aportion of the Universe—in which gravity doesn't exist. A rolling body would passthe
non-indenting mass without atering its direction of travel abit, and we could interpret this as meaning that
the mass was exerting no gravitational force. In order to accomplish thisfest, however, we need amass
equivaent to theindenting mass. To produce anti-gravity on Earth in thisway, we would have to make
use of amass equa to that of Earth and poise it above our heads, so to speak.’



| interrupted him. ‘But your Two-field Theory——'

'Exactly. Generd Reldivity does not explain both the gravitationa field and the electromagnetic fiddina
sangle set of equations. Eingtein spent haf hislife searching for that sngle set—for aUnified Fied
Theory—and failed. All who followed Eingtein aso failed. I, however, began with the assumption that
there were two fieds that could not be unified and foll owed the consequences, which | can explain, in
part, in terms of the "rubber sheet” metaphor.’

Now we came to something | wasn't sure | had ever heard before. 'How doesthat go? | asked.

'Suppose that, instead of trying to lift the indenting mass, wetry to stiffen the sheet itself, makeit less
indentable. It would contract, at least over asmdl area, and become flatter. Gravity would weaken, and
S0 would mass, for the two are essentidly the same phenomenon in terms of the indented Universe. If we
could make the rubber sheet completely flat, both gravity and masswould disappear atogether.

'Under the proper conditions, the e ectromagnetic field could be made to counter the gravitationa field,
and serveto stiffen theindented fabric of the Universe. The dectromagnetic field istremendoudy stronger
than the graviationa field, so the former could be made to overcome the latter.'

| said uncertainly, 'But you say "under the proper conditions.” Can those proper conditions you speak of
be achieved. Professor?

That iswhat | don't know,' said Priss thoughtfully and dowly. 'If the Universe were redly arubber sheet,
its giffnesswould haveto reach an infinite vaue before it could be expected to remain completely flat
under an indenting mass. If that isaso so inthe red Universe, then an infinitely intense e ectromagnetic
field would be required and that would mean anti-gravity would beimpossible.’

‘But Bloom says——'

'Yes, | imagine Bloom thinks afinitefield will do, if it can be properly applied. Still, however ingenious he
is" and Priss smiled narrowly, 'we needn't take him to beinfalible. His grasp on theory is quite faulty.
He—he never earned his college degree, did you know that?

| was about to say that | knew that. After dl, everyone did. But there was atouch of eagernessin Prisss
voiceashesadit and | looked up in timeto catch animation in his eye, asthough he were delighted to
spread that piece of news. So | nodded my head asif | werefiling it for future reference.

Then you would say, Professor Priss,' | prodded again, 'that Bloom is probably wrong and that
anti-gravity isimpossible?

And finaly Prissnodded and said, The gravitationa field can be weakened, of course, but if by
anti-gravity we mean atrue zero-gravity fiedd—no gravity at dl over asignificant volume of space—then |
suspect anti-gravity may turn out to be impossible, despite Bloom.'

And | had, after afashion, what | wanted.

| wasn't able to see Bloom for nearly three months after that, and when | did see him hewasin an angry
mood.

He had grown angry at once, of course, when the newsfirst broke concerning Prisss statement. Helet it
be known that Prisswould be invited to the eventua display of the anti-gravity device as soon asit was
constructed, and would even be asked to participate in the demonstration. Some reporter—not |,
unfortunately—caught him between appointments and asked him to elaborate on that and he said:



I'll have the device eventudly; soon, maybe. And you can be there, and so can anyone else the press
would care to have there. And Professor James Priss can be there. He can represent Theoretical Science
and after | have demonstrated anti-gravity, he can adjust histheory to explainit. I'm sure he will know
how to make his adjustmentsin masterly fashion and show exactly why | couldn't possibly have failed.
He might do it now and savetime, but | suppose he won't.’

It wasdl said very politely, but you could hear the snarl under the rapid flow of words.

Y et he continued his occasona game of billiards with Priss and when the two met they behaved with
complete propriety. One could tell the progress Bloom, was making by their respective attitudes to the
press. Bloom grew curt and even snappish, while Priss developed an increasing good humor.

When my umpteenth request for an interview with Bloom wasfindly accepted, | wondered if perhaps
that meant abreak in Bloom's quest. | had alittle daydream of him announcing find successto me. It
didn't work out that way. He met mein his office at Bloom Enterprisesin upstate New York. It wasa
wonderful setting, well away from any populated area, elaborately landscaped, and covering as much
ground as arather large industria establishment. Edison at his height, two centuries ago, had never been
as phenomendly successful as Bloom.

But Bloom was not in agood humor. He came driding in ten minutes late and went snarling past his
secretary's desk with the barest nod in my direction. He was wearing alab coat, unbuttoned.

Hethrew himsdf into his chair and said, 'I'm sorry if I've kept you waiting, but | didn't have as much time
as| had hoped.' Bloom was a born showman and knew better than to antagonize the press, but | had the
feeling hewas having agreet ded of difficulty at that moment in adhering to thisprinciple.

| made the obvious guess. ‘I am given to understand, sir, that your recent tests have been unsuccessful.’
'Who told you that ?
'l would say it was general knowledge, Mr. Bloom.'

'No, it isnt. Don't say that, young man. Thereis no general knowledge about what goes onin my
laboratories and workshops. Y ou're stating the Professor's opinions, aren't you ? Prisss, | mean.’

‘No I'm—
'Of courseyou are. Aren't you the one to whom he made that statement—that anti-gravity isimpossible?
'He didn't make the statement that flatly.’

'He never says anything flatly, but it wasflat enough for him, and not asflat asI'll have his damned
rubber-sheet Universe before I'm finished.'

Then does that mean you're making progress, Mr. Bloom ?

"You know | am," he said with a snap. 'Or you should know. Weren't you at the demonstration last
week?

Yes, | was!'

| judged Bloom to bein trouble or he wouldn't be mentioning that demonstration. It worked but it was
not aworld beater. Between the two poles of amagnet aregion of lessened gravity was produced.

It was done very cleverly. A Mosshauer-Effect Balance was used to probe the space between the poles.



If you've never seen an M-E Balancein action, it conssts primarily of atight monochromeatic beam of
gammarays shot down the low-gravity field. The gammarays change wavelength dightly but measurably
under the influence of the 'gravitationd fidld and if anything happensto dter theintensity of thefidd, the
wave ength-change shifts correspondingly. It isan extremely delicate method for probing a gravitationa
fidld and it worked like a charm. There was no question but that Bloom had lowered gravity.

Thetrouble wasthat it had been done before by others. Bloom, to be sure, had made use of circuits that
greatly increased the ease with which such an effect had been achieved—his sysem wastypically
ingenious and had been duly patented—and he maintained that it was by this method that anti-gravity
would become not merdly ascientific curiosity but apractical affair with industrial applications.

Perhaps. But it was an incomplete job and he didn't usualy make afuss over incompleteness. He
wouldn't have done so thistime if he weren't desperate to display something. | said, ‘It'smy impression
that what you accomplished at that preliminary demonstration was 0.82 g, and better than that was
achieved in Brazil last spring.

That s0? Well, caculate the energy input in Brazil and here, and then tell methe differencein gravity
decrease per kilowatt-hour. Y ou'll be surprised.’

‘But the point is, can you reach 0 g—zero gravity ? That'swhat Professor Priss thinks may be
impossible. Everyone agreesthat merely lessening the intendty of thefidd isno greet feat.’

Bloom'sfist clenched. | had the feeling that akey experiment had gone wrong that day and he was
annoyed amost past endurance. Bloom hated to be balked by the Universe.

He sad, Theoreticians make mesick.' Hesaid it in alow, controlled voice, asthough he werefindly tired
of not saying it, and he was going to speak his mind and be damned. 'Priss has won two Nobdl Prizesfor
doshing around afew equations, but what has he done with it? Nothing! | have done something with it
and I'm going to do more with it, whether Prisslikesit or not.

'I'm the one people will remember. 'I'm the one who gets the credit. He can keep his damned title and his
Prizes and his kudos from the scholars. Ligten, I'll tell you what gripes him. Plain old-fashioned jedl ousy.
Itkillshimthat | get what | get for doing. Hewantsit for thinking. 'l said to him once—we play billiards
together, you know——-'

It was at this point that | quoted Priss's statement about billiards and got Bloom's counterstatement. |
never published elther. That wasjust trivia

'We play billiards,’' said Bloom, when he had cooled down, ‘and I've won my share of games. We keep
things friendly enough. Whét the hell—college chums and dl that —though how he got through, I'll never
know. He madeit in physics, of course, and in math, but he got a bare pass— out of pity, | think—in
every humanities course he ever took.'

'Y ou did not get your degree, did you, Mr. Bloom? That was sheer mischief on my part. | was enjoying
his eruption.

'l quit to go into business, damn it. My academic average, over the three years| attended, was astrong
B. Don't imagine anything ese, you hear ? Hell, by the time Prissgot hisPh.D., | wasworking on my
second million.’

Hewent on, clearly irritated. '"Anyway, we were playing billiardsand | said to him. "Jm, the average man
will never understand why you get the Nobel Prize when I'm the one who gets the results. Why do you
need two? Give me one!" He stood there, chalking up his cue, and then he said in his soft namby-pamby



way, "Y ou have two billions, Ed. Give me one." So you see, he wants the money.’
| said, 'l takeit you don't mind his getting the honor?

For aminute | thought he was going to order me out, but he didn't. He laughed instead, waved his hand
infront of him, asthough he were erasing something from an invisible blackboard in front of him. He said,
'Oh, well, forget it. All that is off the record. Listen, do you want astatement? Okay. Thingsdidn't go
right today and | blew my top abit, but it will clear up. | think | know what'swrong. And if | don't, I'm
going to know.

'Look, you can say that | say that we don't need infinite éectromagnetic intengity; wewill flatten out the
rubber sheet; we will have zero gravity. And when we get it, I'll have the damndest demonstration you
ever saw, exclusively for the pressand for Priss, and you'll beinvited. And you can say it won't belong.
Okay?

Okay!

| had time after that to see each man once or twice more. | even saw them together when | was present
at one of their billiard games. As| said before, both of them were good. But the cdll to the demonstration
did not come as quickly asal that. It arrived six weekslessthan ayear after Bloom gave me his
statement. And at that, perhaps it was unfair to expect quicker work.

| had aspecid engraved invitation, with the assurance of a cocktail hour first. Bloom never did things by
halves and he was planning to have a pleased and satisfied group of reporters on hand. There was an
arrangement for trimensiona TV, too. Bloom felt completely confident, obvioudy; confident enough to be
willing to trust the demondtration in every living room on the planet.

| called up Professor Priss, to make sure he was invited too. Hewas.
'Do you plan to attend, sir?

There was a pause and the professor's face on the screen was a study in uncertain reluctance. 'A
demongtration of this sort is most unsuitable where a serious scientific matter isin question. | do not like
to encourage such things!'

| was afraid he would beg off, and the dramatics of the situation would be greetly lessened if he were not
there. But then, perhaps, he decided he dared not play the chicken before the world. With obvious
distaste he said, 'Of course, Ed Bloom isnot redlly a scientist and he must have hisday inthe sun. I'll be
there!

'Do you think Mr. Bloom can produce zero gravity, Sir?

'Uh ... Mr. Bloom sent me a copy of the design of hisdeviceand ... and I'm not certain. Perhaps he can
doit,if ... uh ... he sayshe can do it. Of course—he paused again for quite along time—'1 think | would
liketo seeit.’

So would I, and so would many others.

The stlaging wasimpeccable. A whole floor of the main building at Bloom Enterprises—the one on the
hilltop—was cleared. There were the promised cocktails and a splendid array of hors d'oeuvres, soft
music and lighting, and a carefully dressed and thoroughly jovia Edward Bloom playing the perfect hodt,
while anumber of polite and unobtrusive menias fetched and carried. All was genidity and amazing
confidence.



James Prisswas late and | caught Bloom watching the corners of the crowd and beginning to grow alittle
grim about the edges. Then Priss arrived, dragging avolume of colorlessnessin with him, adrabnessthat
was unaffected by the noise and the absolute splendor (no other word would describe it—or else it was
the two martinis glowing insgde me) that filled the room.

Bloom saw him and hisface wasilluminated at once. He bounced across the floor, seized the smdler
man's hand and dragged him to the bar.

'Jm! Glad to seeyou! What'll you have? Hell, man, I'd have called it off if you hadn't showed. Can't have
thisthing without the star, you know." He wrung Prisss hand. 'It's your theory, you know. We poor
mortas can't do athing without you few, you damned few few, pointing the way.'

He was being ebullient, handing out the flattery, because he could afford to do so now. He was fattening
Prissfor thekill.

Prisstried to refuse adrink, with some sort of mutter, but a glasswas pressed into his hand and Bloom
raised hisvoiceto abull roar.

'Gentlemen! A moment's quiet, please. To Professor Priss, the greatest mind since Eingtein, two-time
Noble Lauregte, father of the Two-Field Theory, and inspirer of the demonstration we are about to
see—evenif hedidn't think it would work, and had the gutsto say so publicly.'

Therewasadistinct titter of laughter that quickly faded out and Prisslooked as grim as hisface could
manage.

'But now that Professor Prissishere," said Bloom, 'and we've had our toast, let's get on with it. Follow
me, gentlemen!’

The demongtration was in amuch more e aborate place than had housed the earlier one. Thistimeit was
on thetop floor of the building. Different magnets were involved— smaller ones, by heaven—but as
nearly as| could tdll, the same M-E Baance wasin place.

Onething was new, however, and it staggered everybody, drawing much more attention than anything
elseintheroom. It was ahilliard table, resting under one pole of the magnet. Benegth it wasthe
companion pole. A round hole, about afoot across, was ssamped out of the very tenter of the table and it
was obvious that the zero-gravity fidd, if it wasto be produced, would be produced through that holein
the center of the billiard table.

It was as though the whole demonstration had been designed, surredlist fashion, to point up the victory of
Bloom over Priss. Thiswasto be another version of their everlagting billiards competition and Bloom was

going towin.

| don't know if the other newsmen took mattersin that fashion, but | think Prissdid. | turned to look at
him and saw that he was till holding the drink that had been forced into his hand. Herarely drank, |
knew, but now helifted the glassto hislips and emptied it in two swalows. He stared at thet billiard ball
and | needed no gift of ESP to redlize that he took it as a ddliberate snap of fingers under hisnose.

Bloom led usto the twenty seats that surrounded three sides of the table, leaving the fourth freeasa
working area. Prisswas carefully escorted to the seat commanding the most convenient view. Priss
glanced quickly at the trimensiona cameras which were now working. | wondered if he were thinking of
leaving but deciding that he couldn't in the full glare of the eyes of theworld.

Essentidly, the demongtration was smple; it was the production that counted. There weredidsin plain



view that measured the energy expenditure. There were othersthat transferred the M-E Ba ance readings
into aposition and asize that were vishleto dl. Everything was arranged for easy trimensiond viewing.

Bloom explained each step in agenia way, with one or two pausesin which heturned to Prissfor a
confirmation that had to come. He didn't do it often enough to make it obvious, but just enough to turn
Priss upon the spit of his own torment. From where| sat | could look acrossthe table and see Prisson
the other side.

He had the look of amanin Hell.

Aswed| know, Bloom succeeded. The M-E Baance showed the gravitationd intengity to be sinking
steadily asthe electro-magnetic field was intensified. There were cheerswhen it dropped below the 0.52
g mark. A red lineindicated that on the dial.

"The 0.52 g mark, asyou know," said Bloom confidently, represents the previous record low in
gravitationa intensity. We are now lower than that a acost in eectricity that isless than ten per cent
what it cost at the time that mark was set. And we will go lower il

Bloom—I think ddliberately, for the sake of the suspense—d owed the drop toward the end, |etting the
trimensiona cameras switch back and forth between the gap in the billiard table and the did on which the
M-E Baance reading was lowering.

Bloom said suddenly, ‘Gentlemen, you will find dark gogglesin the pouch on the Side of each chair.
Please put them on now. The zero-gravity field will soon be established and it will radiatealight richin
ultraviolet.

He put goggles on himsdf, and there was amomentary rustle as others went on too.

| think no one breathed during the last minute, when the dia reading dropped to zero and held fast. And
just asthat happened a cylinder of light sorang into existence from pole to pole through the holein the
billiard table.

There was aghost of twenty sighs at that. Someone called out, 'Mr. Bloom, what is the reason for the
light?

'It's characteristic of the zero-gravity field,' said Bloom smoothly, which was no answer, of course.

Reporters were standing up now, crowding about the edge of the table. Bloom waved them back.
'Please, gentlemen, stand clear!'

Only Prissremained dtting. He seemed logt in thought and | have been certain ever sncethat it wasthe
gogglesthat obscured the possible significance of everything that followed. | didn't see hiseyes. |
couldn't. And that meant neither | nor anyone el se could even begin to make a guess as to what was
going on behind those eyes. Well, maybe we couldn't have made such aguess, even if the goggles hadn't
been there, but who can say ?

Bloom wasraising hisvoice again. 'Please! The demondtration isnot yet over. So far, weve only
repeated what | have done before. | have now produced a zero-gravity field and | have shown it can be
done practicaly. But | want to demonstrate something of what such afield can do. What we are going to
see next will be something that has never been seen, not even by mysdlf. | have not experimented in this
direction, much as | would haveliked to, because | have felt that Professor Priss deserved the honor

of ——'

Prisslooked up sharply. 'What—what——"'



'Professor Priss,' said Bloom, smiling broadly, Iwould like you to perform the first experiment involving
theinteraction of asolid object with a zero-gravity field. Notice that the field has been formed in the
center of abilliard table. The world knows your phenomend skill in billiards, Professor, ataent second
only to your amazing aptitude in theoretica physics. Won't you send abilliard bal into the zero-gravity
volume?

Eagerly he was handing aball and cue to the professor. Priss, his eyes hidden by the goggles, stared at
them and only very dowly, very uncertainly, reached out to take them.

| wonder what his eyes were showing. | wonder, too, how much of the decision to have Priss play
billiards a the demonstration was due to Bloom's anger at Prisss remark about their periodic game, the
remark | had quoted. Had | been, in my way, responsible for wheat followed ?

'‘Come, stand up, Professor,’ said Bloom, 'and let me have your seat. The show isyours from now on.
Go ahead!"

Bloom seated himsdlf, and till talked, in avoice that grew more organlike with each moment. 'Once
Professor Priss sendsthe bdl into the volume of zero gravity, it will no longer be affected by Earth's
gravitationd fidd. It will remain truly motionlesswhile the Earth rotates about its axis and travel s about
the Sun. Inthislatitude, and at thistime of day, | have caculated that the Earth, in itsmotions, will snk
downward. We will movewith it and the ball will stand still. To usit will seem to rise up and away from
the Earth's surface. Watch.'

Priss seemed to stand in front of the table in frozen paradyss. Wasit surprise? Astonishment? | don't
know. I'll never know. Did he make amoveto interrupt Bloom's little speech, or was he just suffering

from an agonized rel uctance to play the ignominious part into which he was being forced by his adversary
?

Prissturned to the billiard table, looking first &t it, then back at Bloom. Every reporter was on hisfeet,
crowding as closely as possiblein order to get agood view. Only Bloom himself remained seated, smiling
and isolated. He, of course, was not watching the table, or the ball, or the zero-gravity fidd. Asnearly as
| could tell through the goggles, he was watching Priss.

Prissturned to the table and placed hisball. He was going to be the agent that wasto bring final and
dramétic triumph to Bloom and make himsel f—the man who said it couldn't be done—the goat to be
mocked forever.

Perhaps he felt there was no way out. Or perhaps—— With asure stroke of his cue, he set the ball into
moation. It was not going quickly, and every eyefollowed it. It struck the side of the table and caromed. It
was going even dower now as though Priss himsdf were increasing the suspense and making Bloom's
triumph the more dramétic.

| had aperfect view, for | was standing on the side of the table opposite from that where Prisswas. |
could see the ball moving toward the glitter of the zero-gravity field and beyond it | could seethose
portions of the seated Bloom which were not hidden by that glitter.

The ball approached the zero-gravity volume, seemed to hang on the edge for amoment, and then was
gone, with astreak of light, the sound of a thunderclap and the sudden smell of burning cloth.

Weydled. Wedl ydled.

I've seen the scene on televison since—along with the rest of theworld. | can see mysdlf inthefilm
during that fifteen-second period of wild confusion, but | don't really recognize my face.



Fifteen secondd!

And then we discovered Bloom. Hewas gtill Sitting in the chair, hisarms il folded, but there was ahole
thesize of abilliard ball through forearm, chest, and back. The better part of his heart, asit later turned
out under autopsy, had been nestly punched out.

They turned off the device. They called in the police. They dragged off Priss, who wasin a state of utter
collapse. | wasn't much better off, to tell the truth, and if any reporter then on the scene ever tried to say
he remained a cool observer of that scene, then he'sacoal liar.

It was some months before | got to see Priss again. He had lost some weight but seemed well otherwise.
Indeed, there was color in his cheeks and an air of decision about him. He was better dressed than | had
ever seen himto be.

Hesaid, 'l know what happened now. If | had had timeto think, I would have known then. But | am a
dow thinker, and poor Ed Bloom was so intent on running agreat show and doing it so well that he
carried me aong with him. Naturdly, I've been trying to make up for some of the damage | unwittingly
caused.'

"Y ou can't bring Bloom back to life," | said soberly.

'No, | cant,’ hesaid, just as soberly. '‘But there's Bloom Enterprises to think of, too. What happened at
the demondtration, in full view of the world, was the worst possible advertisement for zero gravity, and
it'simportant that the story be made clear. That iswhy | have asked to see you.'

'Yes?

'If | had been aquicker thinker, | would have known Ed was speaking the purest nonsense when he said
that the billiard bal would dowly risein the zero-gravity field. It couldn't be so! If Bloom hadn't despised
theory 0, if he hadn't been so intent on being proud of his own ignorance of theory, held have known it
himsdlf.

"The Earth's motion, after dl, isn't the only motion involved, young man. The Sun itself movesin avast
orbit about the center of the Milky Way Gaaxy. And the Galaxy movestoo, in some not very clearly
defined way. If the billiard ball were subjected to zero gravity, you might think of it as being unaffected by
any of these motions and therefore of suddenly falling into a state of absolute rest—when thereisno such
thing as absolute rest.’

Priss shook his head dowly. 'The trouble with Ed, | think, was that he was thinking of the kind of zero
gravity one getsin aspaceship in freefal, when people float in mid-air. He expected the bal to float in
mid-air. However, in aspaceship, zero gravity isnot the result of an absence of gravitation, but merely
the result of two objects, a ship and aman within the ship, faling a the same rate, reponding to gravity
in precisaly the same way, o that each is motionless with respect to the other.

'Inthe zero-gravity field produced by Ed, there was aflattening of the rubber-sheet Universe, which
means an actud loss of mass. Everything in that fidld, including molecules of air caught withinit, and the
billiard bal | pushed into it, was completely masdess aslong asit remained with it. A completely
mass ess object can movein only oneway.'

He paused, inviting the question. | asked, 'What motion would that be?

'Motion at the speed of light. Any masdess object, such asaneutrino or a photon, must travel at the
speed of light aslong asit exigts. Infact, light moves at that speed only because it is made up of photons.



Assoon asthebilliard ball entered the zero-gravity field and lost its mass, it too assumed the speed of
light at once and left.’

| shook my head. 'But didn't it regain its mass as soon asit |eft the zero-gravity volume?

'It certainly did, and at once it began to be affected by the gravitationa field and to dow up in response
to thefriction of the air and the top of the billiard table. But imagine how much friction it would take to
dow up an object themass of ahilliard bal going at the speed of light. It went through the hundred-mile
thickness of our atmosphere in a thousandth of a second and | doubt that it was Sowed more than afew
miles asecond in doing so, afew miles out of 186,282 of them. On the way, it scorched the top of the
billiard table, broke cleanly through the edge, went through poor Ed and the window too, punching out
nest circles because it had passed through before the neighboring portions of something even asbrittle as
glass had a chanceto split and splinter.

'It isextremdly fortunate we were on the top floor of abuilding set in acountrified area. If wewerein the
city, it might have passed through anumber of buildings and killed anumber of people. By now that
billiard bdl is off in space, far beyond the edge of the Solar System and it will continueto travel so
forever, a nearly the speed of light, until it happensto strike an object large enough to stop it. And then it
will gouge out asizable crater.’

| played with the notion and was not sure | liked it. 'How isthat possible? The billiard ball entered the
zero-gravity volume dmogt at astanddtill. | saw it. And you say it left with an incredible quantity of kinetic
energy. Where did the energy come from ?

Priss shrugged. "It came from nowhere! the law of conservation of energy only holds under the conditions
inwhich generd rdativity isvaid; that is, in an indented-rubber-sheet universe. Wherever the indentation
isflattened out, generd relativity no longer holds, and energy can be created and destroyed fredly. That
accounts for the radiation dong the cylindrical surface of the zero-gravity volume. That radiation, you
remember. Bloom did not explain, and, | fear, could not explain. If he had only experimented further first;
if he had only not been so foolishly anxiousto put on his show——'

'What accountsfor the radiation, Sir?

The molecules of air inside the volume. Each assumes the speed of light and conies smashing outward.
They're only molecules, not billiard bals, so they're stopped, but the kinetic energy of their motionis
converted into energetic radiation. It's continuous because new molecules are dways drifting in, and
attaining the speed of light and smashing out.’

Then energy isbeing created continuoudy ?

'Exactly. And that iswhat we must make clear to the public. Anti-gravity isnot primarily adeviceto lift
gpaceships or to revolutionize mechanical movement. Rather, it isthe source of an endless supply of free
energy, since part of the energy produced can be diverted to maintain the field that keeps that portion of
the Universeflat. What Ed Bloom invented, without knowing it, was not just anti-gravity, but the first
successful perpetua-motion machine of thefirst class—one that manufactures energy out of nothing.’

| said dowly, ‘Any one of us could have been killed by that billiard ball, isthat right. Professor? It might
have come out in any direction.’

Prisssaid, 'Wdl, masdess photons emerge from any light source at the speed of light in any direction;
that'swhy acandle castslight in dl directions. The masdessair molecules come out of the zero-gravity
volumein dl directions, which iswhy the entire cylinder radiates. But the billiard ball was only one object.
It could have come out in any direction, but it had to come out in some one direction, chosen a random,



and the chosen direction happened to be the one that caught Ed.’

That wasit. Everyone knows the consegquences. Mankind had free energy and so we have the world we
have now. Professor Priss was placed in charge of its devel opment by the board of Bloom Enterprises,
and in time he was asrich and famous as ever Edward Bloom had been. And Priss till hastwo Nobel
Prizesin addition.

Only...

| keep thinking. Photons smash out from alight source in al directions because they are created at the
moment and there is no reason for them to move in one direction more than in another. Air molecules
come out of azero-gravity fiedd in al directions because they enter it in dl directions.

But what about asingle billiard ball, entering a zero-gravity field from one particular direction? Does it
comeout in the same direction or in any direction ?

I'veinquired ddlicately, but theoretical physicists don't seem to be sure, and | can find no record that
Bloom Enterprises. which isthe only organization working with zero-gravity fields, has ever experimented
in the matter. Someone at the organization once told me that the uncertainty principle guaranteesthe
random emersion of an object entering in any direction But then why don't they try the experiment ?

Could it be, then...

Could it be that for once Prisss mind had been working quickly ? Could it be that, under the pressure of
what Bloom was trying to do to him, Priss had suddenly seen everything? He had been studying the
radiation surrounding the zero-gravity volume. He might have redlized its cause and been certain of the
gpeed-of-light motion of anything entering the volume.

Why, then, had he said nothing?

Onething is certain. Nothing Prisswould do at the billiard table could be accidenta. He was an expert
and the billiard ball did exactly what he wanted it to. | was standing right there. | saw him look at Bloom
and then at the table as though he were judging angles.

| watched him hit that ball. | watched it bounce off the side of the table and move into the zero-gravity
volume, heading in one particular direction.

For when Priss sent that ball toward the zero-gravity volume—and the tri-di films bear me out—it was
already aimed directly at Bloom's heart!

Accident? Coincidence?

...Murder?

Afterword

A friend of mine after reading the above story suggested | change the title to 'Dirty Pool." | have
been tempted to do so but have refrained, for it seemstoo flippant a title for so grave a story—or
perhaps | amjust corroded with jealousy at not having thought of it first. But in either case, now
that all the stories in this volume have been gone over, and | have experienced the memoriesto
which each gaverise, all | can say is, 'Gee, it's great to be a science fiction writer.'



Theend.



