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I ntroducti on

I must admit the title of this book gives me pause. Wio says the encl osed
stories are ny 'best'? Do |? Does the editor? O sone critic? Some reader? A
general vote anong the entire popul ation of the world?

And whoever says it--can it be so? Can the word 'best' mean anything at
all, except to sone particular person in sonme particul ar mood? Perhaps not--so
if we allow the word to stand as an absolute, you, or you, or perhaps you, nay
be appal |l ed at onissions or inclusions or, never having read ne before, may
even be inpelled to cry out, 'Good heavens, are those his best?

So I'll be honest with all of you. What is included here in this book
are a dozen stories chosen in such a way as to span a third of a century of
witing, with two early sanples, two |ate sanples, and eight fromthe gold
decade (for ne) of the Fifties. Those presented are as nearly representative
as is consistent with the careful selection of good stories (i.e. those the
editor and | like), and as nearly the best of nmy stories as is consistent with
maki ng them representati ve.

| suppose we ought really call the book, 'The Pretty Good and Pretty
Representative Stories of |saac Asinov', but who would then buy it? So 'best
it is.

As to the individual stories--

(1) 'Marooned Of Vesta' was the very first story | ever published, so
its inclusion is virtually a necessity. It wasn't the first | ever wote with
t he hope of publication. Actually, it was the third. The first was never sold
and no | onger exists; the second was sold a couple of years after it was
witten, but is not very good.

Far be it fromme to crave indulgence, but |I think it is inportant to
understand that at the time | wote and sold the story (in 1938) | was
ei ghteen years old and had spent all the years |I could renmenber in a
city-slum My vision of strong adventurers bravely facing danger in distant
vast nesses was just that--visionary.

(2) "Nightfall', witten two and a half years later, was the
thirty-second story | had witten (what else did | have to do in those days
except work in ny father's candy store and study for my coll ege degrees) and
perhaps the fourteenth story published.

Yet within less than three years of the start of nmy career it turned out



that | had witten the best of Asimov. At least, 'Nightfall' has been
frequently reprinted, is comonly referred to as a 'classic', and when sone
magazi ne, or fan organi zation, conducts a vote on short stories, it frequently
ends up on the top of the list--not only of ny stories but of anybody's. One
of its advantages is that it has a unique plot. There was nothing resenbling
it ever published before (as far as | know) and of course, it is now so well
known that nothing like it can be published again. It's nice to have one story
like that, anyway.

Yet | was only twenty-one when | wote it and was still feeling nmy way.
It isn"t my favorite. Later on, I'Il tell you what ny favorite is and you can
t hen judge for yourself.

(3) "G Chute' cones after a ten-year hiatus, as far as the stories
included in this book are concerned. | hadn't quit witing of course, don't
think that. To be sure, | had slowed down a bit, what with the war and the
ti me-consuming effort toward the doctorate, but the real reason for the gap is
that | spent nost of the Forties witing the stories collected in ny books I
Robot and The Foundation Trilogy. It seened inadvisable to anputate portions
of either for this collection

' G- Chute' cones near the beginning of ny 'mature' period (or whatever
you want to call it). I had my Ph.D.; | was an Assistant Professor of
Bi ocheni stry at Boston University School of Medicine; | had published ny first
t hree books, and I was full of self-confidence. Wiat's nore | had broken away
from excl usi ve dependence on Astoundi ng Sci ence Fiction. New magazi nes had
arisen to challenge its | eadership, notably Gal axy, and al so Fantasy and
Science Fiction. 'C Chute' appeared in Galaxy. So did the next two stories in
the col I ection.

(4) 'The Martian Way' represents ny reaction to the McCarthy era, a
time, in the early fifties, when Americans seened to abandon their own history
and become, in sonme cases, witch-hunters; in sonme cases, victins; and in nost
cases, cowards. (Brave nen remmined, fortunately, which is why we pulled out
of it.) 'The Martian Way', witten and published at the height of the MCarthy
era, was ny own personal statement of position. | felt very brave at the tine
and was di sappoi nted that no one ever as nmuch as frowned at ne in consequence.
| must have been too subtle--or too uninportant.

A second point about the story is that | managed to foresee sonething
accurately, Science fiction witers are often assuned to be keen-eyed
peerers-into-the-future who see things others don't. Actually, few witers
have nuch of a record in this respect and mne, at best, can only be said to
attain the abysmally-I1ow average. Just the same, in 'The Martian Way',
descri bed the euphoric effects of the spacewal k fifteen years before anyone
had space-wal ked--and then, when they did, euphoria is apparently what they
experi enced.

(5) 'The Deep' is the sleeper of the collection. Every once in a while
wrote a story which, though good in my opinion (and | don't like all ny
stories), seens to stir up no reaction. This is one of them Perhaps it's
because | deliberately chose to describe a society in which nother-love was a
crime and the world wasn't ready for that

(6) 'The Fun They Had' is probably the biggest surprise of ny literary
career. A personal friend asked me to wite a little science fiction story for
a syndi cat ed boys-and-girls newspaper page he edited and | agreed for
friendship's sake. | expected it would appear in a few newspapers for one day
and woul d t hen di sappear forever

However, Fantasy and Science Fiction picked it up and, to my surprise,
the reprint requests began to come in. It has been reprinted at least thirty
times, and there has been no time in perhaps fifteen years (including right
now) when new reprints haven't been pendi ng.

Why? | don't know why. If | had the critic's mentality (which
enphatically don't) I would sit down and try to analyze my stories, work out
the factors that make some nore successful than others, cultivate those
factors, and sinply explode with excellence.



But the devil with that. | won't buy success at the price of
sel f-consci ousness. | don't have the tenmperanent for it. f11 wite as |
pl ease. and let the critics do the analyzing. (Yesterday, someone said to ne
that a critic was |like a eunuch in a harem He coul d observe, study, and
anal yze--but he couldn't do it hinself.)

(7) 'The Last Question' is my personal favorite, the one story | made
sure would not be omitted fromthis collection

Wy is it my favorite? For one thing | got the idea all at once and
didn't have to fiddle with it; and | wote it in whiteheat and scarcely had to
change a word. This sort of thing endears any story to any witer.

Then, too, it has had the strangest effect on ny readers. Frequently
someone wites to ask ne if | can wite themthe name of a story, which they
think I may have witten, and tell themwhere to find it. They don't renenber
the title but when they describe the story it is invariably 'The Last
Question'. This has reached the point where | recently received a
| ong- di stance phone call from a desperate man who began, 'Dr. Asinov, there's

a story | think you wote, whose title I can't remenber--' at which point |
interrupted to tell himit was 'The Last Question' and when | described the
plot it proved to be indeed the story he was after. | left himconvinced

could read minds at a distance of a thousand mles.

No other story | have witten has anything like this effect on ny
reader s- - produci ng at once an unshakeable menory of the plot and an
unshakeabl e forgettery of the title and even author. | think it nmay be that
the story fills themso frighteningly full, that they can retain none of the
si de-i ssues.

(8) 'The Dead Past' was witten after | had been teaching for seven

years. | was as saturated as could be with the world of scientific research
Natural Iy, anyone who wites is going to reveal the world in which he is
i mersed, whether he wants to or desperately wants not to. |'ve never tried to

avoid letting nmy personal background creep into my stories, but | nust admt
it has rarely crept in quite as thickly as it did in this one.

As an exanpl e of how ny stories work out, consider this--

| had ny protagonist interested in Carthage because | nyself am a great
adm rer of Hanni bal and have never quite gotten over the Battle of Zanma. |
i ntroduced Carthage, idly, without any intention of weaving it into the plot.
But it got woven in just the sane.

That happens to nme over and over. Sone witers work out the stories in
nmeticul ous detail before starting, and stick to the outline. P. G W.dehouse
does it, | understand, and | worship his books. But just the sane | don't. |
wor k out my ending, decide on a beginning and then proceed, letting everything
i n-between work itself out as | cone to it.

(9) 'The Dying Night' is an exanple of a nystery as well as a science
fiction story, | have been a nmystery reader as long as | have been a science
fiction reader and, on the whole, | think | enjoy mysteries nore.

I"mnot sure why that is. Perhaps it was that after | becanme an
establ i shed science fiction witer I was no |longer able to relax with science
fiction stories. | read every story keenly aware that it m ght be worse than
mne, in which case | had no patience with it, or that it m ght be better, in
which case | felt miserable.

Mysteries, especially the intellectual puzzle variety (ah, good old
Hercule Poirot), offered me no such stumbling bl ocks. Sooner or later, then, |
was bound to try my hand at science fiction nmysteries and ' The Dying Night' is
one of these.

(10), Anniversary' was witten to fulfill a request--that | wite a
story for the March, 1959, issue of Amazing Stories as a way of celebrating
the twentieth anniversary of the March, 1939, issue, which had contained ny
first published story, 'Marooned OFf Vesta', So (inevitably) | wote a story
dealing with the characters of 'Marooned Of Vesta' twenty years later. The
magazi ne then ran both stories together, and | was sure soneone would send ne
a letter saying that my witing was better in the first story, but no one did.



(Perhaps a reader of this book will decide it would be humorous to do so, but
if so, please restrain yourself.)

(11) 'The Billiard Ball' conmes, in this collection, after an eight-year
hiatus and is an exanple of nmy 'late' style. (That is, if there is such a
thing. Sone critics say that it is a flawin ny literary nature that | haven't
grown; that ny late stories have the sane style and aura of ny early stories.
Maybe you'll think so, too, and scorn ne in consequence--but then, |'ve
already told you what sonme people think of critics.)

The reason for the hiatus is that in 1958 | quit the acadenic life to

become a full-time witer. | at once proceeded to wite everything under the
sun (straight science, straight nystery, children's books, histories, literary
annot ati ons, etynology, hunor, etc., etc.) except science fiction. | never
entirely abandoned it, of course--witness 'The Billiard Ball"'.

(12) "Mrror Image' is a particularly recent science fiction short story
I've witten for the magazi nes and, unlike the first eleven stories, has not
yet had time to be reprinted.

One of the reasons for witing it was to appease those readers who were
forever asking me for sequels; for one nmore book involving characters who have
appeared in previous books. One of the nobst frequent requests was that | wite
a third novel to succeed The Caves of Steel and The Naked Sun, both of which
dealt with the adventures of the detective, Elijah Baley, and his

robot -assi stant, R Daneel Oivaw. Unable to find the time to do so, | wote a
short story about them-'Mrror-Image'
Alas, all | got as a result were a spate of letters saying, 'Thanks, but

we nmean a novel .’

Anyway, there you are. Turn the page and you can begin a representative,
and possibly a nore or less 'best', 115,000 words or so out of the roughly
2,000, 000 words of science fiction | have witten so far. | hope it anuses
you. And if it doesn't, remenber that | have also witten about 7,500,000
wor ds of non-science-fiction, and you are at |east spared any of that.

| SAAC ASI MOV

Marooned OFf Vesta

"WIl you please stop wal king up and down like that?" said Warren Moore from

the couch. "It won't do any of us any good. Think of our blessings; we're
airtight, aren't we?"
Mar k Brandon whirled and ground his teeth at him "I'mglad you fee

happy about that,
air supply will last only three days.
a defiant air.

Moore yawned and stretched, assuned a nore confortabl e position, and
replied. "Expending all that energy will only use it up faster. Wy don't you
take a hint fromM ke here? He's taking it easy."

"M ke" was M chael Shea, |late a nenber of the crew of the Silver Queen
H s short, squat body was resting on the only chair in the roomand 'his feet
were on the only table. He | ooked up as his nane was nentioned, his nmouth
widening in a twisted grin.

"You' ve got to expect things like this to happen sonetines,"” he said.
"Bucking the asteroids is risky business. W should' ve taken the hop. It takes
| onger, but it's the only safe way. But no, the captain wanted to make the
schedul e; he would go through"--M ke spat di sgustedly--"and here we are."

"What's the 'hop' ?" asked Brandon

"Ch, | take it that friend Mke neans that we. should have avoi ded the
asteroid belt by plotting a course outside the plane of the ecliptic,”
answered Moore. "That's it, isn't it, Mke?"

M ke hesitated and then replied cautiously, "Yeah--I guess that's it."

Moore smiled blandly and continued, "Well, | wouldn't blame Captain

he spat out viciously. "OF course, you don't know that our
" He resuned his interrupted stride with



Crane too nmuch. The repul sion screen nmust have failed five mnutes before that
chunk of granite barged into us. That's not his fault, though of course we
ought to have steered clear instead of relying on the screen."” He shook his
head neditatively. "The Silver Queen just went to pieces. It's really

m racul ously lucky that this part of the ship remained intact, and what's
nore, airtight."”

"You' ve got a funny idea of luck, Warren," said Brandon. "Always have,
for as long as |I've known you. Here we are in a tenth part of a spaceship,
conprising only three whole roons, with air for three days, and no prospect of
being alive after that, and you have the infernal gall to prate about |uck."
"Conpared to the others who died instantly when the asteroid struck,
was Moore's answer.

"You think so, eh? Wll, let me tell you that instant death isn't so bad
conpared with what we're going to have to go through. Suffocation is a damed
unpl easant way of dying."

"W may find a way out," Mbore suggested hopeful ly.

"Why not face facts!" Brandon's face was flushed and his voice trenbl ed.
"We're done, | tell you! Through!"

M ke gl anced fromone to the other doubtfully and then coughed to
attract their attention. "Well, gents, seeing that we're all in the sanme fix,
| guess there's no use hogging things." He drew a snall bottle out of his
pocket that was filled with a greenish liquid. "Grade A Jabra this is. | ain't
too proud to share and share alike."

Brandon exhibited the first signs of pleasure for over a day. "Martian
Jabra water. Wiy didn't you say so before?"

But as he reached for it, a firmhand cl anped down upon his wist. He
| ooked up into the cal mblue eyes of Warren Moore.

"Don't be a fool," said More, "there isn't enough to keep us drunk for
t hree days. Wat do you want to do? Go on a tear now and then die cold sober?
Let's save this for the last six hours when the air gets stuffy and breathing
hurts--then we'll finish the bottle anobng us and never know when the end
cones, or care."

Brandon's hand fell away reluctantly. "Damm it, Warren, you'd bleed ice
if you were cut. How can you think straight at a tinme |like this?" He notioned
to Mke and the bottle was once nore stowed away. Brandon wal ked to the
porthol e and gazed out.

Moor e approached and placed a kindly armover the shoul ders of the
younger man. "Wy take it so hard, man?" he asked. "You can't last at this
rate. Inside of twenty-four hours you'll be a madman if you keep this up."

There was no answer. Brandon stared bitterly at the globe that filled
al nrost the entire porthole, so Mbore continued, "Watching Vesta won't do you
any good either."

M ke Shea lumbered up to the porthole. "W'd be safe if we were only
down there on Vesta. There're people there. How far away are we?"

"Not more than three or four hundred mles judging fromits apparent
size," answered Mbore. "You nust renenber that it is only two hundred mles in
di aneter. "

"Three hundred nmiles from sal vation,'~ nurnured Brandon, "and we m ght
as well be amllion. If there were only a way to get ourselves out of the
orbit this rotten fragment adopted. You know, manage to give ourselves a push
so as to start falling. There'd be no danger of crashing if we did, because
that m dget hasn't got enough gravity to crush a cream puff.”

"I't has enough to keep us in the orbit, " retorted Brandon. "It must
have picked us up while we were lying unconscious after the crash. Wsh it had
cone cl oser; we mght have been able to land on it."

yes,

"Funny pl ace, Vesta," observed M ke Shea. "I was down there two-three
times. What a dunp! It's all covered with sonme stuff like snow, only it ain't
snow. | forget what they call it."

"Frozen carbon di oxi de?" pronpted Mbore.
"Yeah, dry ice, that carbon stuff, that's it. They say that's what makes



Vesta so shiny."
"OfF course! That would give it a high al bedo."

M ke cocked a suspicious eye at Mbore and decided to let it pass. "It's
hard to see anything down there on account of the snow, but if you | ook
cl ose"--he pointed--"you can see a sort of gray smudge. | think that's

Bennett's dome. That's where they keep the observatory. And there is Calorn's
donme up there. That's a fuel station, that is. There's plenty nore, too, only
| don't see them"

He hesitated and then turned to More. "Listen, boss, |'ve been
t hi nking. Wouldn't they be | ooking for us as soon as they hear about the
crash? And wouldn't we be easy to find from Vesta, seeing we're so cl oser’

Moore shook his head, "No, Mke, they won't be | ooking for us. No one's
going to find out about the crash until the Silver Queen fails to turn up on
schedul e. You see, when the asteroid hit, we didn't have tinme to send out an
SOS"--he sighed--"and they won't find us down there at Vesta, either. W' re so
smal | that even at our distance they couldn't see us unless they knew what
they were | ooking for, and exactly where to | ook."

"Hm " M ke's forehead was corrugated in deep thought. "Then we've got
to get to Vesta before three days are up."

"You've got the gist of the matter, Mke. Now, if we only knew how to go
about it, eh?"

Brandon suddenly expl oded, "WII you two stop this infernal
chitter-chatter and do sonethi ng? For CGod's sake, do sonething."

Moor e shrugged his shoul ders and w thout answer returned to the couch
He | ounged at ease, apparently carefree, but there was the tiniest crease
bet ween hi s eyes which bespoke concentration

There was no doubt about it; they were in a bad spot. He reviewed the
events of the preceding day for perhaps the twentieth tine.

After the asteroid had struck, tearing the ship apart, he'd gone out
like a light; for how long he didn't know, his own watch being broken and no
ot her timepi ece avail able. Wien he came to, he found hinself, along with Mrk
Brandon, who shared his room and M ke Shea, a nenber of the crew, sole
occupants of all that was left of the Silver Queen

This remmant was now careening in an orbit about Vesta. At present
things were fairly confortable. There was a food supply that would last a
week. Likew se there was a regional Gavitator under the roomthat kept them
at normal weight and would continue to do so for an indefinite time, certainly
for longer than the air would last. The lighting systemwas | ess satisfactory
but had held on so far.

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
heating system-though it would take a long tinme for the ship to radiate
enough heat into the vacuum of space to render themtoo unconfortable. Far
nore inmportant was the fact that their part of the ship had neither a neans of
conmuni cati on nor a propul sive nechanism More sighed. One fuel jet in
wor ki ng order would fix everything, for one blast in the right direction would
send them safely to Vesta

The crease between his eyes deepened. What was to be done? They had but
one spacesuit anong them one heat ray, and one detonator. That was the sum
total of space appliances after a thorough search of the accessible parts of
the ship. A pretty hopel ess ness, that.

Moor e shrugged, rose, and drew hinself a glass of water. He swallowed it
nmechani cally, still deep in thought, when an idea struck him He gl anced
curiously at the enpty cup in his hand.

"Say, Mke," he said, "what kind of water supply have we? Funny that |
never thought of that before."

M ke's eyes opened to their fullest extent in an expression of |udicrous
surprise. "Didn't you know, boss?"

"Know what ?" asked Moore inpatiently.

"We've got all the water there was." He waved his hand in an



all -inclusive gesture. He paused, but as More's expressi on showed not hi ng but
total nystification, he elaborated, "Don't you see? W've got the main tank
the place where all the water for the whole ship was stored.” He pointed to
one of the walls.

"Do you mean to say that there's a tank full of water adjoining us?"

M ke nodded vi gorously, "Yep' Cubic vat a hundred feet each way. And
she's three-quarters full."
Moore was astoni shed. "Seven hundred and fifty thousand cubic feet of
" Then suddenly: "Why hasn't it run out through the broken pipes?"
"It only has one main outlet, which runs down the corridor just outside
this room | was fixing that main when the asteroid hit and had to shut it
off. After | cane to | opened the pipe leading to our faucet, but that's the
only outlet open now "

"Ch." Moore had a curious feeling way down deep inside. An idea had
hal f-formed in his brain, but for the life of himhe could not drag it into
the Iight of day. He knew only that there was something in what he had just
heard that had sone inportant meaning but he just could not place his finger
onit.

wat er .

Brandon, meanwhile, had been listening to Shea in silence, and now he
emtted a short, hunorless |laugh. "Fate seens to be having its fill of fun
with us, | see. First, it puts us within armis reach of a place of safety and
then sees to it that we have no way of getting there.

"Then she provides us with a week's food, three days' air, and a year's
supply of water. A year's supply, do you hear ne? Enough water to drink and to
gargle and to wash and to take baths in and--and to do anything el se we want.
Wat er--dam the water!”

"Ch, take a less serious view, Mark," said More in an attenpt to break
t he younger man's mnel ancholy. "Pretend we're a satellite of Vesta--which we
are. W have our own period of revolution and of rotation. W have an equat or
and an axis. Qur 'north pole' is located somewhere toward the top of the
porthol e, pointing toward Vesta, and our 'south' sticks out away from Vesta
t hrough the water tank sonewhere. Well, as a satellite, we have an at nosphere,
and now, you see, we have a newy di scovered ocean

"And seriously, we're not so badly off. For the three days our
at nosphere will last, we can eat double rations and drink oursel ves soggy.
Hel |, we have water enough to throw away--"

The i dea which had been hal f-formed before suddenly sprang to maturity
and was nailed. The carel ess gesture with which he had acconpani ed the | ast
remark was frozen in nid-air. Hs nouth closed with a snap and his head cane
up with a jerk.

But Brandon, inmmersed in his own thoughts, noticed nothing of More's
strange actions. "Wiwy don't you conplete the analogy to a satellite," he
sneered, "or do you, as a Professional Optimst, ignore any and al
di sagreeable facts? If | were you, 1'd continue this way." Here he imtated
Moore's voice: "The satellite is at present habitable and inhabited but, due
to the approaching depletion of its atnosphere in three days, is expected to
becone a dead worl d.

"Well, why don't you answer? Why do you persist in making a joke out of
this? Can't you see--Wiat's the matter?"

The | ast was a surprised exclamation and certainly More's actions did
merit surprise. He had risen suddenly and, after giving hinself a smart rap on
the forehead, remained stiff and silent, staring into the far distance with
gradual |y narrowi ng eyelids. Brandon and M ke Shea wat ched hi min speechl ess
ast oni shnent.

Suddenly Moore burst out, "Hal 1've got it. Wiy didn't | think of it
bef ore?" Hi s exclamation degenerated into the unintelligible.

M ke drew out the Jabra bottle with a significant |ook, but More waved
it away inpatiently. \Wereupon Brandon, w thout any warning, |ashed out with
his right, catching the surprised More flush on the jaw and toppling him

Moor e groaned and rubbed his chin. Somewhat indignant, he asked, "What



was the reason for that?"

"Stand up and I'Il do it again," shouted Brandon, "I can't stand it
anynore. I'msick and tired of being preached at, and having to listen to your
Pol | yanna tal k. You're the one that's going daffy."

"Daffy, nothing! Just a little overexcited, that's all. Listen, for
CGod's sake. | think I know a way--"

Brandon gl ared at him balefully. "Ch, 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? 1'Il find a real use for the water--drown you--and save sone of the air
besi des. "

Moore lost his temper. "Listen, Mark, you're out of this. |'m going
t hrough alone. | don't need your help and I don't want it If you're that sure
of dying and that afraid, why not have the agony over? W' ve got one heat ray
and one detonator, both reliable weapons. Take your choice and kill yourself.
Shea and | won't interfere." Brandon's lips curled in a | ast weak gesture of
defiance and then suddenly he capitul ated, conpletely and abjectly. "Al
right, Warren, I'mwth you. I--1 guess | didn't quite know what | was doi ng.
| don't feel well, Warren. |--]--"

"Aw, that's all right, boy." Mdyore was genuinely sorry for him "Take it
easy. | know how you feel. It's got ne too. But you nmustn't give into it.
Fight it, or you'll go stark, raving mad. Now you just try and get sone sleep
and | eave everything to me. Things will turn out right yet."

Brandon, pressing a hand to an aching forehead, stunbled to the couch
and tunbl ed down. Silent sobs shook his frame while More and Shea renained in
enbarrassed sil ence nearby.

At | ast Moore nudged M ke. "Cone on," he whispered, "let's get busy.
W' re going places. Airlock five is at the end of the corridor, isn't it?"

Shea nodded and Moore continued, "Is it airtight?"

"Well," said Shea after sone thought, "the inner door is, of course, but
I' don't know anything about the outer one. For all | knowit nay be a sieve.
You see, when | tested the wall for airtightness, | didn't dare open the inner

door, because if there was anything wong with the outer one--blooey!" The
accompanyi ng gesture was very expressive.

"Then it's up to us to find out about that outer door right now |I've
got to get outside some way and we'll just have to take chances. Were's the
spacesuit ?"

He grabbed the lone suit fromits 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 cl osed doors behind whose airtight barriers were what once
had been passenger quarters but which were now nmerely cavities, open to space.
At the end of the corridor was the tight-fitting door of Airlock 5.

Moore stopped and surveyed it appraisingly. "Looks all right," he
observed, "but of course you can't tell what's outside. God, | hope it'll
work." He frowned. "OfF course we could use the entire corridor as an airlock
with the door to our roomas the inner door and this as the outer door, but
that would nean the loss of half our air supply. We can't afford that--yet."

He turned to Shea. " Al right, now The indicator shows that the |ock
was | ast used for entrance, so it should be full of air. Open the door the
tiniest crack, and if there's a hissing noise, shut it quick."

"Here goes," and the | ever noved one notch. The nmechani sm had been
severely shaken up during the shock of the crash and its forner noisel ess
wor ki ngs had given way to a harsh, rasping sound, but it was still in
conmi ssion. A thin black line appeared on the left-hand side of the |ock
mar ki ng where the door had slid a fraction of an inch on the runners.

There was no hiss! More's | ook of anxiety faded somewhat. He took a
smal | pasteboard fromhis pocket and held it against the crack. If air were
| eaki ng, that card should have held there, pushed by the escaping gas. It fel
to the floor.

M ke Shea stuck a forefinger in his mouth and then put it against the



crack. "Thank the Lord," he breathed, "not a sign of a draft.”

"Good, good. Open it wider. Go ahead."

Anot her notch and the crack opened farther. And still no draft. Slowy,
ever so slowy, notch by notch, it creaked its way wi der and wi der. The two
men held their breaths, afraid that while not actually punctured, the outer
door m ght have been so weakened as to give way any nonment. But it held! Mbore
was jubilant as he worned into the spacesuit.

"Things are going fine so far, Mke," he said. "You sit down right here
and wait for me. | don't know how long I'll take, but I'll be back. Where's
t he heat ray? Have you got it?"

Shea held out the ray and asked, "But what are you going to do? I'd sort
of like to know. "

Moor e paused as he was about to buckle on the helnet. "Did you hear ne
say inside that we had water enough to throwaway? Well, |'ve been thinking it
over and that's not such a bad idea. 1'mgoing to throwit away." Wth no
ot her expl anation, he stepped into the |ock, |eaving behind hima very puzzled
M ke Shea.

It was with a pounding heart that More waited for the outer door to
open. His plan was an extraordinarily sinple one, but it mght not be easy to
carry out.

There was a sound of creaking gears and scraping ratchets. Air sighed
away to not hi ngness. The door before himslid open a few i nches and stuck.
Moore's heart sank as for a monent he thought it would not open at all, but
after a fewprelimnary jerks and rattles the barrier slid the rest of the
way.

He clicked on the magnetic grapple and very cautiously put a foot out
into space. Cunsily he groped his way out to the side of the ship. He had
never been outside a ship in open space before and a vast dread overtook him
as he clung there, flylike, to his precarious perch. For a nonment dizzi ness
overcanme him

He cl osed his eyes and for five mnutes hung there, clutching the smooth
si des of what had once been the Silver Queen. The magnetic grapple held him
firmand when he opened his eyes once nore he found his self-confidence in a
nmeasur e returned.

He gazed about him For the first time since the crash he saw the stars
i nstead of the vision of Vesta which their porthole afforded. Eagerly he
searched the skies for the little blue-white speck that was Earth. It had
often anused himthat Earth should al ways be the first object sought by space
travel ers when stargazing, but the hunmor of the situation did not strike him
now. However, his search was in vain. Fromwhere he lay, Earth was invisible.
It, as well as the Sun, nust be hidden behind Vesta.

Still, there was nmuch el se that he could not help but note. Jupiter was
off to the left, a brilliant globe the size of a small pea to the naked eye.
Mbore observed two of its attendant satellites. Saturn was visible too, as a
brilliant planet of some negative magnitude, rivaling Venus as seen from
Eart h.

Moore had expected that a goodly nunber of asteroids would be
vi si bl e--marooned as they were in the asteroid belt--but space seened
surprisingly enpty. Once he thought he could see a hurtling body pass within a
few nmles, but so fast had the inpression cone and gone that he could not
swear that it was not fancy.

And then, of course, there was Vesta. Alnost directly below himit
|l oomed like a balloon filling a quarter of the sky. It floated steadily, snowy
white, and Moore gazed at it with earnest |onging. A good hard kick agai nst
the side of the ship, he thought, mght start himfalling toward Vesta. He
m ght |and safely and get help for the others. But the chance was too great
that he would nerely take on a new orbit about Vesta. No, it would have to be
better than that.

This rem nded himthat he had no tine to | ose. He scanned the side of



the ship, looking for the water tank, but all he could see was a jungle of
jutting walls, jagged, crunbling, 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 hinself along the wall of the ship. Not five yards
fromthe | ock the snoot hness stopped abruptly. There was a yawning cavity
whi ch Moore recogni zed as havi ng once been the room adjoining the corridor at
the far end. He shuddered. Suppose he were to conme across a bl oated dead body
in one of those roonms. He had known nost of the passengers, many of them
personal ly. But he overcane his squeam shness and forced hinself to continue
his precarious journey toward its goal

And here he encountered his first practical difficulty. The roomitself
was made of non-ferrous material in many parts. The magnetic grapple was
i ntended for use only on outer hulls and was usel ess throughout nuch of the
ship's interior. More had forgotten this when suddenly he found hinsel f
floating down an incline, his grapple out of use. He grasped and clutched at a
nearby projection. Slowy he pulled hinself back to safety..

He lay for a nonment, al nost breathless. Theoretically he should be
wei ghtl ess out here in space--Vesta's influence being negligible--but the
regi onal Gravitator under his roomwas working. Wthout the bal ance of the
other Gravitators, it tended to place himunder variable and suddenly shifting
stresses as he kept changing his position. For his magnetic grapple to let go
suddenly mi ght mean being jerked away fromthe ship altogether. And then
what ?

Evidently this was going to be even nore difficult than he had thought.

He inched forward in a craw, testing each spot to see if the grapple
woul d hol d. Sonetimes he had to nake long, circuitous journeys to gain a few
feet's headway and at other tines he was forced to scranmble and slip across
smal | patches of non-ferrous material. And always there was that tiring pul
of the Gravitator, continually changing directions as he progressed, setting
hori zontal floors and vertical walls at queer and al nost haphazard angl es.

Carefully he investigated all objects that he cane 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
di d manage, however, to pick up a small field glass and fountain pen. These he
pl aced in his pocket. They were val uel ess under present conditions, but
somehow t hey seenmed to make nore real this macabre trip across the sides of a
dead shi p.

For fifteen mnutes, twenty, half an hour, he | abored slowy toward
where he thought the porthole should be. Sweat poured down into his eyes and
rendered his hair a matted mass. H s nuscles were beginning to ache under the
unaccustomed strain. H's mind, already strained by the ordeal of the previous
day, was beginning to waver, to play himtricks.

The crawl began to seemeternal, sonething that had al ways exi sted and
woul d exi st forever. The object of the journey, that for which he was
striving, seemed uninportant; he only knew that it was necessary to nove. The
ti me, one hour back, when he had been with Brandon and Shea, seened hazy and
lo~ in the far past. That nore nornmal tinme, two days' age, wholly forgotten

Only the jagged walls before him only the vital necessity of getting at
some uncertain destination existed in his spinning brain. Gasping, straining,
pulling. Feeling for the iron alloy. Up and into gaping holes that were roons
and then out again. Feel and pull--feel and pull--and--a light.

Moor e stopped. Had he not been glued to the wall he woul d have fallen
Sonehow that |ight seemed to clear things. It was the porthole; not the many
dark, staring ones he had passed, but alive and alight. Behind it was Brandon
A deep breath and he felt better, his mnd cl eared.

And now his way lay plain before him Toward that spark of life he
crept. Nearer, and nearer; and nearer until he could touch it. He was there!

H s eyes drank in the famliar room God knows that it hadn't--any happy
associations in his mnd, but it was sonething real, sonething al nost natural



Brandon sl ept on the couch. H s face was worn and lined but a snile passed
over it now and then

Moore raised his fist to knock. He felt the urgent desire to talk with
someone, if only by sign | anguage, yet at the |last instant he refrained.

Per haps the kid was dream ng of home. He was young and sensitive and had
suffered nuch. Let him sleep. Time enough to wake hi mwhen--and if--his idea
had been carried through

He located the wall within the room behind which ay the water tank and
then tried to spot it fromthe outside. Now it was not difficult; its rear
wal | stood out prominently. More marveled, for it seened a miracle that it
had escaped puncture. Perhaps the Fates had not been so ironic after all

Passage to it was easy though it was on the other side of the fragment.
What was once a corridor led alnmost directly to it. Once when the Silver Queen
had been whole, that corridor had been |evel and horizontal, but now, under
t he unbal anced pull of the regional Gavitator, it seened nmore of a steep
incline than anything else. And yet it made the path sinple. Since it was of
uni form beryl -steel, More found no trouble holding on as he worned up the
twenty-odd feet to the water supply.

And now the crisis--the | ast stage--had been reached. He felt that he
ought to rest first, but his excitement grewrapidly in intensity. It was
ei ther now or bust. He pulled hinmself out to the bottomcenter of the tank
There, resting on the small | edge formed by the floor of the corridor that had
once extended on that side of the tank, he began operations.

"It's a pity that the main pipe is pointing in the wong direction," he
muttered. "It would have saved me a lot of trouble had it been right. As it
is..." He sighed and bent to his work. The heat ray was adjusted to maxi num
concentration and the invisible emanations focused at a spot perhaps a foot
above the floor of the tank

Gradual ly the effect of the excitatory beam upon the nol ecul es of the
wal | became noticeable. A spot the size of a dinme began shining faintly at the
poi nt of focus of the ray gun. It wavered uncertainly, now di nm ng, now
bri ghtening, as Moore strove to steady his tired arm He propped it on the
| edge and achi eved better results as the tiny circle of radiation brightened.

Slow y the col or ascended the spectrum The dark, angry red that had
first appeared lightened to a cherry color. As the heat continued pouring in,
the brightness seemed to ripple out in wdening areas, |ike a target made of
successively deepening tints of red. The wall for a distance of some feet from
the focal point was becom ng unconfortably hot even though it did not gl ow and
Moore found it necessary to refrain fromtouching it with the netal of his
suit.

Moore cursed steadily, for the |ledge itself was also growing hot. It
seened that only inprecations could soothe him And as the nelting wall began
to radiate heat inits own right, the chief object of his maledictions were
t he spacesuit manufacturers. Wiy didn't they build a suit that could keep heat
out as well as keep it in?

But what Brandon call ed Professional Optinismcrept up. Wth the salt
tang of perspiration in his nouth, he kept consoling hinself, "It could be
worse, | suppose. At least, the two inches of wall here don't present too much
of a barrier. Suppose the tank had been built flush against the outer hull
Whew! | magine trying to nmelt through a foot of this." He gritted his teeth and
kept on.

The spot of brightness was now flickering into the orange-yell ow and
Moore knew that the melting point of the beryl-steel alloy would soon be
reached. He found hinself forced to watch the spot only at w dely spaced
intervals and then only for fleeting noments.

Evidently it would have to be done quickly if it were to be done at all
The heat ray had not been fully loaded in the first place, and, pouring out
energy at maximumas it had been doing for alnbst ten mnutes now, must be
approachi ng exhaustion. Yet the wall was just barely passing the plastic
stage. In a fever of inpatience, More jamed 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, Mbore was satisfied. He was al nost there now Had there been
air between hinmself and the wall, he woul d undoubtedly have heard the gurgling
and the hissing of the steami ng water within. The pressure was buil ding up
How | ong woul d the weakened wal | endure?

Then so suddenly that More did not realize it for a few nonments, he was
through. A tiny fissure formed at the bottomof that little pit nmade by the
ray gun and in less time than it takes to imagine, the churning water within
had its way.

The soft, liquid netal at that spot puffed out, sticking out raggedly
around a pea-sized hole. And fromthat hole there came a hissing and a
roaring. A cloud of steam energed and envel oped More.

Through the nist he could see the steam condense al nost i mediately to
ice droplets and saw these icy pellets shrink rapidly into nothingness.

For fifteen m nutes he watched the steam shoot out.

Then he becane aware of gentle pressure pushing himaway fromthe ship.
A savage joy welled up within himas he realized that this was the effect of
accel eration on the ship's part. Hi s own inertia was hol di ng hi m back

That meant his work had been finished--and successfully. That stream of
wat er was substituting for the rocket blast.

He started back

If the horrors and dangers of the journey to the tank had been great,

t hose of the way back shoul d have been greater. He was infinitely nore tired,
his aching eyes were all but blind, and added to the crazy pull of the
Gravitator was the force induced by the varying accel eration of the ship. But
what ever his labors to return, they did not bother him In later tine, he
never even renenbered the heartbreaking trip.

How he managed to negotiate the distance in safety he did not know Most
of the tine he was lost in a haze of happi ness, scarcely realizing the
actualities of the situation. His mind was filled with one thought only--to
get back quickly, to tell the happy news of their escape.

Suddenly he found hinself before the airlock. He hardly grasped the fact
that it was the airlock. He alnost did not understand why he pressed the
signal button. Sone instinct told himit was the thing to do.

M ke Shea was waiting. There was a creak and a runble and the outer door
started openi ng, caught, and stopped at the sane place as before, but once
again it managed to slide the rest of the way. It cl osed behind More, then
t he i nner door opened and he stunbled into Shea's arns.

As in a dreamhe felt hinself half-pulled, half-carried down the
corridor to the room His suit was ripped off. A hot, burning liquid stung his
t hroat. Mbore gagged, swall owed, and felt better. Shea pocketed the Jabra
bottl e once nore.

The blurred, shifting i mages of Brandon and Shea before him steadi ed and
became solid. Mdore w ped the perspiration fromhis face with a trenbling hand
and essayed a weak snile.

"Wait," protested Brandon, "don't say anything. You | ook half-dead.

Rest, will you!"

But Mbore shook his head. In a hoarse, cracked voice he narrated as well
as he could the events of the past two hours. The tale was incoherent,
scarcely intelligible but marvel ously inpressive. The two |isteners scarcely
breat hed during the recital

"You mean," stanmered Brandon, "that the water spout is pushing us
toward Vesta, |ike a rocket exhaust?"

"Exactly--sane thing as--rocket exhaust," panted More. " Action and
reaction. Is located--on side opposite Vesta--hence pushing us toward Vesta."

Shea was dancing before the porthole. "He's right, Brandon, me boy. You
can nake out Bennett's donme as clear as day. We're getting there, we're
getting there."

Moore felt hinself recovering. "W're approaching in spiral path on



account of original orbit. W'll land in five or six hours probably. The water
will last for quite a long while and the pressure is still great, since the
wat er issues as steam”

"Steam-at the |ow tenperature of space?" Brandon was surprised

"Steam-at the | ow pressure of space!" corrected More. "The boiling
point of water falls with the pressure. It is very low indeed in a vacuum
Even ice has a vapor pressure sufficient to subline.”

He smiled. " As a matter of fact, it freezes and boils at the same tine.
| watched it." A short pause, then, "Well, how do you feel now, Brandon? Mich
better, eh?"

Brandon reddened and his face fell. He groped vainly for words for a few
monents. Finally he said in a hal f-whisper, "You know, | must have acted |ike
a damm fool and a coward at first. I--1 guess | don't deserve all this after
going to pieces and letting the burden of our escape rest on your shoul ders.

"I wish you' d beat nme up, or sonething, for punching you before. It'd
make ne feel better. | mean it." And he really did seemto nean it.

Moore gave himan affectionate push. "Forget it. You'll never know how
near | canme to breaking down nyself." He raised his voice in order to drown
out any further apol ogi es on Brandon's part, "Hey, Mke, stop staring out of
that porthole and bring over that Jabra bottle."

M ke obeyed with alacrity, bringing with himthree Plexatron units to be
used as makeshift cups. Moore filled each precisely to the brim He was goi ng
to be drunk with a vengeance.

"CGentlenen," he said solemmly, "a toast." The three raised the nugs in
uni son, "CGentlenen, | give you the year's supply of good old H2O we used to
have:"

N ght f al

If the stars should appear one night in a thousand years, how woul d nen
bel i eve and adore, and preserve for many generations the remenbrance of the
city of God?"

EMERSON

Aton 77, director of Saro University, thrust out a belligerent lower lip and
gl ared at the young newspapernan in a hot fury.

Therenmon 762 took that fury in his stride. In his earlier days, when his
now wi dely syndi cated col um was only a nad idea in a cub reporter's mnd, he
had specialized in "inpossible" interviews. It had cost himbruises, black
eyes, and broken bones; but it had given himan anple supply of cool ness and
sel f-confi dence.

So he lowered the outthrust hand that had been so pointedly ignored and
calmy waited for the aged director to get over the worst. Astrononers were
gueer ducks, anyway, and if Aton's actions of the |ast two nmonths neant
anyt hing; this same Aton was the queer-duckiest of the |ot.

Aton 77 found his voice, and though it trenbled with restrai ned enotion
the careful, somewhat pedantic phraseol ogy, for which the fanbus astronomner
was noted, did not abandon him

"Sir," he said, "you display an infernal gall in coming to me with that
i mpudent proposition of yours."

The husky tel ephot ographer of the Observatory, Beenay 25, thrust a
tongue's tip across dry lips and interposed nervously, "Now, sir, after all --

The director turned to himand lifted a white eyebrow. "Do not
interfere, Beenay. | will credit you with good intentions in bringing this nman
here; but | will tolerate no insubordination now "

Therenon decided it was time to take a part. "Director Aton, if you'l
let me finish what | started saying, | think -- "

"I don't believe, young man," retorted Aton, "that anything you could



say now woul d count nmuch as conpared with your daily colums of these |ast two
nmont hs. You have | ed a vast newspaper canpai gn against the efforts of mnyself
and ny col |l eagues to organi ze the worl d agai nst the nenace which it is now too
late to avert. You have done your best with your highly personal attacks to
make the staff of this Cbservatory objects of ridicule."

The director lifted a copy of the Saro City Chronicle fromthe table and
shook it at Therenon furiously. "Even a person of your well-known inpudence
shoul d have hesitated before coming to me with a request that he be allowed to
cover today's events for his paper. O all newsnen, you!"

At on dashed the newspaper to the floor, strode to the w ndow, and
cl asped his arms behind his back

"You may | eave," he snapped over his shoulder. He stared noodily out at
t he skyline where Ganma, the brightest of the planet's six suns, was setting.
It had already faded and yellowed into the horizon msts, and Aton knew he
woul d never see it again as a sane nan.

He whirled. "No, wait, conme here!" He gestured perenptorily. I'Il give
you your story."

The newsman had rmade no notion to | eave, and now he approached the old
man slowy. Aton gestured outward. "OF the six suns, only Beta is left in the
sky. Do you see it?"

The question was rather unnecessary. Beta was al nost at zenith, its
ruddy light flooding the |andscape to an unusual orange as the brilliant rays
of setting Gamma died. Beta was at aphelion. It was small; smaller than
Therenon had ever seen it before, and for the nonment it was undisputed rul er
of Lagash's sky.

Lagash's own sun. Al pha, the one about which it revolved, was at the
anti podes, as were the two di stant conpanion pairs. The red dwarf Beta --

Al pha' s i mredi ate compani on -- was al one, grimy alone.

Aton's upturned face flushed redly in the sunlight. "In just under four
hours," he said, "civilization, as we know it, cones to an end. It will do so
because, as you see. Beta is the only sun in the sky." He snmiled grimy.
"Print that! There'll be no one to read it."

"But if it turns out that four hours pass -- and another four -- and

not hi ng happens?" asked Therenon softly.
"Don't let that worry you. Enough will happen.™

"Granted! And still -- it nothing happens?"

For a second tinme, Beenay 25 spoke. "Sir, | think you ought to listen to
him"

Therenon said, "Put it to a vote, Director Aton."

There was a stir anmong the remaining five nmenbers of the Cbservatory
staff, who till now had maintained an attitude of wary neutrality.

"That," stated Aton flatly, "is not necessary." He drew out his pocket
wat ch. "Since your good friend, Beenay, insists so urgently, | will give you

five mnutes. Talk away."

"Good! Now, just what difference would it nake if you allowed ne to take
down an eyew tness account of what's to conme? If your prediction conmes true,
nmy presence won't hurt; for in that case ny columm woul d never be witten. On
the other hand, if nothing comes of it, you will just have to expect ridicule
or worse. It would be wise to leave that ridicule to friendly hands."

Aton snorted. "Do you nean yours when you speak of friendly hands?"

"Certainly!" Therenon sat down and crossed his legs. "My colums may
have been a little rough, but | gave you people the benefit of the doubt every
time. After all, this is not the century to preach "The end of the world is at
hand" to Lagash. You have to understand that people don't believe the Book of
Revel ati ons anynore, and it annoys themto have scientists turn about-face and
tell us the Cultists are right after all -- "

"No such thing, young man," interrupted Aton. "Wile a great deal of our
data has been supplied us by the Cult, our results contain none of the Cult's
nmysticism Facts are facts, and the Cult's so-called nythol ogy has certain
facts behind it. W' ve exposed them and ripped away their mystery. | assure



you that the Cult hates us now worse than you do."

"I don't hate you. I'mjust trying to tell you that the public is in an
ugly huror. They're angry."

Aton twisted his mouth in derision. "Let them be angry."

"Yes, but what about tonorrow?"

"There'll be no tonmorrow "
"But if there is. Say that there is -- just to see what happens. That
anger mght take shape into something serious. After all, you know, business

has taken a nosedive these last two nonths. Investors don't really believe the
world is coming to an end, but just the same they're being cagy with their

money until it's all over. Johnny Public doesn't believe you, either, but the
new spring furniture mght just as well wait a few nonths -- just to make
sure.

"You see the point. Just as soon as this is all over, the business
interests will be after your hide. They'll say that if crackpots -- begging
your pardon -- can upset the country's prosperity any tinme they want, sinply
by meki ng some cockeyed prediction -- it's up to the planet to prevent them
The sparks will fly, sir."

The director regarded the columist sternly. "And just what were you
proposing to do to help the situation?"

"Well" -- Therenon grinned -- "I was proposing to take charge of the
publicity. | can handle things so that only the ridiculous side will show It
woul d be hard to stand, | admit, because |I'd have to make you all out to be a

bunch of gibbering idiots, but if I can get people [ aughing at you, they m ght
forget to be angry. In return for that, all ny publisher asks is an excl usive
story."

Beenay nodded and burst out, "Sir, the rest of us think he's right.
These | ast two nmonths we' ve considered everything but the mllion-to-one
chance that there is an error somewhere in our theory or in our calculations.
W ought to take care of that, too."

There was a nmurmur of agreement fromthe nen grouped about the table,
and Aton's expression becane that of one who found his nouth full of sonething
bitter and couldn't get rid of it.

"You may stay if you wish, then. You will kindly refrain, however, from
hanpering us in our duties in any way. You will also remenber that | amin
charge of all activities here, and in spite of your opinions as expressed in
your colums, | will expect full cooperation and full respect -- "

H s hands were behind his back, and his winkled face thrust forward
determ nedly as he spoke. He might have continued indefinitely but for the
i ntrusi on of a new voi ce

"Hello, hello, hello!™ It cane in a high tenor, and the plunmp cheeks of
t he newconer expanded in a pleased snmle. "What's this norgue-like atnosphere
about here? No one's losing his nerve, | hope."

Aton started in consternation and said peevishly, "Now what the devil
are you doi ng here, Sheerin? | thought you were going to stay behind in the
Hi deout . "

Sheerin | aughed and dropped his stubby figure into a chair. "Hi deout be
bl owed! The place bored ne. | wanted to be here, where things are getting hot.
Don't you suppose | have nmy share of curiosity? | want to see these Stars the
Cultists are forever speaking about." He rubbed his hands and added in a
soberer tone. "lIt's freezing outside. The wind' s enough to hang icicles on
your nose. Beta doesn't seemto give any heat at all, at the distance it is."

The white-haired director ground his teeth in sudden exasperation. "Wy
do you go out of your way to do crazy things, Sheerin? Wat kind of good are
you around here?"

"What kind of good am | around there?" Sheerin spread his palns in
comi cal resignation. "A psychologist isn't worth his salt in the Hi deout. They
need nen of action and strong, healthy wonmen that can breed children. Me? I'm
a hundred pounds too heavy for a man of action, and | wouldn't be a success at
breedi ng children. So why bother themwith an extra nmouth to feed? | fee



better over here."

Ther enon spoke briskly. "Just what is the Hideout, sir?"

Sheerin seened to see the columist for the first tine. He frowned and
bl ew his anpl e cheeks out. "And just who in Lagash are you, redhead?"

At on conpressed his lips and then nmuttered sullenly, "That's Therenon
762, the newspaper fellow | suppose you've heard of him"

The columist offered his hand. "And, of course, you're Sheerin 501 of
Saro University. |I've heard of you." Then he repeated, "Wat is this Hi deout,
sir?"

"Well," said Sheerin, "we have nanaged to convince a few people of the
validity of our prophecy of -- er -- doom to be spectacular about it, and
t hose few have taken proper neasures. They consist mainly of the inmedi ate
menbers of the famlies of the Cbservatory staff, certain of the faculty of
Saro University, and a few outsiders. Altogether, they nunber about three
hundred, but three quarters are wonmen and children.”

"I see! They're supposed to hide where the Darkness and the -- er --
Stars can't get at them and then hold out when the rest of the world goes
poof . "

"If they can. It won't be easy. Wth all of mankind insane, with the
great cities going up in flanes -- environnent will not be conducive to
survival. But they have food, water, shelter, and weapons -- "

"They've got nore," said Aton. "They've got all our records, except for
What we will collect today. Those records will nean everything to the next
cycle, and that's what nust survive. The rest can go hang."

Therenon uttered a | ong, |ow whistle and sat broodi ng for several
m nutes. The nen about the table had brought out a nulti-chess board and
started a six-nenber ganme. Moves were nade rapidly and in silence. Al eyes
bent in furious concentration on the board. Therenon watched themintently and
then rose and approached Aton, who sat apart in whispered conversation wth
Sheeri n.

"Listen," he said, let's go somewhere where we won't bother the rest of

the fellows. | want to ask sone questions.”

The aged astrononer frowned sourly at him but Sheerin chirped up
"Certainly. It will do ne good to talk. It always does. Aton was telling ne
about your ideas concerning world reaction to a failure of the prediction --
and | agree with you. | read your colum pretty regularly, by the way, and as
a general thing I like your views."

"Pl ease, Sheerin," grow ed Aton

"Eh? Onh, all right. We'll go into the next room It has softer chairs,
anyway. "

There were softer chairs in the next room There were also thick red
curtains on the wi ndows and a maroon carpet on the floor. Wth the bricky
light of Beta pouring in, the general effect was one of dried bl ood.

Therenon shuddered. "Say, |1'd give ten credits for a decent dose of
white light for just a second. | wish Gamma or Delta were in the sky."

"What are your questions?" asked Aton. "Please renmenber that our tinme is
limted. In alittle over an hour and a quarter we're going upstairs, and
after that there will be no tinme for talk."

"Well, here it is." Therenmon | eaned back and fol ded his hands on his
chest. "You people seemso all-fired serious about this that |I'mbeginning to
bel i eve you. Wuld you mnd explaining what it's all about?"

At on expl oded, "Do you nean to sit there and tell me that you' ve been
bonbarding us with ridicule wthout even finding out what we' ve been trying to
say?"

The col umi st grinned sheepishly. "It's not that bad, sir. |I've got the
general idea. You say there is going to be a worl d-wi de Darkness in a few
hours and that all mankind will go violently insane. Wat | want now is the

science behind it."
"No, you don't. No, you don't," broke in Sheerin. "If you ask Aton for
that -- supposing himto be in the nmood to answer at all -- he'll trot out



pages of figures and vol unmes of graphs. You won't nake head or tail of it. Now
if you were to ask nme, | could give you the layman's standpoint."

"Al'l right; | ask you."

"Then first 1'd like a drink." He rubbed his hands and | ooked at Aton

"Wat er?" grunted Aton

"Don't be silly!"

"Don't you be silly. No al cohol today. It would be too easy to get ny
men drunk. | can't afford to tempt them"

The psychol ogi st grunbl ed wordl essly. He turned to Therenon, inpaled him
with his sharp eyes, and began.

"You realize, of course, that the history of civilization on Lagash
di splays a cyclic character -- but | nean cyclic!"

"I know," replied Therenon cautiously, "that that is the current
archaeol ogi cal theory. Has it been accepted as a fact?"

"Just about. In this last century it's been generally agreed upon. This

cyclic character is -- or rather, was -- one of the great nysteries. W' ve
| ocated series of civilizations, nine of themdefinitely, and indications of
others as well, all of which have reached hei ghts conparable to our own, and

all of which, without exception, were destroyed by fire at the very height of
their culture.

"And no one could tell why. Al centers of culture were thoroughly
gutted by fire, with nothing left behind to give a hint as to the cause."

Therenmon was follow ng closely. "Wasn't there a Stone Age, too?"

"Probably, but as yet practically nothing is known of it, except that
men of that age were little nore than rather intelligent apes. W can forget
about that."

"I see. Go on!"

There have been expl anations of these recurrent catastrophes, all of a
nore or less fantastic nature. Some say that there are periodic rains of fire;
some that Lagash passes through a sun every so often; some even wilder things.
But there is one theory, quite different fromall of these, that has been
handed down over a period of centuries.”

"I know. You mean this nyth of the "Stars" that the Cultists have in
their Book of Revelations."”

"Exactly," rejoined Sheerin with satisfaction. "The Cultists said that
every two thousand and fifty years Lagash entered a huge cave, so that all the
suns di sappeared, and there cane total darkness all over the world! And then
they say, things called Stars appeared, which robbed men of their souls and
| eft them unreasoning brutes, so that they destroyed the civilization they
t hensel ves had built up. O course they mx all this up with a |ot of
religio-nystic notions, but that's the central idea."

There was a short pause in which Sheerin drew a |ong breath. "And now we
cone to the Theory of Universal Gravitation." He pronounced the phrase so that
the capital letters sounded -- and at that point Aton turned fromthe w ndow,
snorted |l oudly, and stal ked out of the room

The two stared after him and Therenon said, "What's wong?"

"Nothing in particular," replied Sheerin. "Two of the men were due
several hours ago and haven't shown up yet. He's terrifically short-handed, of
course, because all but the really essential nen have gone to the Hi deout."

"You don't think the two deserted, do you?"

"Who? Faro and Yinot? O course not. Still, if they're not back within
the hour, things would be a little sticky." He got to his feet suddenly, and
his eyes twi nkled. "Anyway, as long as Aton is gone -- "

Ti ptoeing to the nearest wi ndow, he squatted, and fromthe | ow wi ndow
box beneath withdrew a bottle of red liquid that gurgled suggestively when he
shook it.

"I thought Aton didn't know about this," he remarked as he trotted back
to the table. "Here! W' ve only got one glass so, as the guest, you can have
it. 1'll keep the bottle."

And he filled the tiny cup with judicious care.



Therenon rose to protest, but Sheerin eyed himsternly. "Respect your
el ders, young man."

The newsman seated hinself with a | ook of anguish on his face. "o
ahead, then, you old villain."

The psychol ogi st's Adaml s appl e wobbled as the bottle upended, and then
with a satisfied grunt and a smack of the lips, he began again. "But what do
you know about gravitation?"

"Not hi ng, except that it is a very recent devel opment, not too well
established, and that the math is so hard that only twelve nmen in Lagash are
supposed to understand it."

"Tcha! Nonsense! Bal oney! | can give you all the essential math in a
sentence. The Law of Universal Gravitation states that there exists a cohesive
force among all bodies of the universe, such that the amount of this force
bet ween any two given bodies is proportional to the product of their nmasses
di vided by the square of the distance between them™

"I's that all?"

"That's enough! It took four hundred years to develop it."

"Why that long? It sounded sinple enough, the way you said it."

"Because great laws are not divined by flashes of inspiration, whatever
you may think. It usually takes the conbined work of a world full of
scientists over a period of centuries. After Genovi 41 discovered that Lagash
rotated about the sun Al pha rather than vice versa -- and that was four
hundred years ago -- astronomers have been working. The conpl ex notions of the
six suns were recorded and anal yzed and unwoven. Theory after theory was
advanced and checked and counterchecked and nodified and abandoned and revived
and converted to sonething else. It was a devil of a job."

Ther enon nodded thoughtfully and held out his glass for nore |iquor
Sheerin grudgingly allowed a few ruby drops to | eave the bottle.

"It was twenty years ago," he continued after renmpistening his own
throat, "that it was finally denonstrated that the Law of Universa
Gravitation accounted exactly for the orbital notions of the six suns. It was
a great triunmph."

Sheerin stood up and wal ked to the window, still clutching his bottle.
"And now we're getting to the point. In the |ast decade, the notions of Lagash
about Al pha were conputed according to gravity, and if did not account for the
orbit observed; not even when all perturbations due to the other suns were
i ncluded. Either the law was invalid, or there was another, as yet unknown,
factor involved."

Therenon joi ned Sheerin at the wi ndow and gazed out past the wooded
sl opes to where the spires of Saro City gl eaned bloodily on the horizon. The
newsman felt the tension of uncertainty grow within himas he cast a short
glance at Beta. It glowered redly at zenith, dwarfed and evil.

"Go ahead, sir," he said softly.

Sheerin replied, "Astronomers stunbl ed about for year, each proposed
theory more untenabl e than the one before -- until Aton had the inspiration of
calling in the Cult. The head of the Cult, Sor 5, had access to certain data
that sinmplified the problem considerably. Aton set to work on a new track

"What if there were another nonlum nous planetary body such as Lagash?
If there were, you know, it would shine only by reflected light, and if it
wer e conposed of bluish rock, as Lagash itself largely is, then, in the
redness of the sky, the eternal blaze of the suns would nake it invisible --
drown it out conpletely.”

Therenmon whi stled. "What a screwy idea!"

"You think that's screwy? Listen to this: Suppose this body rotated
about Lagash at such a distance and in such an orbit and had such a mass t hat
its attention would exactly account for the deviations of Lagash's orbit from
theory -- do you know what woul d happen?"

The col umi st shook hi s head.

"Well, sonetimes this body would get in the way of a sun.” And Sheerin
enptied what remained in the bottle at a draft.



"And it does, | suppose," said Therenon flatly.

"Yes! But only one sun lies in its plane of revolution.” He jerked a
thunb at the shrunken sun above. "Beta! And it has been shown that the eclipse
wi Il occur only when the arrangenent of the suns is such that Beta is alone in
its hem sphere and at maxi num di stance, at which tinme the noon is invariably
at mni num di stance. The eclipse that results, with the moon seven tines the
apparent dianeter of Beta, covers all of Lagash and lasts well over half a
day, so that no spot on the planet escapes the effects. That eclipse cones
once every two thousand and forty-nine years."

Therenon's face was drawn into an expressionless mask. "And that's ny
story?"

The psychol ogi st nodded. "That's all of it. First the eclipse -- which

will start in three quarters of an hour -- then universal Darkness and, maybe,
t hese nysterious Stars -- then madness, and end of the cycle."
He brooded. "W had two nonths' |leeway -- we at the Observatory -- and

that wasn't enough tinme to persuade Lagash of the danger. Two centuries m ght
not have been enough. But our records are at the H deout, and today we

phot ograph the eclipse. The next cycle will start off with the truth, and when
the next eclipse cones, mankind will at last be ready for it. Come to think of
it, that's part of your story too."

A thin wind ruffled the curtains at the wi ndow as Therenmon opened it and
| eaned out. It played coldly with his hair as he stared at the crinmson
sunlight on his hand. Then he turned in sudden rebellion

"What is there in Darkness to drive nme mad?"

Sheerin smled to hinself as he spun the enpty liquor bottle with
abstracted notions of his hand. "Have you ever experienced Darkness, young
man?"

The newsman | eaned agai nst the wall and considered. "No. Can't say |
have. But | know what it is. Just -- uh -- " He nade vague notions with his
fingers and then brightened. "Just no light. Like in caves." ,

"Have you ever been in a cave?"

"In a cave!l O course not!"

"I thought not. | tried |last week -- just to see -- but | got out in a
hurry. | went in until the mouth of the cave was just visible as a blur of
light, with black everywhere el se. | never thought a person ny weight could
run that fast."

Therermon's lip curled. "Well, if it cones to that, | guess | wouldn't

have run if | had been there."

The psychol ogi st studi ed the young man wi th an annoyed frown.

"My, don't you talk big! | dare you to draw the curtain."

Ther enon | ooked his surprise and said, "What for? If we had four or five
suns out there, we mght want to cut the light down a bit for confort, but now
we haven't enough light as it is.”

"That's the point. Just draw the curtain; then come here and sit down."

"Al'l right." Therenon reached for the tasseled string and jerked. The
red curtain slid across the wide window, the brass rings hissing their way
al ong the crossbar, and a dusk-red shadow cl anped down on the room

Therenon's footsteps sounded hollowy in the silence as he made his way

to the table, and then they stopped hal fway. "I can't see you, sir," he
whi sper ed.
"Feel your way," ordered Sheerin in a strained voice.

"But | can't see you, Sir.
see anything."

"What did you expect?" came the grimreply. "Cone here and sit down!"

The footsteps sounded again, waveringly, approaching slowy. There was
t he sound of someone funmbling with a chair. Therenon's voice cane thinly,

The newsman was breat hing harshly. "I can't

"Here | am | feel . . . ulp. . . all right."
"You like it, do you?"
"N -- no. It's pretty awful. The walls seemto be -- " He paused. "They

seemto be closing in on ne. | keep wanting to push them away. But |'m not



going mad! In fact, the feeling isn't as bad as it was."

"Al'l right. Draw the curtain back again."

There were cautious footsteps through the dark, the rustle of Therenon's
body against the curtain as he felt for the tassel, and then the tri unphant
roo-osh of the curtain slithering back. Red light flooded the room and with a
cry of joy Therenmpn | ooked up at the sun

Sheerin wi ped the noi stness off his forehead with the back of a hand and
said shakily, "And that was just a dark room"™

"It can be stood," said Therenon lightly.

"Yes, a dark roomcan. But were you at the Jonglor Centennial Exposition
two years ago?"

"No, it so happens | never got around to it. Six thousand m |l es was just
a bit too nmuch to travel, even for the exposition."

"Well, | was there. You renenber hearing about the "Tunnel of Mstery"
that broke all records in the anusenent area -- for the first nonth or so,
anyway ?"

"Yes. Wasn't there some fuss about it?"

"Very little. It was hushed up. You see, that Tunnel of Mstery was j ust
a mle-long tunnel -- with no lights. You got into alittle open car and
jolted al ong through Darkness for fifteen mnutes. It was very popul ar --
while it |lasted.”

" Popul ar ?"

"Certainly. There's a fascination in being frightened when it's part of
a gane. A baby is born with three instinctive fears: of |oud noises, of
falling, and of the absence of light. That's why it's considered so funny to
junp at soneone and shout "Boo!" That's why it's such fun to ride a roller
coaster. And that's why that Tunnel of Mstery started cleaning up. People
cane out of that Darkness shaking, breathless, half dead with fear, but they
kept on paying to get in."

"Wait a while, |I renmenber now. Sonme people cane out dead, didn't they?
There were runors of that after it shut down."

The psychol ogi st snorted. "Bah! Two or three died. That was not hi ng!
They paid off the famlies of the dead ones and argued the Jonglor Gty
Council into forgetting it. After all, they said, if people with weak hearts
want to go through the tunnel, it was at their own risk -- and besides, it
woul dn't happen again. So they put a doctor in the front office and had every
customer go through a physical exanination before getting into the car. That
actual ly boosted ticket sales.™

"Well, then?"
"But you see, there was sonething el se. People sonetines canme out in
perfect order, except that they refused to go into buildings -- any buildings;

i ncl udi ng pal aces, mansi ons, apartnment houses, tenenents, cottages, huts,
shacks, lean-tos, and tents."

Ther enon | ooked shocked. "You nean they refused to come in out of the
open? Wiere'd they sleep?”

"I'n the open.”

"They should have forced theminside."

"Ch, they did, they did. Whereupon these people went into violent
hysterics and did their best to bat their brains out against the nearest wall.
Once you got theminside, you couldn't keep themthere without a strait jacket
or a heavy dose of tranquilizer."

"They must have been crazy."

"Which is exactly what they were. One person out of every ten who went
into that tunnel came out that way. They called in the psychol ogists, and we
did the only thing possible. W closed down the exhibit." He spread his hands.

"What was the matter with these peopl e?" asked Therenon finally.

"Essentially the sanme thing that was the matter with you when you
t hought the walls of the roomwere crushing in on you in the dark. There is a
psychol ogi cal termfor mankind's instinctive fear of the absence of light. W
call it "claustrophobia", because the lack of light is always tied up with



encl osed places, so that fear of one is fear of the other. You see?"

"And t hose people of the tunnel ?"

"Those people of the tunnel consisted of those unfortunates whose
mentality did not quite possess the resiliency to overcone the cl austrophobia
that overtook themin the Darkness. Fifteen nminutes without light is a long
time; you only had two or three minutes, and | believe you were fairly upset.

"The people of the tunnel had what is called a "claustrophobic
fixation". Their latent fear of Darkness and encl osed places had crystalized

and become active, and, as far as we can tell, permanent. That's what fifteen
mnutes in the dark will do."

There was a long silence, and Therenon's forehead winkled slowy into a
from. "I don't believe it's that bad."

"You mean you don't want to believe," snapped Sheerin. "You're afraid to
bel i eve. Look out the wi ndow "
Therenon did so, and the psychol ogi st conti nued w thout pausing.

"I'magi ne Darkness -- everywhere. No light, as far as you can see. The houses,
the trees, the fields, the earth, the sky -- black! And Stars thrown in, for
all I know -- whatever they are. Can you conceive it?"

"Yes, | can," declared Therenon truculently.

And Sheerin slamed his fist down upon the table in sudden passion. "You
l[ie! You can't conceive that. Your brain wasn't built for the conception any
nmore than it was built for the conception of infinity or of eternity. You can
only talk about it. A fraction of the reality upsets you, and when the rea
thing comes, your brain is going to be presented with the phenonenon outside
its limts of conprehension. You will go mad, conpletely and pernmanently!
There is no question of it!"

He added sadly, "And another couple of millennia of painful struggle
cones to nothing. Tonorrow there won't be a city standing unharned in al
Lagash. "

Therenon recovered part of his nmental equilibrium "That doesn't follow.
| still don't see that | can go |oony just because there isn't a sun in the
sky -- but even if | did, and everyone el se did, how does that harmthe
cities? Are we going to bl ow them down?"

But Sheerin was angry, too. "If you were in Darkness, what would you
want nore than anything el se; what would it be that every instinct would cal
for? Light, damm you, light!"

"Vl | 2"

"And how woul d you get |ight?"

"I don't know," said Therenon flatly.

"What's the only way to get light, short of a sun?"

"How shoul d | know?"

They were standing face to face and nose to nose.

Sheerin said, "You burn sonething, mister. Ever see a forest fire? Ever
go camping and cook a stew over a wood fire? Heat isn't the only thing burning
wood gives off, you know. It gives off light, and people know that. And when
it's dark they want light, and they're going to get it."

"So they burn wood?"

"So they burn whatever they can get. They've got to have light. They've
got to burn something, and wood isn't handy -- so they'|ll burn whatever is
nearest. They'll have their light -- and every center of habitation goes up in
flames!"

Eyes held each other as though the whole matter were a personal affair
of respective will powers, and then Therenon broke away wordl essly. His
breat hi ng was harsh and ragged, and he scarcely noted the sudden hubbub that
cane fromthe adjoining room behind the cl osed door

Sheerin spoke, and it was with an effort that he made it sound

matter-of-fact. "I think | heard Yinmot's voice. He and Faro are probably back
Let's go in and see what kept them"
"Mght as well!" nuttered Therenon. He drew a long breath and seened to

shake hinself. The tension was broken



The roomwas in an uproar, with menbers of the staff clustering about
two young men who were renoving outer garnents even as they parried the
m scel | any of questions being thrown at them

At on bustled through the cromd and faced the newcormers angrily. "Do you
realize that it's less than half an hour before deadline? Were have you two
been?”

Faro 24 seated hinself and rubbed his hands. His cheeks were red with
the outdoor chill. "Yinot and | have just finished carrying through a little
crazy experinent of our own. We've been trying to see if we couldn't construct
an arrangenent by which we could simulate the appearance of Darkness and Stars
so as to get an advance notion as to how it |ooked."

There was a confused nmurmur fromthe listeners, and a sudden | ook of
interest entered Aton's eyes. "There wasn't anything said of this before. How
did you go about it?"

"Well," said Faro, "the idea cane to Yinot and nyself |ong ago, and
we' ve been working it out in our spare tinme. Yinot knew of a | ow one-story
house down in the city with a doned roof -- it had once been used as a museum

| think. Anyway, we bought it -- "

"Where did you get the nobney?" interrupted Aton perenptorily.

"Qur bank accounts," grunted Yinot 70. "It cost two thousand credits."
Then, defensively, "Well, what of it? Tonorrow, two thousand credits will be
two t housand pi eces of paper. That's all."

"Sure." agreed Faro. "W bought the place and rigged it up with bl ack
velvet fromtop to bottomso as to get as perfect a Darkness as possible. Then
we punched tiny holes in the ceiling and through the roof and covered them
with little metal caps, all of which could be shoved aside simultaneously at
the close of a switch. At least we didn't do that part ourselves; we got a
carpenter and an electrician and sonme others -- money didn't count. The point
was that we could get the light to shine through those holes in the roof, so
that we could get a starlike effect.”

Not a breath was drawn during the pause that foll owed. Aton said
stiffly, "You had no right to make a private -- "

Faro seened abashed. "I know, sir -- but frankly, Yinmot and | thought
the experiment was a little dangerous. If the effect really worked, we half
expected to go nad -- fromwhat Sheerin says about all this, we thought that

woul d be rather likely. W wanted to take the risk ourselves. O course if we
found we could retain sanity, it occurred to us that we mght devel op i mmunity
to the real thing, and then expose the rest of you the sane way. But things
didn't work out at all -- "

"Why, what happened?"

It was Yimot who answered. "We shut ourselves in and all owed our eyes to
get accustonmed to the dark. It's an extrenmely creepy feeling because the total
Dar kness makes you feel as if the walls and ceiling are crushing in on you.

But we got over that and pulled the switch. The caps fell away and the roof
glittered all over with little dots of light -- "

"Vl | 2"

"Well -- nothing. That was the whacky part of it. Nothing happened. It
was just a roof with holes in it, and that's just what it |ooked Iike. W
tried it over and over again -- that's what kept us so late -- but there just

isn't any effect at all."

There foll owed a shocked silence, and all eyes turned to Sheerin, who
sat notionl ess, nmouth open

Therenmon was the first to speak. "You know what this does to this whole
theory you've built up, Sheerin, don't you?" He was grinning with relief.

But Sheerin raised his hand. "Now wait a while. Just let nme think this
t hrough." And then he snapped his fingers, and when he lifted his head there
was neither surprise nor uncertainty in his eyes. "OF course -- "

He never finished. From somewhere up above there sounded a sharp cl ang,
and Beenay, starting to his feet, dashed up the stairs with a 'Wat the



devil!"

The rest followed after

Thi ngs happened quickly. Once up in the dome, Beenay cast one horrified
gl ance at the shattered photographic plates and at the man bendi ng over them
and then hurled hinmself fiercely at the intruder, getting a death grip on his
throat. There was a wild threshing, and as others of the staff joined in, the
stranger was swal |l owed up and snot hered under the weight of half a dozen angry
nen.

Aton canme up last, breathing heavily. "Let himup!"

There was a reluctant unscranbling and the stranger, panting harshly,
with his clothes torn and his forehead bruised, was hauled to his feet. He had
a short yellow beard curled elaborately in the style affected by the
Cul ti sts.

Beenay shifted his hold to a collar grip and shook the man savagely.

"Al'l right, rat, what's the idea? These plates -- "

"I wasn't after them™" retorted the Cultist coldly. "That was an
acci dent."

Beenay followed his glowering stare and snarled, "I see. You were after
t he caneras thensel ves. The accident with the plates was a stroke of luck for
you, then. If you had touched Snapping Bertha or any of the others, you would
have died by slowtorture. As it is -- " He drew his fist back

At on grabbed his sleeve. "Stop that! Let himgo!"

The young techni cian wavered, and his arm dropped reluctantly. Aton
pushed hi m aside and confronted the Cultist. "You're Latimer, aren't you?"

The Cultist bowed stiffly and indicated the symbol upon his hip. | am
Latimer 25, adjutant of the third class to his serenity, Sor 5."

"And" -- Aton's white eyebrows lifted -- "you were with his serenity
when he visited nme | ast week, weren't you?"

Lati mer bowed a second tine.

"Now, then, what do you want ?"

"Not hi ng that you would give ne of your own free will."

"Sor 5 sent you, | suppose -- or is this your own idea?"

"I won't answer that question."

"WIl there be any further visitors?"

"I won't answer that, either."

Aton glanced at his tinepiece and scow ed. "Now, man, what is it your
master wants of ne? | have fulfilled ny end of the bargain.”

Latimer snmiled faintly, but said nothing.

"I asked him" continued Aton angrily, "for data only the Cult could
supply, and it was given to ne. For that, thank you. In return | prom sed to
prove the essential truth of the creed of the Cult."

"There was no need to prove that," came the proud retort. It stands
proven by the Book of Revel ations."

"For the handful that constitute the Cult, yes. Don't pretend to m stake
my meaning. | offered to present scientific backing for your beliefs. And
did"

The Cultist's eyes narrowed bitterly. "Yes, you did -- with a fox's
subtlety, for your pretended expl anati on backed our beliefs, and at the sane
time removed all necessity for them You nade of the Darkness and of the Stars
a natural phenonenon and renoved all its real significance. That was
bl asphemny. "

"If so, the fault isn't mne. The facts exist. What can | do but state
t hen®?"

"Your "facts" are a fraud and a del usion."

Aton stanped angrily. "How do you know?"

And the answer came with the certainty of absolute faith. "I know "

The director purpled and Beenay whi spered urgently. Aton waved him
silent. "And what does Sor 5 want us to do? He still thinks. | suppose, that
intrying to warn the world to take measures agai nst the menace of nmadness, we
are placing innumerabl e souls in jeopardy. W aren't succeeding, if that neans



anything to him"

"The attenpt itself has done harm enough, and your vicious effort to
gai n informati on by neans of your devilish instruments nust be stopped. W
obey the will of the Stars, and | only regret that mnmy clunsi ness prevented ne
from w ecki ng your infernal devices."

"I't wouldn't have done you too nuch good," returned Aton. "All our data,
except for the direct evidence we intend collecting right now, is already
safely cached and well beyond possibility of harm" He smled grimy. "But
t hat does not affect your present status as an attenpted burglar and
crimnal."

He turned to the men behind him "Someone call the police at Saro City."

There was a cry of distaste from Sheerin. "Damm it, Aton, what's wong
with you? There's no tinme for that. Here" -- he hustled his way forward --
"let me handle this."

Aton stared down his nose at the psychologist. "This is not the time for
your nonkeyshi nes, Sheerin. WIIl you please let ne handle this ny own way?

Ri ght now you are a conplete outsider here, and don't forget it."

Sheerin's nmouth twi sted el oquently. "Now why should we go to the

i mpossible trouble of calling the police -- with Beta's eclipse a matter of
m nutes fromnow -- when this young man here is perfectly willing to pl edge
his word of honor to remain and cause no troubl e what soever?"

The Cultist answered pronmptly, "I will do no such thing. You're free to

do what you want, but it's only fair to warn you that just as soon as | get ny
chance I'"'mgoing to finish what | cane out here to do. If it's ny word of
honor you're relying on, you' d better call the police."

Sheerin smled in a friendly fashion. "You' re a deternined cuss, aren't
you? Well, 1'Il explain something. Do you see that young man at the w ndow?
He's a strong, husky fellow, quite handy with his fists, and he's an outsider
besi des. Once the eclipse starts there will be nothing for himto do except
keep an eye on you. Besides him there will be nyself -- alittle too stout
for active fisticuffs, but still able to help."

"Well, what of it?" demanded Latimer frozenly.

"Listen and I'Il tell you," was the reply. "Just as soon as the eclipse
starts, we're going to take you, Therenon and |, and deposit you in a little
closet with one door, to which is attached one giant | ock and no w ndows. You
will remain there for the duration.”

"And afterward," breathed Latimer fiercely, "there'll be no one to let
me out. | know as well as you do what the coming of the Stars means -- | know
it far better than you. Wth all your minds gone, you are not likely to free
me. Suffocation or slow starvation, is it? About what | night have expected
froma group of scientists. But | don't give nmy word. It's a matter of
principle, and I won't discuss it further."

At on seened perturbed. H s faded eyes were troubl ed.

"Real |y, Sheerin, locking him-- "

"Pl ease!" Sheerin notioned himinpatiently to silence. "I don't think
for a noment things will go that far. Latimer has just tried a clever little
bluff, but 1'mnot a psychol ogi st just because |I |ike the sound of the word."
He grinned at the Cultist. "Cone now, you don't really think I'mtrying
anything as crude as slow starvation. My dear Latiner, if |I lock you in the
cl oset, you are not going to see the Darkness, and you are not going to see
the Stars. It does not take nuch know edge of the fundanental creed of the
Cult to realize that for you to be hidden fromthe Stars when they appear

means the | oss of your immortal soul. Now, | believe you to be an honorable
man. 1'll accept your word of honor to make no further effort to disrupt
proceedings, if you'll offer it."

A vein throbbed in Latinmer's tenple, and he seemed to shrink within
hi nsel f as he said thickly, "You have it!" And then he added with swift fury.
"But it is nmy consolation that you will all be damed for your deeds of
today." He turned on his heel and stalked to the high three-legged stool by
t he door.



Sheerin nodded to the columist. "Take a seat next to him Therenon --
just as a formality. Hey, Therenon!"

But the newspaperman didn't nmove. He had gone pale to the lips. "Look at
that!" The finger he pointed toward the sky shook, and his voice was dry and
cracked.

There was one simultaneous gasp as every eye followed the pointing
finger and, for one breathless nonent, stared frozenly.

Bet a was chi pped on one sidel

The tiny bit of encroaching bl ackness was perhaps the width of a
fingernail, but to the staring watchers it magnified itself into the crack of
doom

Only for a nonment they watched, and after that there was a shrieking
confusion that was even shorter of duration and which gave way to an orderly
scurry of activity -- each man at his prescribed job. At the crucial noment
there was no tinme for enotion. The men were nerely scientists with work to do
Even Aton had nelted away.

Sheerin said prosaically. "First contact nust have been nmade fifteen
mnutes ago. Alittle early, but pretty good considering the uncertainties
i nvol ved in the calculation." He | ooked about himand then tiptoed to
Therenon, who still remained staring out the wi ndow, and dragged hi m away
gently.

"Aton is furious," he whispered, "so stay away. He mi ssed first contact
on account of this fuss with Latimer, and if you get in his way he'll have you
thrown out the w ndow "

Ther enon nodded shortly and sat down. Sheerin stared in surprise at him

"The devil, man," he exclainmed, "you' re shaking."
"Eh?" Therenon licked dry lips and then tried to smle. "I don't fee
very well, and that's a fact."

The psychol ogi st's eyes hardened. "You're not |osing your nerve?"

"No!" cried Therenon in a flash of indignation. "G ve nme a chance, wll
you? | haven't really believed this rigmarole -- not way down beneath, anyway
-- till just this mnute. Gve ne a chance to get used to the idea. You' ve
been preparing yourself for two nonths or nore."

"You're right, at that," replied Sheerin thoughtfully. "Listen! Have you

got a famly -- parents, w fe, children?"

Therenmon shook his head. "You nean the Hideout, | suppose. No, you don't
have to worry about that. | have a sister, but she's two thousand mles away.
| don't even know her exact address."”

"Well, then, what about yourself? You' ve got tine to get there, and
they're one short anyway, since | left. After all, you' re not needed here, and

you' d nmake a darned fine addition --
Therenon | ooked at the other wearily. "You think |I'mscared stiff, don't

you? Well, get this, mister. I'ma newspaperman and |'ve been assigned to
cover a story. | intend covering it."

There was a faint smle on the psychologist's face. "I see. Professiona
honor, is that it?"

"You mght call it that. But, man. 1'd give ny right armfor another

bottle of that sockeroo juice even half the size of the one you bogged. If
ever a fellow needed a drink, | do."

He broke off. Sheerin was nudging himviolently. "Do you hear that?
Li sten!™

Therenon fol |l owed the notion of the other's chin and stared at the
Cultist, who, oblivious to all about him faced the window, a |ook of wld
elation on his face, droning to hinself the while in singsong fashion

"What's he sayi ng?" whi spered the col umi st.

"He's quoting Book of Revelations, fifth chapter,” replied Sheerin.

Then, urgently, "Keep quiet and listen, | tell you."
The Cultist's voice had risen in a sudden increase of fervor: ' "And it
cane to pass that in those days the Sun, Beta, held lone vigil in the sky for

ever | onger periods asthe revol utions passed; until such time as for full half



a revolution, it alone, shrunken and cold, shone down upon Lagash.

" "And nen did assenble in the public squares and in the highways, there
to debate and to narvel at the sight, for a strange depression had seized
them Their ninds were troubled and their speech confused, for the souls of
men awaited the coming of the Stars.

" "And in the city of Trigon, at high noon, Vendret 2 cane forth and
said unto the nen of Trigon, "Lo, ye sinners! Though ye scorn the ways of
ri ght eousness, yet will the time of reckoning cone. Even now the Cave
approaches to swal |l ow Lagash; yea, and all it contains."

" "And even as he spoke the lip of the Cave of Darkness passed the edge
of Beta so that to all Lagash it was hidden fromsight. Loud were the cries of
men as it vanished, and great the fear of soul that fell upon them

" "It came to pass that the Darkness of the Cave fell upon Lagash, and
there was no light on all the surface of Lagash. Men were even as blinded, nor
could one man see his neighbor, though he felt his breath upon his face.

" "And in this blackness there appeared the Stars, in countless nunbers,
and to the strains of music of such beauty that the very | eaves of the trees
cried out in wonder.

" "And in that nonment the souls of men departed fromthem and their
abandoned bodi es becane even as beasts; yea, even as brutes of the wild; so
that through the bl ackened streets of the cities of Lagash they prow ed with
wild cries.

" "Fromthe Stars there then reached down the Heavenly Fl ane, and where
it touched, the cities of Lagash flamed to utter destruction, so that of man
and of the works of man nought remai ned.

"Even then -- ' '

There was a subtle change in Latiner's tone. H s eyes had not shifted,
but sonmehow he had becone aware of the absorbed attention of the other two.
Easily, without pausing for breath, the tinbre of his voice shifted and the
syl | abl es becane nore |iquid.

Therenmon, caught by surprise, stared. The words seemed on the border of
famliarity. There was an elusive shift in the accent, a tiny change in the
vowel stress; nothing nore -- yet Latiner had become thoroughly
unintel ligible.

Sheerin smled slyly. "He shifted to sone ol d-cycl e tongue, probably
their traditional second cycle. That was the |anguage in which the Book of
Revel ations was originally witten, you know. "

"It doesn't matter; |'ve heard enough." Therenmon shoved his chair back
and brushed his hair back with hands that no | onger shook. "I feel nuch better
now. "

"You do?" Sheerin seenmed mldly surprised.

"I"ll say | do. | had a bad case of jitters just a while back. Listening
to you and your gravitation and seeing that eclipse start al nost finished ne.
But this" -- he jerked a contenptuous thunb at the yell ow bearded Cultist --
"this is the sort of thing nmy nurse used to tell nme. |'ve been | aughing at
that sort of thing all nmy life. I"'mnot going to let it scare me now. "

He drew a deep breath and said with a hectic gaiety, "But if | expect to
keep on the good side of nyself. I'mgoing to turn ny chair away fromthe
wi ndow. "

Sheerin said, "Yes, but you'd better talk lower. Aton just lifted his
head out of that box he's got it stuck into and gave you a | ook that should
have killed you."

Therenon nade a nmouth. "I forgot about the old fellow " Wth elaborate
care he turned the chair fromthe w ndow, cast one distasteful |ook over his
shoul der, and said, "It has occurred to ne that there must be consi derable

i Mmunity against this Star nadness.”

The psychol ogi st did not answer inmmediately. Beta was past its zenith
now, and the square of bloody sunlight that outlined the w ndow upon the fl oor
had lifted into Sheerin's lap. He stared at its dusky color thoughtfully and
then bent and squinted into the sun itself.



The chip in its side had grown to a black encroachment that covered a
third of Beta. He shuddered, and when he strai ghtened once nore his florid
cheeks did not contain quite as much color as they had had previously.

Wth a smle that was al nost apol ogetic, he reversed his chair also.

"There are probably two nmillion people in Saro City that are all trying to
join the Cult at once in one gigantic revival." Then, ironically. "The Cult is
in for an hour of unexanpled prosperity. | trust they'll make the nost of it.

Now, what was it you sai d?"

"Just this. How did the Cultists manage to keep the Book of Revel ations
going fromcycle to cycle, and how on Lagash did it get witten in the first
pl ace? There nust have been some sort of immunity, for if everyone had gone
mad, who would be left to wite the book?"

Sheerin stared at his questioner ruefully. "Well, now, young man, there
isn't any eyewi tness answer to that, but we've got a few dammed good noti ons
as to what happened. You see, there are three kinds of people who night remain
relatively unaffected. First, the very few who don't see the Stars at all: the
seriously retarded or those who drink thenselves into a stupor at the
begi nning of the eclipse and remain so to the end. W | eave themout --
because they aren't really w tnesses.

"Then there are children below six, to whomthe world as a whole is too
new and strange for themto be too frightened at Stars and Darkness. They
woul d be just another itemin an already surprising world. You see that, don't
you?"

The ot her nodded doubtfully. "I suppose so."

"Lastly, there are those whose m nds are too coarsely grained to be
entirely toppled. The very insensitive would be scarcely affected -- oh, such
peopl e as some of our ol der, work-broken peasants. Well, the children would

have fugitive menories, and that, conbined with the confused, incoherent
babbl i ngs of the hal f-mad norons, forned the basis for the Book of
Revel ati ons.

"Naturally, the book was based, in the first place, on the testinony of
those |l east qualified to serve as historians; that is, children and norons;
and was probably edited and re-edited through the cycles."

"Do you suppose,” broke in Theremon, "that they carried the book through
the cycles the way we're planning on handing on the secret of gravitation?"

Sheerin shrugged. "Perhaps, but their exact nethod is uninportant. They
do it, sonehow. The point | was getting at was that the book can't help but be
a mass of distortion, even if it is based on fact. For instance, do you
renenmber the experinment with the holes in the roof that Faro and Yinot tried
-- the one that didn't work?"

"Yes."

"You know why it didn't w-- " He stopped and rose in alarm for Aton
was approaching, his face a twi sted mask of consternation. "Wat's happened?"

At on drew him aside and Sheerin could feel the fingers on his el bow
twi t chi ng.

"Not so loud!"™ Aton's voice was low and tortured. "I've just gotten word
fromthe H deout on the private line."

Sheerin broke in anxiously. "They are in trouble?"

"Not they." Aton stressed the pronoun significantly. "They seal ed
t hensel ves off just a while ago, and they're going to stay buried till day
after tomorrow. They're safe. But the city. Sheerin -- it's a shanbles. You
have no idea -- " He was having difficulty in speaking.

"Wl | ?" snapped Sheerin inpatiently. "Wat of it? It will get worse.
What are you shaki ng about ?" Then, suspiciously, "How do you feel ?"

Aton's eyes sparked angrily at the insinuation, and then faded to
anxi ety once nore. "You don't understand. The Cultists are active. They're
rousi ng the people to stormthe Cbhservatory -- prom sing them i mediate
entrance into grace, prom sing them salvation, pronising them anything. Wat
are we to do, Sheerin?"

Sheerin's head bent, and he stared in long abstraction at his toes. He



tapped his chin with one knuckle, then | ooked up and said crisply, "Do? What

is there to do? Nothing at all. Do the men know of this?"

"No, of course not!"

"Good! Keep it that way. How long till totality?"

"Not quite an hour."

"There's nothing to do but ganble. It will take tine to organize any
really form dable nob, and it will take nore time to get themout here. W're

a good five mles fromthe city --

He gl ared out the wi ndow, down the slopes to where the farmed patches
gave way to clunps of white houses in the suburbs; down to where the
metropolis itself was a blur on the horizon -- a mist in the waning bl aze of
Bet a.

He repeated without turning. "It will take time. Keep on working and
pray that totality comes first."

Beta was cut in half, the line of division pushing a slight concavity
into the still-bright portion of the Sun. It was |like a gigantic eyelid
shutting slantwi se over the light of a world.

The faint clatter of the roomin which he stood faded into oblivion, and
he sensed only the thick silence of the fields outside. The very insects
seened frightened mute. And things were dim

He junped at the voice in his ear. Therenon said. "Is something wong?"

"Eh? Er -- no. Get back to the chair. W're in the way." They sl i pped
back to their conmer, but the psychol ogist did not speak for a tine. He lifted
a finger and | oosened his collar. He tw sted his neck back and forth but found
no relief. He | ooked up suddenly.

"Are you having any difficulty in breathing?"

The newspaperman opened his eyes wide and drew two or three | ong
breaths. "No. Wy?"

"I |l ooked out the wi ndow too Iong, | suppose. The di mess got ne.
Difficulty in breathing is one of the first synptonms of a cl austrophobic
attack. "

Therenon drew another |long breath. "Well, it hasn't got me yet. Say,
here's another of the fellows."

Beenay had interposed his bul k between the light and the pair in the
corner, and Sheerin squinted up at himanxiously. "Hello, Beenay."

The astrononmer shifted his weight to the other foot and smiled feebly.
"You won't mind if | sit dowmn awhile and join in the talk? My cameras are set,
and there's nothing to do till totality." He paused and eyed the Cultist, who
fifteen mnutes earlier had drawn a small, skin-bound book fromhis sleeve and
had been poring intently over it ever since.

"That rat hasn't been meking trouble, has he?"

Sheerin shook his head. H's shoul ders were thrown back and he frowned
his concentration as he forced hinself to breathe regularly. He said, "Have
you had any troubl e breathing, Beenay?"

Beenay sniffed the air in his turn. "It doesn't seemstuffy to nme."

"A touch of claustrophobia,"” explained Sheerin apol ogetically.

"Chhh! 1t worked itself differently with me. | get the inpression that

nmy eyes are goi ng back on ne. Things seemto blur and -- well, nothing is
clear. And it's cold, too."
"Ch, it's cold, all right. That's no illusion." Therenon grimaced. "M
toes feel as if |'ve been shipping themcross-country in a refrigerating car."
"What we need,"” put in Sheerin, "is to keep our mnds busy wth
extraneous affairs. | was telling you a while ago, Therenon, why Faro's

experiments with the holes in the roof came to nothing."

"You were just beginning," replied Therenon. He encircled a knee with
both arms and nuzzled his chin against it.

"Well, as | started to say, they were nisled by taking the Book of
Revel ations literally. There probably wasn't any sense in attaching any
physi cal significance to the Stars. It might be, you know, that in the
presence of total Darkness, the mnd finds it absolutely necessary to create



light. This illusion of Iight mght be all the Stars there really are.™

"I'n other words," interposed Therenon, "you mean the Stars arc the
results of the madness and not one of the causes. Then, what good will
Beenay' s phot ographs be?"

"To prove that it is an illusion, maybe; or to prove the opposite; for
all I know. Then again -- "

But Beenay had drawn his chair closer, and there was an expression of
sudden ent husiasmon his face. "Say, |I'mglad you two got onto this subject.”
H s eyes narrowed and he lifted one finger. "I've been thinking about these

Stars and |'ve got a really cute notion. O course it's strictly ocean foam
and I"'mnot trying to advance it seriously, but | think it's interesting. Do
you want to hear it?"

He seemed half reluctant, but Sheerin |eaned back and said, "CGo ahead!
I"'mlistening."

"Well, then, supposing there were other suns in the universe." He broke
off alittle bashfully. "I mean suns that are so far away that they're too di m
to see. It sounds as if |I've been reading sone of that fantastic fiction,
suppose. "

"Not necessarily. Still, isn't that possibility elimnated by the fact
that, according to the Law of G avitation, they would nake thensel ves evi dent
by their attractive forces?"

"Not if they were far enough off," rejoined Beenay, "really far off --
maybe as rmuch as four light years, or even nore. W'd never be able to detect
perturbations then, because they'd be too small. Say that there were a | ot of
suns that far off; a dozen or two, maybe."

Ther enmon whi stl ed nel odi ously. "Wat an idea for a good Sunday
suppl enent article. Two dozen suns in a universe eight |ight years across.
Www That would shrink our world into insignificance. The readers would eat it
up. "

"Only an idea," said Beenay with a grin, "but you see the point. During
an eclipse, these dozen suns woul d becone visible because there'd be no rea
sunlight to drown themout. Since they're so far off, they'd appear small,

like so many little marbles. O course the Cultists talk of mllions of Stars,
but that's probably exaggeration. There just isn't any place in the universe
you could put a mllion suns -- unless they touch one another."

Sheerin had listened with gradually increasing interest. "You've hit
somet hing there, Beenay. And exaggeration is just exactly what woul d happen
Qur m nds, as you probably know, can't grasp directly any nunber higher than
five; above that there is only the concept of "many". A dozen woul d becone a
mllion just like that. A damm good ideal"

"And |'ve got another cute little notion," Beenay said. "Have you ever
t hought what a sinple problemgravitation would be if only you had a
sufficiently sinple systen? Supposing you had a universe in which there was a
pl anet with only one sun. The planet would travel in a perfect ellipse and the
exact nature of the gravitational force would be so evident it could be
accepted as an axi om Astrononmers on such a world would start off with gravity
probably before they even invented the tel escope. Naked-eye observati on woul d

be enough. ™

"But woul d such a system be dynam cally stabl e?" questioned Sheerin
doubt ful |y.

"Sure! They call it the "one-and-one" case. It's been worked out

mat hematically, but it's the philosophical inplications that interest ne."

"It's nice to think about,"” admitted Sheerin, "as a pretty abstraction
-- like a perfect gas, or absolute zero."

"OfF course," continued Beenay, "there's the catch that life would be
i npossi bl e on such a planet. It wouldn't get enough heat and light, and if it
rotated there would be total Darkness half of each day. You couldn't expect
life -- which is fundanmental |y dependent upon light -- to devel op under those
conditions. Besides -- "

Sheerin's chair went over backward as he sprang to his feet in a rude



interruption. "Aton's brought out the lights."

Beenay said, "Huh," turned to stare, and then grinned hal fway around his
head in open relief.

There were half a dozen foot-long, inch-thick rods cradled in Aton's
arms. He glared over them at the assenbl ed staff nenbers.

"Cet back to work, all of you. Sheerin, cone here and help ne!"

Sheerin trotted to the ol der man's side and, one by one, in utter
silence, the two adjusted the rods in makeshift metal hol ders suspended from
the walls.

Wth the air of one carrying through the nost sacred itemof a religious
ritual, Sheerin scraped a large, clunmsy match into spluttering life and passed
it to Aton, who carried the flame to the upper end of one of the rods.

It hesitated there awhile, playing futilely about the tip, until a
sudden, crackling flare cast Aton's lined face into yellow highlights. He
wi t hdrew the match and a spontaneous cheer rattled the w ndow

The rod was topped by six inches of wavering flame! Mthodically, the
other rods were lighted, until six independent fires turned the rear of the
room yel | ow.

The light was dim di mer even than the tenuous sunlight. The fl anes
reeled crazily, giving birth to drunken, swaying shadows. The torches snoked
devilishly and snmelled |ike a bad day in the kitchen. But they enmitted yell ow
light.

There was sonet hing about yellow |ight, after four hours of sonber,

di nming Beta. Even Latiner had |lifted his eyes fromhis book and stared in
wonder .

Sheerin warmed his hands at the nearest, regardl ess of the soot that
gat hered upon themin a fine, gray powder, and nuttered ecstatically to
hinmsel f. "Beautiful! Beautiful! | never realized before what a wonderful color
yellow is."

But Theremon regarded the torches suspiciously. He winkled his nose at
the rancid odor and said, "Wat are those things?"

"Whod," said Sheerin shortly.

"Ch, no, they're not. They aren't burning. The top inch is charred and
the flame just keeps shooting up out of nothing."

"That's the beauty of it. This is a really efficient artificial-Iight
mechanism W made a few hundred of them but nost went to the Hi deout, of
course. You see" -- he turned and wi ped his bl ackened hands upon his
handkerchief -- "you take the pithy core of coarse water reeds, dry them
t horoughly, and soak themin animal grease. Then you set fire to it and the
grease burns, little by little. These torches will burn for alnost half an
hour wi thout stopping. Ingenious, isn't it? It was devel oped by one of our own
young nen at Saro University."

After the nomentary sensation, the donme had quieted. Latiner had carried
his chair directly beneath a torch and continued reading, lips moving in the
nmonot onous recital of invocations to the Stars. Beenay had drifted away to his
caneras once nmore, and Therenon seized the opportunity to add to his notes on
the article he was going to wite for the Saro City Chronicle the next day --
a procedure he had been following for the last two hours in a perfectly
nmet hodi cal , perfectly conscientious and, as he was well aware, perfectly
nmeani ngl ess fashion. But, as the gl eam of anusenment in Sheerin's eyes
i ndi cated, careful note-taking occupied his mnd with sonething other than the
fact that the sky was gradually turning a horrible deep purple-red, as if it
were one gigantic, freshly peeled beet; and so it fulfilled its purpose.

The air grew, sonmehow, denser. Dusk, like a palpable entity, entered the
room and the dancing circle of yellow light about the torches etched itself
i nto ever-sharper distinction against the gathering grayness beyond. There was
t he odor of snoke and the presence of little chuckling sounds that the torches
made as they burned; the soft pad of one of the nen circling the table at
whi ch he worked, on hesitant tiptoes; the occasional indrawn breath of soneone
trying to retain conposure in a world that was retreating into the shadow.



It was Theremon who first heard the extraneous noise. It was a vague,
unor gani zed i npression of sound that would have gone unnoticed but for the
dead silence that prevailed within the done.

The newsman sat upright and replaced his notebook. He held his breath
and |istened; then, with considerable reluctance, threaded his way between the
sol arscope and one of Beenay's caneras and stood before the w ndow.

The silence ripped to fragments at his startled shout: 'Sheerin!"

Work stopped! The psychol ogi st was at his side in a nonent. Aton joined
him Even Yinmot 70, high in his little | ean-back seat at the eyepi ece of the
gi gantic sol arscope, paused and | ooked downward.

Qut side, Beta was a nere snoldering splinter, taking one |ast desperate
| ook at Lagash. The eastern horizon, in the direction of the city, was lost in
Dar kness, and the road from Saro to the Cbservatory was a dull-red line
bordered on both sides by wooded tracts, the trees of which had sonehow | ost
i ndividuality and nerged into a continuous shadowy nass.

But it was the highway itself that held attention, for along it there
surged another, and infinitely nenacing, shadowy mass.

Aton cried in a cracked voice, "The madnmen fromthe city! They've cone!"

"How long to totality?" demanded Sheerin.

"Fifteen mnutes, but . . . but they'Il be here in five."

"Never mnd, keep the men working. We'll hold themoff. This place is
built like a fortress. Aton, keep an eye on our young Cultist just for |uck.
Therenmon, come with ne."

Sheerin was out the door, and Therenon was at his heels. The stairs
stretched below themin tight, circular sweeps about the central shaft, fading
into a dank and dreary grayness.

The first monmentum of their rush had carried themfifty feet down, so
that the dim flickering yellow fromthe open door of the done had di sappeared
and both above and bel ow t he sane dusky shadow crushed in upon them

Sheerin paused, and his pudgy hand clutched at his chest. Hi s eyes
bul ged and his voice was a dry cough. "I can't . . . breathe . . . Go down

yourself. Close all doors -- "

Therenon took a few downward steps, then turned.

"Wait! Can you hold out a minute?" He was panting hinmself. The air
passed in and out his lungs like so rmuch nol asses, and there was a little germ
of screeching panic in his mnd at the thought of naking his way into the
nmyst eri ous Dar kness bel ow by hinsel f.

Therenon, after all, was afraid of the dark
"Stay here," he said. I'll be back in a second." He dashed upward two
steps at a time, heart pounding -- not altogether fromthe exertion -- tunbled

into the dome and snatched a torch fromits holder. It was foul -snmelling, and
the snoke smarted his eyes al nost blind, but he clutched that torch as if he
wanted to kiss it for joy, and its flane streaned backward as he hurtled down
the stairs again.

Sheerin opened his eyes and npaned as Therenon bent over him Therenon
shook himroughly. "All right, get a hold on yourself. W' ve got light."

He held the torch at tiptoe height and, propping the tottering
psychol ogi st by an el bow, nade his way downward in the mddle of the
protecting circle of illum nation

The offices on the ground floor still possessed what |ight there was,
and Therenon felt the horror about himrel ax.

"Here," he said brusquely, and passed the torch to Sheerin. "You can
hear them outside."

And they could. Little scraps of hoarse, wordl ess shouts.

But Sheerin was right; the Observatory was built |like a fortress.
Erected in the last century, when the neo-Gavottian style of architecture was
at its ugly height, it had been designed for stability and durability rather
than for beauty.

The wi ndows were protected by the grillwork of inch-thick iron bars sunk
deep into the concrete sills. The walls were solid masonry that an earthquake



couldn't have touched, and the nmain door was a huge oaken slab rein -- forced
with iron. Therenon shot the bolts and they slid shut with a dull clang.

At the other end of the corridor, Sheerin cursed weakly. He pointed to
the I ock of the back door which had been neatly jimm ed into usel essness.

"That rmust be how Latinmer got in," he said.

"Well, don't stand there," cried Therenon inpatiently. "Help drag up the
furniture -- and keep that torch out of ny eyes. The snoke's killing nme."

He sl anmed the heavy table up against the door as he spoke, and in two
m nutes had built a barricade which made up for what it |acked in beauty and
symmetry by the sheer inertia of its massiveness.

Sonmewhere, dimy, far off, they could hear the battering of naked fists
upon the door; and the screans and yells fromoutside had a sort of half
reality.

That nmob had set off from Saro City with only two things in mnd: the
attai nment of Cultist salvation by the destruction of the Cbservatory, and a
maddeni ng fear that all but paralyzed them There was no tine to think of
ground cars, or of weapons, or of |eadership, or even of organization. They
made for the Cbservatory on foot and assaulted it with bare hands.

And now that they were there, the last flash of Beta, the |last ruby-red
drop of flame, flickered feebly over a humanity that had left only stark
uni versal fear!

Therenon groaned, "Let's get back to the done!"

In the dome, only Yinot, at the sol arscope, had kept his place. The rest were
clustered about the caneras, and Beenay was giving his instructions in a
hoarse, strained voice

"CGet it straight, all of you. |I'm snapping Beta just before totality and

changing the plate. That will |eave one of you to each canmera. You all know
about . . . about times of exposure -- "

There was a breathless nurnur of agreenent.

Beenay passed a hand over his eyes. "Are the torches still burning?
Never mind, | see them" He was | eaning hard agai nst the back of a chair. "Now
renenmber, don't. . . don't try to |look for good shots. Don't waste tine trying
to get t-two stars at a tinme in the scope field. One is enough. And . . . and
if you feel yourself going, get away fromthe canera."

At the door, Sheerin whispered to Therenon, "Take me to Aton. | don't
see him"

The newsman did not answer inmediately. The vague forms of the
astrononers wavered and blurred, and the torches overhead had becone only
yel | ow spl ot ches.

"It's dark," he whinpered.

Sheerin held out his hand. "Aton." He stunbled forward. "Aton!"

Therenmon stepped after and seized his arm "Wait, 1'll take you."
Sonehow he made his way across the room He closed his eyes against the
Dar kness and his nind against the chaos within it.

No one heard themor paid attention to them Sheerin stunbl ed against
the wall. "Aton!"

The psychol ogi st felt shaki ng hands touching him then w thdraw ng, a

voi ce nuttering, "lIs that you, Sheerin?"
"Aton!" He strove to breathe normally. "Don't worry about the nob. The
place will hold themoff."

Latinmer, the Cultist, rose to his feet, and his face twisted in
desperation. H s word was pl edged, and to break it would mean pl acing his soul
in nmortal peril. Yet that word had been forced from himand had not been given
freely. The Stars would come soon! He could not stand by and allow -- And yet
his word was pl edged.

Beenay's face was dimy flushed as it | ooked upward at Beta's |ast ray,
and Latimer, seeing himbend over his camera, nmade his decision. Hi s nails cut
the flesh of his palns as he tensed hinsel f.

He staggered crazily as he started his rush. There was not hing before



hi m but shadows; the very fl oor beneath his feet |acked substance. And then
someone was upon himand he went down with clutching fingers at his throat.

He doubl ed his knee and drove it hard into his assailant. "Let nme up or
"1l kill you."

Therenon cried out sharply and muttered through a blinding haze of pain.
"You doubl e-crossing rat!"

The newsman seenmed consci ous of everything at once. He heard Beenay
croak, "l've got it. At your caneras, nmen!" and then there was the strange
awar eness that the last thread of sunlight had thinned out and snapped.

Si mul t aneously he heard one | ast choking gasp from Beenay, and a queer
little cry from Sheerin, a hysterical giggle that cut off in a rasp -- and a
sudden silence, a strange, deadly silence from outside.

And Latiner had gone linp in his | oosening grasp. Theremon peered into
the Cultist's eyes and saw t he bl ankness of them staring upward, mirroring
the feeble yellow of the torches. He saw the bubble of froth upon Latiner's
lips and heard the | ow ani mal whinper in Latinmer's throat.

Wth the slow fascination of fear, he lifted hinmself on one arm and
turned his eyes toward the bl ood-curdling bl ackness of the w ndow.

Through it shone the Stars!

Not Earth's feeble thirty-six hundred Stars visible to the eye; Lagash
was in the center of a giant cluster. Thirty thousand m ghty suns shone down
in a soul-searing splendor that was nore frighteningly cold in its awf ul
i ndifference than the bitter wind that shivered across the cold, horribly
bl eak worl d.

Therenon staggered to his feet, his throat, constricting himto
breat hl essness, all the nuscles of his body withing in an intensity of terror
and sheer fear beyond bearing. He was going mad and knew it, and somewhere
deep inside a bit of sanity was scream ng, struggling to fight off the
hopel ess flood of black terror. It was very horrible to go mad and know t hat
you were going mad -- to knowthat in alittle mnute you would be here
physically and yet all the real essence would be dead and drowned in the bl ack
madness. For this was the Dark -- the Dark and the Cold and the Doom The
bright walls of the universe were shattered and their awful black fragnments
were falling down to crush and squeeze and obliterate him

He jostl ed sonmeone crawli ng on hands and knees, but stunbl ed sonehow
over him Hands groping at his tortured throat, he linped toward the flame of
the torches that filled all his mad vision

"Light!" he screaned

At on, sonewhere, was crying, whinpering horribly like a terribly
frightened child. "Stars -- all the Stars -- we didn't know at all. W didn't
know anyt hi ng. We thought six stars in a universe is something the Stars
didn't notice is Darkness forever and ever and ever and the walls are breaking
in and we didn't know we couldn't know and anything -- "

Soneone clawed at the torch, and it fell and snuffed out. In the
instant, the awful splendor of the indifferent Stars | eaped nearer to them

On the horizon outside the window, in the direction of Saro City, a
crimson gl ow began grow ng, strengthening in brightness, that was not the gl ow
of a sun.

The [ ong ni ght had come again.

C- Chut e

Even fromthe cabin into which he and the other passengers had been
herded, Col onel Anthony W ndham could still catch the essence of the battle's
progress. For a while, there was silence, no jolting, which neant the
spaceshi ps were fighting at astronom cal distance in a duel of energy blasts
and powerful force-field defenses.

He knew that could have only one end. Their Earth ship was only an arned
nmer chantman and his glinpse of the Kloro eneny just before he had been cl eared



of f deck by the crew was sufficient to showit to be a light cruiser

And in less than half an hour, there came those hard little shocks he
was waiting for. The passengers swayed back and forth as the ship pitched and
veered, as though it were an ocean liner in a storm But space was cal mand
silent as ever. It was their pilot sending desperate bursts of steamthrough
the steamtubes, so that by reaction the ship would be sent rolling and
tumbling. It could only mean that the inevitable had occurred. The Earth
ship's screens had been drained and it no | onger dared withstand a direct hit.

Col onel Wndhamtried to steady hinself with his al um num cane. He was
t hi nking that he was an old man; that he had spent his life in the mlitia and
had never seen a battle; that now, with a battle going on around him he was
old and fat and | ame and had no nen under his command.

They woul d be boardi ng soon, those Kloro nonsters. It was their way of
fighting. They woul d be handi capped by spacesuits and their casualties would
be high, but they wanted the Earth ship. Wndham consi dered the passengers.
For a nonent, he thought, if they were arned and | could Il ead them-

He abandoned the thought. Porter was in an obvious state of funk and the
young boy, Leblanc, was hardly better. The Pol yorketes brothers--dash it, he
couldn't tell themapart--huddled in a corner speaking only to one another
Miul len was a different matter. He sat perfectly erect, with no signs of fear
or any other enotion in his face. But the man was just about five feet tal
and had undoubtedly never held a gun of any sort in his hands in all his life.
He coul d do not hi ng.

And there was Stuart, with his frozen half-smle and the high-pitched
sarcasm whi ch saturated all he said. Wndham | ooked sidel ong at Stuart now as
Stuart sat there, pushing his dead-white hands through his sandy hair. Wth
those artificial hands he was usel ess, anyway.

W ndham felt the shuddering vibration of ship-to-ship contact; and in
five mnutes, there was the noise of the fight through the corridors. One of
t he Pol yorketes brothers screaned and dashed for the door. The other call ed,
"Aristides! Wait!" and hurried after

It happened so quickly. Aristides was out the door and into the
corridor, running in brainless panic. A carbonizer glowed briefly and there
was never even a scream Wndham fromthe doorway, turned in horror at the
bl ackened stunp of what was left. Strange--a lifetinme in uniformand he had
never before seen a man killed in violence.

It took the conbined force of the rest to carry the other brother back
struggling into the room

The noi se of battle subsided.

Stuart said, "That's it. They'll put a prize crew of two aboard and take
us to one of their hone planets. We're prisoners of war, naturally.”
"Only two of the Kloros will stay aboard?" asked W ndham astoni shed.

Stuart said, "It is their custom Wy do you ask, Col onel ? Thinking of
leading a gallant raid to retake the ship?"

W ndham flushed. "Sinply a point of information, dash it." But the
dignity and tone of authority he tried to assune failed him he knew. He was
sinmply an old man with a i np.

And Stuart was probably right. He had Iived anmong the Kl oros and knew
their ways.

John Stuart had clained fromthe beginning that the Kl oros were
gentl eren. Twenty-four hours of inprisonment had passed, and now he repeated
the statenent as he flexed the fingers of his hands and watched the crinkles
cone and go in the soft artiplasm

He enjoyed the unpl easant reaction it aroused in the others. People were
made to be punctured; w ndy bl adders, all of them And they had hands of the
sane stuff as their bodies.

There was Ant hony W ndham in particular. Colonel Wndham he called
hi nsel f, and Stuart was willing to believe it. A retired col onel who had
probably drilled a hone guard mlitia on a village green, forty years ago,
with such lack of distinction that he was not called back to service in any



capacity, even during the emergency of Earth's first interstellar war.

"Dashed unpl easant thing to be saying about the enemy, Stuart. Don't
know that | like your attitude." Wndham seened to push the words through his
clipped mustache. Hi s head had been shaven, too, in inmtation of the current
mlitary style, but now a gray stubble was begi nning to show about a centered
bal d patch. Hi s flabby cheeks dragged downward. That and the fine red Iines on
his thick nose gave hima somewhat undone appearance, as though he had been
wakened too suddenly and too early in the norning.

Stuart said, "Nonsense. Just reverse the present situation. Suppose an
Earth warship had taken a Kloro liner. Wiat do you think woul d have happened
to any Kloro civilians aboard?"

"I"'msure the Earth fleet woul d observe all the interstellar rules of
war," Wndhamsaid stiffly.

"Except that there aren't any. If we landed a prize crew on one of their
ships, do you think we'd take the trouble to maintain a chlorine atnosphere
for the benefit of the survivors; allow themto keep their non-contraband
possessi ons; give themthe use of the nost confortable stateroom etcetera,
etcetera, etcetera?"

Ben Porter said, "Ch, shut up, for God's sake. If | hear your etcetera,
etcetera once again, I'll go nuts."

Stuart said, "Sorry!" He wasn't.

Porter was scarcely responsible. His thin face and beaky nose gli stened
with perspiration, and he kept biting the inside of his cheek until he
suddenly wi nced. He put his tongue agai nst the sore spot, which made hi m| ook
even nore cl owni sh

Stuart was growi ng weary of baiting them Wndhamwas too flabby a
target and Porter could do nothing but withe. The rest were silent. Denetrios
Pol yorketes was off in a world of silent internal grief for the monment. He had
not slept the night before, nost probably. At |east, whenever Stuart woke to
change his position--he hinself had been rather restless--there had been
Poryorketes' thick nunble fromthe next cot. It said many things, but the noan
to which it returned over and over again was, "Ch, ny brother!"

He sat dumbly on his cot now, his red eyes rolling at the other
prisoners out of his broad swarthy, unshaven face. As Stuart watched, his face
sank into calloused palnms so that only his mop of crisp and curly black hair
could be seen. He rocked gently, but now that they were all awake, he made no
sound.

Ol aude Leblanc was trying very unsuccessfully, to read a letter. He was
t he youngest of the six, scarcely out of college, returning to Earth to get
married. Stuart had found himthat norning weeping quietly, his pink and white
face flushed and bl otched as though it were a heartbroken child' s. He was very
fair, with alnost a girl's beauty about his large blue eyes and full 1ips.
Stuart wondered what kind of girl it was who had prom sed to be his wife. He
had seen her picture. Wio on the ship had not? She had the characterless
prettiness that makes all pictures of fiancées indistinguishable. It seened to
Stuart that if he were a girl, however, he would want soneone a little nore
pronouncedl y mascul i ne.

That left only Randol ph Mullen. Stuart frankly did not have the |east
i dea what to nake of him He was the only one of the six that had been on the
Arcturian worlds for any length of time. Stuart, hinself, for instance, had
been there only Iong enough to give a series of lectures on astronautica
engi neering at the provincial engineering institute. Col onel Wndham had been
on a Cook's tour; Porter was trying to buy concentrated alien vegetables for
his canneries on Earth; and the Pol yorketes brothers had attenpted to
establish themselves in Arcturus as truck farners and, after two grow ng
seasons, gave it up, had somehow unl oaded at a profit, and were returning to
Eart h.

Randol ph Mul | en, however, had been in the Arcturian systemfor seventeen
years. How di d voyagers di scover so much about one another so quickly? As far
as Stuart knew, the little man had scarcely spoken aboard ship. He was



unfailingly polite, always stepped to one side to allow another to pass, but
his entire vocabul ary appeared to consist only of "Thank you" and "Pardon ne."
Yet the word had gone around that this was his first trip to Earth in

sevent een years.

He was a little man, very precise, alnost irritatingly so. Upon awaking
t hat norning, he had nmade his cot neatly, shaved, bathed and dressed. The
habit of years seened not in the |east disturbed by the fact that he was a
pri soner of the Kloros now. He was unobtrusive about it, it had to be
adm tted, and gave no inpression of disapproving of the sloppiness of the
others. He sinply sat there, alnost apologetic, trussed in his
over-conservative clothing, and hands | oosely clasped in his lap. The thin
line of hair on his upper lip, far from addi ng character to his face, absurdly
i ncreased its prinmmess.

He | ooked like sonmeone's idea of a caricature of a bookkeeper. And the
queer thing about it all, Stuart thought, was that that was exactly what he
was. He had noticed it on the registry--Randol ph Fluellen Millen; occupation
bookkeeper; enployers, Prine Paper Box Co.; 27 Tobias Avenue, New Warsaw,
Arcturus I1.

"M. Stuart?"

Stuart | ooked up. It was Leblanc, his lower lip trenmbling slightly.
Stuart tried to renmenber how one went about being gentle. He said, "What is
it, Leblanc?"

"Tell me, when will they let us go?"

"How shoul d | know?"

"Everyone says you lived on a Kloro planet, and just now you said they
were gentl emren.”

"Well, yes. But even gentlemen fight wars in order to win. Probably,
we'll be interned for the duration.”

"But that could be years! Margaret is waiting. She'll think I'm dead!"

"I suppose they'll all ow nmessages to be sent through once we're on their
pl anet . "

Porter's hoarse voice sounded in agitation. "Look here, if you know so
much about these devils, what will they do to us while we're interned? What
will they feed us? Where will they get oxygen for us? They'll kill us, | tel
you." And as an afterthought, "lI've got a wife waiting for ne, too," he added.

But Stuart had heard hi m speaking of his wife in the days before the
attack. He wasn't inpressed. Porter's nail-bitten fingers were pulling and
pl ucking at Stuart's sleeve. Stuart drew away in sharp revul sion. He couldn't
stand those ugly hands. It angered himto desperation that such nonstrosities
shoul d be real while his own white and perfectly shaped hands were only
nmocking imtations grown out of an alien |atex.

He said, "They won't kill us. If they were going to, they would have
done it before now Look, we capture Kloros too, you know, and it's just a
matter of comon sense to treat your prisoners decently if you want the other

side to be decent to your nmen. They'll do their best. The food may not be very
good, but they're better chem sts than we are. It's what they're best at.
They' Il know exactly what food factors we'll need and how many cal ories. W'l
live. They'|ll see to that."

W ndham runbl ed, "You sound nore and nore |ike a blasted greenie
sympat hi zer, Stuart. It turns ny stomach to hear an Earthnman speak well of the
green fellas the way you've been doing. Burn it, man, where's your |oyalty?"

"My loyalty's where it belongs. Wth honesty and decency, regardl ess of
the shape of the being it appears in." Stuart held up his hands. "See these?
Kloros made them | lived on one of their planets for six nonths. My hands
were mangl ed in the conditioning machinery of ny own quarters. | thought the
oxygen supply they gave me was a little poor--it wasn't, by the way-- and
tried nmaking the adjustments on my own. It was nmy fault. You should never
trust yourself with the machi nes of another culture. By the tine soneone anong
the Kloros could put on an atnosphere suit and get to nme, it was too late to
save mny hands.



"They grew these artiplasmthings for nme and operated. You know what
that nmeant? It meant designing equi pnent and nutrient solutions that woul d
work in oxygen atnmosphere. It neant that their surgeons had to performa
delicate operation while dressed in atnosphere suits. And now |'ve got hands
again." He |laughed harshly, and clenched theminto weak fists. "Hands--"

W ndham sai d, "And you'd sell your loyalty to Earth for that?"

"Sell my loyalty? You're mad. For years, | hated the Kloros for this.
was a master pilot on the Trans-Gal actic Spacelines before it happened. Now?
Desk job. O an occasional lecture. It took me a long time to pin the fault on
nmyself and to realize that the only role played by the Kl oros was a decent
one. They have their code of ethics, and it's as good as ours. If it weren't
for the stupidity of some of their people--and, by God, of some of ours--we
woul dn't be at war. And after it's over--"

Pol yorketes was on his feet. His thick fingers curved i nward before him
and his dark eyes glittered. "I don't like what you say, mster."

"Why don't you?"

"Because you tal k too nice about these dammed green bastards. The Kl oros
were good to you, eh? Well, they weren't good to ny brother. They killed him
| think maybe | kill you, you damed greenie spy."

And he char ged.

Stuart barely had tine to raise his arnms to neet the infuriated farnmer.
He gasped out, "What the hell--" as he caught one wist and heaved a shoul der
to bl ock the other which groped toward his throat.

H s artiplasm hand gave way. Pol yorketes wrenched free with scarcely an
effort.

W ndham was bel | owi ng i ncoherently, and Leblanc was calling out in his
reedy voice, "Stop it! Stop it!" But it was little Miul kn who threw his arns
about the farmer's neck frombehind and pulled with all his mght. He was not
very effective; Polyorketes seemed scarcely aware of the little man's wei ght
upon his back. Miullen's feet left the floor so that he tossed helplessly to
right and left. But he held his grip and it hanpered Pol yorketes sufficiently
to allow Stuart to break free | ong enough to grasp W ndham s al um num cane

He said, "Stay away, Pol yorketes."

He was gasping for breath and fearful of another rush. The hol | ow
al um num cyl i nder was scarcely heavy enough to acconplish nuch, but it was
better than having only his weak hands to defend hinself wth.

Mul  en had | oosed his hold and was now circling cautiously, his
br eat hi ng roughened and his jacket in disarray.

Pol yorketes, for a noment, did not nove. He stood there, his shaggy head
bent |ow. Then he said, "It is no use. | must kill Kl oros. Just watch your
tongue, Stuart. If it keeps on rattling too nuch, you're liable to get hurt.
Really hurt, | nean."

Stuart passed a forearmover his forehead and thrust the cane back at

W ndham who seized it with his left hand, while nopping his bald pate
vigorously with a handkerchief in his right.

W ndham sai d, "Gentlenen, we nust avoid this. It |owers our prestige. W
nmust renmenber the common eneny. W are Earthnmen and we nust act what we
are--the ruling race of the Galaxy. W dare not denean oursel ves before the
| esser breeds."

"Yes, Colonel," said Stuart, wearily. "G ve us the rest of the speech
t onmor r ow. "
He turned to Mullen, "I want to say thanks."

He was unconfortable about it, but he had to. The little accountant had
surprised himcompletely.

But Mullen said, in a dry voice that scarcely rai sed above a whi sper,
"Don't thank me, M. Stuart. It was the logical thing to do. If we are to be
i nterned, we would need you as an interpreter, perhaps, one who woul d
understand the Kl oros."

Stuart stiffened. It was, he thought, too nuch of the bookkeeper type of
reasoning, too logical, too dry of juice. Present risk and ultimte advantage.



The assets and debits bal anced neatly. He would have liked Mullen to leap to
his defense out of--well, out of what? CQut of pure, unselfish decency?

Stuart |aughed silently at hinmself. He was beginning to expect idealism
of human bei ngs, rather than good, straight-forward, self-centered notivation

Pol yorketes was numb. His sorrow and rage were like acid inside him but
they had no words to get out. If he were Stuart, big-mouth, white-hands
Stuart, he could talk and tal k and maybe feel better. Instead, he had to sit
there with half of himdead; with no brother, no Aristides--

It had happened so quickly. If he could only go back and have one second
nore warni ng, so that he might snatch Aristides, hold him save him

But nmostly he hated the Kloros. Two nonths ago, he had hardly ever heard
of them and now he hated them so hard, he would be glad to die if he could
kill a few

He said, without | ooking up, "Wat happened to start this war, eh?"

He was afraid Stuart's voice would answer. He hated Stuart's voice. But
it was Wndham the bald one.

W ndham sai d, "The i nmedi ate cause, sir, was a di spute over nmining
concessions in the Wandotte system The Kl oros had poached on Earth
property."

"Room for both, Colonel!"

Pol yorketes | ooked up at that, snarling. Stuart could not be kept quiet
for Iong. He was speaki ng again; the crippl e-hand, w seguy, Kl oros-Iover.

Stuart was saying, "lIs that anything to fight over, Colonel? W can't
use one another's worlds. Their chlorine planets are useless to us and our
oxygen ones are useless to them Chlorine is deadly to us and oxygen is deadly
to them There's no way we could nmaintain permanent hostility. Qur races just
don't coincide. Is there reason to fight then because both races want to dig
iron out of the sane airless planetoids when there are millions like themin
t he Gal axy?"

W ndham said, "There is the question of planetary honor--"

"Planetary fertilizer. How can it excuse a ridiculous war |ike this one?
It can only be fought on outposts. It has to come down to a series of holding
actions and eventually be settled by negotiations that mght just as easily
have been worked out in the first place. Neither we nor the Kloros will gain a
t hi ng. "

Grudgi ngly, Polyorketes found that he agreed with Stuart. Wat did he
and Aristides care where Earth or the Kloros got their iron?

Was that something for Aristides to die over?

The little warning buzzer sounded.

Pol yor ket es' head shot up and he rose slowy, his lips draw ng back.
Only one thing could be at the door. He waited, arns tense, fists balled.
Stuart was edging toward him Pol yorketes saw that and | aughed to hinsel f. Let
the Kloro cone in, and Stuart, along with all the rest, could not stop him

Wait, Aristides, wait just a nmonent, and a fraction of revenge will be
pai d back.

The door opened and a figure entered, conpletely swathed in a shapel ess,
billow ng travesty of a spacesuit.

An odd, unnatural, but not entirely unpl easant voice began, "It is with
some m sgivings, Earthnen, that ny conpani on and nysel f--"

It ended abruptly as Polyorketes, with a roar, charged once again. There
was no science in the lunge. It was sheer bull-nmonmentum Dark head | ow, burly
arnms spread out with the hair-tufted fingers in choking position, he clunped
on. Stuart was whirled to one side before he had a chance to intervene, and
was spun tunbling across a cot.

The Kloro m ght have, wi thout undue exertion, straight-arned Pol yorketes
to a halt, or stepped aside, allowing the whirlwind to pass. He did neither
Wth a rapid novenent, a hand-weapon was up and a gentle pinkish |line of
radi ance connected it with the plunging Earthman. Pol yorketes stunbl ed and
crashed down, his body maintaining its |ast curved position, one foot raised,
as though a lightning paralysis had taken place. It toppled to one side and he



lay there, eyes all alive and wild with rage.

The Kloro said, "He is not permanently hurt." He seened not to resent
the offered viol ence. Then he began again, "It is with some m sgiving,

Eart hnmen, that ny conpani on and nyself were nmade aware of a certain conmotion
in this room Are you in any need which we can satisfy?"

Stuart was angrily nursing his knee which he had scraped in colliding
with the cot. He said, "No, thank you, Kl oro."

"Now, | ook here," puffed Wndham "this is a dashed outrage. W denand
that our rel ease be arranged.”

The Kloro's tiny, insectlike head turned in the fat old man's direction
He was not a pleasant sight to anyone unused to him He was about the height
of an Earthman, but the top of himconsisted of a thin stalk of a neck with a
head that was the nerest swelling. It consisted of a blunt triangul ar
proboscis in front and two bul ging eyes on either side. That was all. There
was no brain pan and no brain. What corresponded to the brain in a Kl oro was
| ocated in what would be an Earthly abdonen, |eaving the head as a nere
sensory organ. The Kloro's spacesuit followed the outlines of the head nore or
less faithfully, the two eyes being exposed by two clear senicircles of glass,
whi ch | ooked faintly green because of the chlorine atnosphere inside.

One of the eyes was now cocked squarely at Wndham who quivered
unconfortably under the glance, but insisted, "You have no right to hold us
pri soner. W are nonconbatants."

The Kl oro's voice, sounding thoroughly artificial, came froma small
attachment of chromi um nesh on what served as its chest. The voice box was
mani pul at ed by conpressed air under the control of one or two of the many
delicate, forked tendrils that radiated fromtwo circles about its upper body
and were, nercifully enough, hidden by the suit.

The voice said, "Are you serious, Earthman? Surely you have heard of war
and rul es of war and prisoners of war."

It | ooked about, shifting eyes with quick jerks of its head, staring at
a particular object first with one, then with another. It was Stuart's
under st andi ng that each eye transferred a separate nessage to the abdom na
brain, which had to coordinate the two to obtain full information

W ndham had nothing to say. No one had. The Kloro, its four main |inbs,
roughly arns and legs in pairs, had a vaguely hunman appearance under the
maski ng of the suit, if you | ooked no higher than its chest, but there was no
way of telling what it felt.

They watched it turn and | eave.

Porter coughed and said in a strangled voice, "God, snell that chlorine.
If they don't do sonething, we'll all die of rotted lungs."

Stuart said, "Shut up. There isn't enough chlorine in the air to nmake a
nmosquito sneeze, and what there is will be swept out in two mnutes. Besides,
alittle chlorine is good for you. It may kill your cold virus."

W ndham coughed and said, "Stuart, | feel that you m ght have said
something to your Kloro friend about rel easing us. You are scarcely as bold in
their presence, dash it, as you are once they are gone."

"You heard what the creature said, Colonel. W're prisoners of war, and
pri soner exchanges are negotiated by diplomats. W'Il just have to wait."

Lebl anc, who had turned pasty white at the entrance of the Kloro, rose
and hurried into the privy. There was the sound of retching.

An unconfortable silence fell while Stuart tried to think of something
to say to cover the unpleasant sound. Mullen filled in. He had runmaged
through a little box he had taken from under his pillow.

He said, "Perhaps M. Leblanc had better take a sedative before
retiring. | have a few 1'd be glad to give himone." He explained his
generosity imrediately, "Qtherwi se he may keep the rest of us awake, you see."

"Very logical," said Stuart, dryly. "You'd better save one for Sir
Launcel ot here; save half a dozen." He wal ked to where Pol yorketes stil
spraw ed and knelt at his side. "Confortable, baby?"

W ndham sai d, "Deuced poor taste speaking like that, Stuart."



"Well, if you're so concerned about him why don't you and Porter hoi st
himonto his cot?"

He hel ped them do so. Pol yorketes' arms were trenbling erratically now.
From what Stuart knew of the Kloro's nerve weapons, the man should be in an
agony of pins and needl es about now.

Stuart said, "And don't be too gentle with him either. The damed foo
m ght have gotten us all killed. And for what?"

He pushed Pol yorketes' stiff carcass to one side and sat at the edge of
the cot. He said, "Can you hear me, Polyorketes?"

Pol yorketes' eyes gleaned. An armlifted abortively and fell back

"Ckay then, listen. Don't try anything like that again. The next time it
may be the finish for all of us. If you had been a Kloro and he had been an
Eart hman, we'd be dead now. So just get one thing through your skull. W're
sorry about your brother and it's a rotten shane, but it was his own fault."

Pol yorketes tried to heave and Stuart pushed hi m back.

"No, you keep on listening," he said. "Maybe this is the only time |'I
get to talk to you when you have to listen. Your brother had no right |eaving
passenger's quarters. There was no place for himto go. He just got in the way
of our own nmen. We don't even know for certain that it was a Kl oro gun that
killed him It mght have been one of our own."

"Ch, | say, Stuart," objected Wndham

Stuart whirled at him "Do you have proof it wasn't? D d you see the
shot? Could you tell fromwhat was |eft of the body whether it was Kloro
energy or Earth energy?"

Pol yorketes found his voice, driving his unwilling tongue into a fuzzy
verbal snarl. "Dammed stinking greenie bastard."

"Me?" said Stuart. "I know what's going on in your mnd, Polyorketes.
You think thatl when the paralysis wears off, you'll ease your feelings by
slamm ng ne around. Well, if you do, it will probably be curtains for all of
us."

He rose, put his back against the wall. For the moment, he was fighting
all of them "None of you know the Kloros the way | do. The physica
di fferences you see are not inportant. The differences in their tenperanent
are. They don't understand our views on sex, for instance. To them it's just
a biological reflex like breathing. They attach no inportance to it. But they
do attach inportance to social groupings. Renenber, their evolutionary
ancestors had lots in common with our insects. They al ways assune that any
group of Earthmen they find together nakes up a social unit.

"That means just about everything to them | don't understand exactly
what it neans. No Earthman can. But the result is that they never break up a
group, just as we don't separate a nother and her children if we can help it.
One of the reasons they may be treating us with kid gloves right now is that
they inmagine we're all broken up over the fact that they killed one of us, and
they feel guilt about it.

"But this is what you'll have to renmenber. We're going to be interned
toget her and kept together for duration. |I don't like the thought. | wouldn't
have pi cked any of you for co-internees and |'mpretty sure none of you would
have picked me. But there it is. The Kl oros could never understand that our
bei ng together on the ship is only accidental

"That means we've got to get along sonehow. That's not j ust
goodi e-goodi e tal k about birds in their little nest agreeing. What do you
t hi nk woul d have happened if the Kloros had come in earlier and found
Pol yorketes and nyself trying to kill each other? You don't know? Well, what
do you suppose you would think of a nother you caught trying to kill her
chil dren?

"That's it, then. They would have killed every one of us as a bunch of
Kl oro-type perverts and nonsters. CGot that? How about you, Pol yorketes? Have
you got it? So let's call names if we have to, but let's keep our hands to
ourselves. And now, if none of you mind, I'll massage nmy hands back into
shape--these synthetic hands that | got fromthe Kl oros and that one of nmy own



kind tried to mangl e again."

For O aude Lebl anc, the worst was over. He had been sick enough; sick
wi th many things; but sick nost of all over having ever left Earth. It had
been a great thing to go to college off Earth. It had been an adventure and
had taken himaway from his nmother. Somehow, he had been sneakingly glad to
make that escape after the first nmonth of frightened adjustnent.

And then on the sumer holidays, he had been no | onger O aude, the
shy-spoken schol ar, but Leblanc, space traveler. He had swaggered the fact for
all it was worth. It made himfeel such a man to talk of stars and Junps and
the custons and environnments of other worlds; it had given him corkage wth
Margaret. She had loved himfor the dangers he had undergone--

Except that this had been the first one, really, and he had not done so
well. He knew it and was ashanmed and wi shed he were |like Stuart.

He used the excuse of nealtime to approach. He said, "M. Stuart."

Stuart | ooked up and said shortly, "How do you feel ?"

Lebl anc felt hinself blush. He blushed easily and the effort not to
bl ush only made it worse. He said, "Mich better, thank you. W are eating.

t hought 1'd bring you your ration,"

Stuart took the offered can, It was standard space ration; thoroughly
synthetic, concentrated, nourishing and, somehow, unsatisfying. It heated
automatically when the can was opened, but could be eaten cold, if necessary.
Though a conbi ned fork-spoon utensil was enclosed, the ration was of a
consi stency that made the use of fingers practical and not particularly nessy.

Stuart said, "Did you hear nmy little speech?"

"Yes, sir. | want you to know you can count on ne."

"Well, good. Now go and eat."

"May | eat here?"

"Suit yourself."

For a nonent, they ate in silence, and then Lebl anc burst out, "You are
so sure of yourself, M. Stuart! It nust be very wonderful to be like that!"

"Sure of nyself? Thanks, but there's your self-assured one."

Lebl anc foll owed the direction of the nod in surprise. "M. Millen? That
l[ittle man? Ch, no!"

"You don't think he's self-assured?"

Lebl anc shook his head. He | ooked at Stuart intently to see if he could
detect hunor in his expression. "That one is just cold. He has no enotion in

him He's like a little machine. | find himrepulsive. You're different, M.
Stuart. You have it all inside, but you control it. | would like to be like
that."

And as though attracted by the magneti sm of the nention, even though
unheard, of his nane, Miullen joined them H's can of ration was barely
touched. It was still steam ng gently as he squatted opposite them

H s voice had its usual quality of furtively rustling underbrush. "How
long, M. Stuart, do you think the trip will take?"

"Can't say, Miullen. They'll undoubtedly be avoiding the usual trade
routes and they' Il be maki ng nore Junps through hyper-space than usual to
throw of f possible pursuit. | wouldn't be surprised if it took as long as a
week. Why do you ask? | presume you have a very practical and |ogical reason?"

"Why, yes. Certainly." He seenmed quite shellbacked to sarcasm He said,
"It occurred to me that it might be wise to ration the rations, so to speak."

"We've got enough food and water for a nonth. | checked on that first
t hi ng. "

"I see. In that case, | will finish the can.” He did, using the
all -purpose utensil daintily and patting a handkerchi ef agai nst his unstai ned
lips fromtime to tine.

Pol yorketes struggled to his feet some two hours later. He swayed a bit,
| ooking Iike the Spirit of Hangover. He did not try to come closer to Stuart,
but spoke from where he stood.

He said, "You stinking greenie spy, you watch yourself."

"You heard what | said before, Polyorketes."



"I heard. But | also heard what you said about Aristides. | won't bother
wi th you, because you're a bag of nothing but noisy air. But wait, sonmeday
you'll blow your air in one face too many and it will be let out of you."

"Il wait,"” said Stuart.

W ndham hobbl ed over, |eaning heavily on his cane. "Now, now," he called
with a wheezing joviality that overkid his sweating anxiety so thinly as to
enphasize it. "We're all Earthmen, dash it. Got to renenber that; keep it as a
glowing light of inspiration. Never |let down before the blasted Kl oros. W've
got to forget private feuds and renenber only that we are Earthnen united
agai nst alien blighters.”

Stuart's comrent was unprintable.

Porter was right behind Wndham He had been in a close conference with
t he shaven- headed col onel for an hour, and now he said with indignation, "It
doesn't help to be a wiseguy, Stuart. You listen to the colonel. W' ve been
doi ng some hard thinking about the situation.”

He had washed sone of the grease off his face, wet his hair and slicked
it back. It did not remove the little tic on his right cheek just at the point
where his lips ended, or make his hangnail hands nore attractive in
appear ance.

"Al'l right, Colonel," said Stuart. "What's on your m nd?"

W ndham said, "I'd prefer to have all the nen together."

"Ckay, call them'

Lebl anc hurried over; Millen approached with greater deliberation

Stuart said, "You want that fellow?" He jerked his head at Pol yorketes.

"Why, yes. M. Polyorketes, may we have you, old fella?"

"Ah, leave nme alone."

"Co ahead," said Stuart, "leave himalone. | don't want him"

"No, no," said Wndham "This is a matter for all Earthnmen. M.

Pol yor ket es, we nust have you."

Pol yorketes rolled off one side of his cot. "I'mclose enough, | can
hear you."
Wndham said to Stuart, "Wuld they--the Kloros, | mean--have this room

wired?"

"No," said Stuart. "Why should they?"

"Are you sure?"

"OfF course |'msure. They didn't know what happened when Pol yor ket es
junped ne. They just heard the thunping when it started rattling the ship."

"Maybe they were trying to give us the inpression the roomwasn't
wired."

"Listen, Colonel, |I've never known a Kloro to tell a deliberate lie--"

Pol yorketes interrupted calmy, "That [unp of noise just |oves the
Kl oros."

W ndham sai d hastily, "Let's not begin that. Look, Stuart, Porter and
have been di scussing matters and we have deci ded that you know the Kloros well
enough to think of some way of getting us back to Earth."

"I't happens that you're wong. | can't think of any way."

"Maybe there is sone way we can take the ship back fromthe bl asted
green fellas," suggested Wndham "Some weakness they may have. Dash it, you
know what | nean."

"Tell me, Colonel, what are you after? Your own skin or Earth's
wel fare?"

"I resent that question. I'Il have you know that while |I'm as careful of
my own life as anyone has a right to be, I'mthinking of Earth primarily. And
| think that's true of all of us."

"Dam right," said Porter, instantly. Leblanc | ooked anxi ous,

Pol yorketes resentful; and Miull en had no expression at all.

"Good," said Stuart. "O course, | don't think we can take the ship.
They're armed and we aren't. But there's this. You know why the Kl oros took
this ship intact. It's because they need ships. They may be better chem sts
than Earthmen are, but Earthnen are better astronautical engineers. W have



bi gger, better and nore ships. In fact, if our crew had had a proper respect
for mlitary axions in the first place, they would have bl own the ship up as
soon as it | ooked as though the Kl oros were going to board."

Lebl anc | ooked horrified. "And kill the passengers?"

"Why not? You heard what the good col onel said. Every one of us puts his
own lousy little life after Earth's interests. Wat good are we to Earth alive
right now? None at all. What harmwill this ship do in Kloro hands? A hell of
a lot, probably."

"Just why," asked Mullen, "did our nmen refuse to blow up the ship? They
nmust have had a reason.”

"They did. It's the firnest tradition of Earth's mlitary nen that there
must never be an unfavorable ratio of casualties. If we had bl own oursel ves
up, twenty fighting men and seven civilians of Earth would be dead as conpared
with an eneny casualty total of zero. So what happens? W |let them board, kil
twenty-eight--1"msure we killed at | east that many--and | et them have the
ship."

"Tal k, talk, talk," jeered Pol yorketes.

"There's a noral to this," said Stuart. "W can't take the ship away
fromthe Kloros. W night be able to rush them though, and keep them busy
| ong enough to allow one of us enough tine to short the engines.”

"What ?" yelled Porter, and W ndham shushed himin fright.

"Short the engines," Stuart repeated. "That would destroy the ship, of
course, which is what we want to do, isn't it?"

Leblanc's lips were white. "I don't think that would work."

"We can't be sure till we try. But what have we to | ose by trying?"

"Qur lives, dam it!" cried Porter. "You insane mani ac, you' re crazy!"

"I'f I"'ma maniac," said Stuart, "and insane to boot, then naturally I'm
crazy. But just renmenber that if we lose our lives, which is overwhel ningly
probabl e, we | ose nothing of value to Earth; whereas if we destroy the ship,
as we just barely might, we do Earth a | ot of good. What patriot would
hesi tate? Who here would put hinmself ahead of his world?" He | ooked about in
the silence. "Surely not you, Colonel Wndham"

W ndham coughed trenmendously. "My dear man, that is not the question
There nust be a way to save the ship for Earth w thout |osing our lives, eh?"

"Al'l right. You nane it."

"Let's all think about it. Now there are only two of the Kloros aboard
ship. If one of us could sneak up on them and--"

"How? The rest of the ship's all filled with chlorine. W'd have to wear
a spacesuit. Gavity in their part of the ship is hopped up to Kloro level, so
whoever is patsy in the deal would be clumping around, nmetal on netal, slow

and heavy. Oh, he could sneak up on them sure--like a skunk trying to sneak
downwi nd. "

"Then we'll drop it all,"” Porter's voice shook. "Listen, Wndham
there's not going to be any destroying the ship. My life neans plenty to ne
and if any of you try anything like that, I'll call the Kloros. | nean it."

"Well," said Stuart, "there's hero nunber one."

Lebl anc said, "I want to go back to Earth, but I--"

Mul en interrupted, "I don't think our chances of destroying the ship

are good enough unl ess--"
"Her oes nunber two and three. What about you, Polyorketes, You would

have the chance of killing two Kl oros."
"I want to kill themw th ny bare hands," growl ed the farmer, his heavy
fists withing. "On their planet, | will kill dozens."

"That's a nice safe prom se for now What about you, Colonel? Don't you
want to march to death and glory with ne?"

"Your attitude is very cynical and unbecom ng, Stuart. It's obvious that
if the rest are unwilling, then your plan will fall through."

"Unless | do it nyself, huh?"

"You won't, do you hear?" said Porter, instantly.

"Dam right | won't," agreed Stuart. "I don't claimto be a hero. I'm



just an average patriot, perfectly willing to head for any planet they take ne
to and sit out the war."

Mul  en said, thoughtfully, "OF course, there is a way we could surprise
the Kloros."

The statenent woul d have dropped flat except for Pol yorketes. He pointed
a bl ack-nail ed, stubby forefinger and | aughed harshly. "M . Bookkeeper!" he
said. "M . Bookkeeper is a big shot talker like this damed greenie spy,
Stuart. Al right, M. Bookkeeper, go ahead. You make big speeches al so. Let
the words roll like an enpty barrel."

He turned to Stuart and repeated venonously, "Enpty barrel! Cripple-hand
enpty barrel. No good for anything but talk."

Mil  en" s soft voice could make no headway until Pol yorketes was through
but then he said, speaking directly to Stuart, "W night be able to reach them
fromoutside. This roomhas a Cchute |'msure.”

"What's a G chute?" asked Lebl anc.

"Well--" began Miull en, and then stopped, at a |oss.
Stuart said, nmockingly, "It's a euphemism nmny boy. Its full nane is
‘casualty chute.' It doesn't get tal ked about, but the main roons on any ship

woul d have them They're just little airlocks down which you slide a corpse.
Burial at space. Always |lots of sentiment and bowed heads, with the captain
maki ng a rolling speech of the type Polyorketes here wouldn't I|ike."

Leblanc's face twisted. "Use that to | eave the ship?"

"Why not? Superstitious? --Go on, Miullen."

The little man had waited patiently. He said, "Once outside, one could
re-enter the ship by the steamtubes. It can be done--with [uck. And then you
woul d be an unexpected visitor in the control room"

Stuart stared at himcuriously. "How do you figure this out? Wat do you
know about steamtubes?"

Mul  en coughed. "You mean because |'min the paper-box business? Well--"
He grew pink, waited a nonment, then made a new start in a colorless,
unemot i onal voice. "My conpany, which manufactures fancy paper boxes and
novelty containers, made a |ine of spaceship candy boxes for the juvenile
trade some years ago. It was designed so that if a string were pulled, small
pressure containers were punctured and jets of conpressed air shot out through
the nock steamtubes, sailing the box across the room and scattering candy as
it went. The sales theory was that the youngsters would find it exciting to
play with the ship and fun to scranble for the candy.

"Actually, it was a conplete failure. The ship would break di shes and
sonmetines hit another child in the eye. Wrse still, the children would not
only scranble for the candy but would fight over it. It was al nost our worst
failure. W |ost thousands.

"Still, while the boxes were being designed, the entire office was
extremely interested. It was |like a ganme, very bad for efficiency and office
norale. For a while, we all becane steamtube experts. | read quite a few

books on ship construction. On nmy own tine, however, not the conpany's."
Stuart was intrigued. He said, "You knowit's a video sort of idea, but
it mght work if we had a hero to spare. Have we?"
"\What about you?" denmanded Porter, indignantly. "You go around sneering

at us with your cheap w secracks. | don't notice you vol unteering for
anyt hi ng. "
"That's because |'mno hero, Porter. | admt it. My object is to stay

alive, and shinnying down steamtubes is no way to go about staying alive. But
the rest of you are noble patriots. The col onel says so. \Wat about you,
Col onel ? You're the senior hero here."

W ndham said, "If | were younger, blast it, and if you had your hands,
woul d take pl easure, sir, in trouncing you soundly."

"I've no doubt of it, but that's no answer."

"You know very well that at ny time of life and with ny leg--" he
brought the flat of his hand down upon his stiff knee-- "I amin no position
to do anything of the sort, however nuch I should wish to."



"Ah, yes," said Stuart, "and I, myself, amcrippled in the hands, as
Pol yorketes tells me. That saves us. And what unfortunate deformities do the
rest of us have?"

"Listen," cried Porter, "I want to know what this is all about. How can
anyone go down the steamtubes? What if the Kloros use themwhile one of us is
i nsi de?"

"Why, Porter, that's part of the sporting chance. It's where the
excitenment cones in."

"But he'd be boiled in the shell like a |obster."

"A pretty image, but inaccurate. The steam wouldn't be on for nore than
a very short tine, maybe a second or two, and the suit insulation would hold
that |ong. Besides, the jet cones scooting out at several hundred niles a
m nute, so that you would be blown clear of the ship before the steam could
even warmyou. In fact, you'd be blown quite a few nmiles out into space, and
after that you would be quite safe fromthe Kloros. O course, you coul dn't
get back to the ship."

Porter was sweating freely. "You don't scare me for one mnute, Stuart."

"I don't? Then you're offering to go? Are you sure you' ve thought out
what being stranded in space neans? You're all alone, you know, really al
al one. The steamjet will probably |eave you turning or tunbling pretty
rapidly. You won't feel that. You'll seemto be notionless. But all the stars
wi Il be going around and around so that they're just streaks in the sky. They
won't ever stop. They won't even slow up. Then your heater will go off, your
oxygen will give out, and you will die very slowy. You'll have lots of tine
to think. O, if you are in a hurry, you could open your suit. That woul dn't
be pl easant, either. I've seen faces of nen who had a torn suit happen to them
accidentally, and it's pretty awful. But it would be quicker. Then--"

Porter turned and wal ked unsteadily away.

Stuart said, lightly, "Another failure. One act of heroismstill ready
to be knocked down to the highest bidder with nothing offered yet."

Pol yor ket es spoke up and his harsh voi ce roughed the words. "You keep on
tal king, M. Big Muuth. You just keep banging that enpty barrel. Pretty soon
we' Il kick your teeth in. There's one boy |I think would be willing to do it
now, eh, M. Porter?"

Porter's |l ook at Stuart confirmed the truth of Pol yorketes' remarks, but
he sai d not hi ng.

Stuart said, "Then what about you, Polyorketes? You're the barehand man
with guts. Want ne to help you into a suit?" « "I'lIl ask you when | want
hel p." 1 "What about you, Lebl anc?"

The young man shrank away.

"Not even to get back to Margaret?"

But Lebl anc coul d only shake his head.

“Mil | en?"

"Vell--1"11 try."

"You'll what?"

"I said, yes, I'Il try. After all, it's ny idea."

Stuart | ooked stunned. "You're serious? How come?"

Mul  en" s primnouth pursed. "Because no one else will."

"But that's no reason. Especially for you."

Mul | en shrugged.

There was a thunp of a cane behind Stuart. Wndham brushed past.

He said, "Do you really intend to go, Millen?"

"Yes, Colonel."

"In that case, dash it, let ne shake your hand. | |ike you. You're
an--an Earthman, by heaven. Do this, and win or die, I'll bear w tness for
you. "

Mul  en withdrew his hand awkwardly fromthe deep and vibrating grasp of
t he ot her.

And Stuart just stood there. He was in a very unusual position. He was,
in fact, in the particular position of all positions in which he nost rarely



found hinsel f.

He had nothing to say.

The quality of tension had changed. The gl oom and frustration had lifted
a bit, and the excitenment of conspiracy had replaced it. Even Pol yorketes was
fingering the spacesuits and comrenting briefly and hoarsely on which he
consi dered preferable.

Mul | en was having a certain amount of trouble. The suit hung rather
linply upon himeven though the adjustable joints had been tightened nearly to
m ni mum He stood there now with only the helnet to be screwed on. He wi ggl ed
hi s neck.

Stuart was holding the helnet with an effort. It was heavy, and his
artiplasmc hands did not grip it well. He said, "Better scratch your nose if
it itches. It's your last chance for a while." He didn't add, "Maybe forever,"
but he thought it.

Mil  en said, tonelessly, "I think perhaps | had better have a spare
oxygen cylinder."

"Good enough."

"Wth a reducing valve."

Stuart nodded. "I see what you're thinking of. If you do get blown clear

of the ship, you could try to blow yourself back by using the cylinder as an
action-reaction notor."

They cl anmped on the headpi ece and buckl ed the spare cylinder to Miullen's
wai st. Pol yorketes and Leblanc lifted himup to the yawni ng openi ng of the
C-tube. It was ominously dark inside, the nmetal lining of the interior having
been painted a mournful black. Stuart thought he could detect a nusty odor
about it, but that, he knew, was only inagination

He stopped the proceedi ngs when Miull en was half within the tube. He
tapped upon the little man's facepl ate.

"Can you hear me?"

Wthin, there was a nod.

"Air coming through all right? No |ast-mnute troubles?"

Mul len lifted his armbored armin a gesture of reassurance.

"Then remenber, don't use the suit-radio out there. The Kl oros m ght
pi ck up the signals.”

Rel uctantly, he stepped away. Pol yorketes' brawny hands | owered Mill en
until they could hear the thunping sound made by the steel-shod feet against
the outer valve. The inner valve then swng shut with a dreadful finality, its
bevel ed silicone gasket making a slight soughing noise as it crushed hard.
They cl anped it into place.

Stuart stood at the toggle-switch that controlled the outer valve. He
threw it and the gauge that marked the air pressure within the tube fell to
zero. Alittle pinpoint of red |ight warned that the outer valve was open
Then the |ight disappeared, the valve closed, and the gauge clinbed slowy to
fifteen pounds again.

They opened the inner valve again and found the tube enpty.

Pol yor ket es spoke first. He said, "The little son-of-a-gun. He went!" He
| ooked wonderingly at the others. "Alittle fellowwith guts like that."

Stuart said, "Look, we'd better get ready in here. There's just a chance
that the Kl oros may have detected the val ves opening and closing. If so,
they' Il be here to investigate and we'll have to cover up."

"How?" asked W ndham

"They won't see Millen anywhere around. We'll say he's in the head. The
Kl oros know that it's one of the peculiar characteristics of Earthmen that
they resent intrusion on their privacy in lavatories, and they' Il make no
effort to check. If we can hold themoff--"

"What if they wait, or if they check the spacesuits?" asked Porter

Stuart shrugged. "Let's hope they don't. And listen, Polyorketes, don't
make any fuss when they conme in."

Pol yorketes grunted, "Wth that little guy out there? Wat do you think
| an?" He stared at Stuart wi thout aninosity, then scratched his curly hair



vi gorously. "You know, | |aughed at him | thought he was an old wonman. It
makes me ashaned. "

Stuart cleared his throat. He said, "Look, |'ve been saying some things
that maybe weren't too funny after all, nowthat | come to think of it. I'd
like to say I'msorry if | have."

He turned away norosely and wal ked toward his cot. He heard the steps
behind him felt the touch on his sleeve. He turned; it was Lebl anc.

The youngster said softly, "I keep thinking that M. Miullen is an old
man. "

"Well, he's not a kid. He's about forty-five or fifty, I think."

Lebl anc said, "Do you think, M. Stuart, that / should have gone,
instead? I'mthe youngest here. | don't like the thought of having let an old
man go in ny place. It makes ne feel like the devil."

"I know. If he dies, it will be too bad."

"But he volunteered. We didn't nmake him did we?"

"Don't try to dodge responsibility, Leblanc. It won't make you fee
better. There isn't one of us without a stronger notive to run the risk than
he had." And Stuart sat there silently, thinking.

Mul en felt the obstruction beneath his feet yield and the walls about
himslip away quickly, too quickly. He knew it was the puff of air escaping,
carrying himwith it, and he dug arns and legs frantically against the wall to
brake hinsel f. Corpses were supposed to be flung well clear of the ship, but
he was no corpse--for the nmonent.

H s feet swung free and threshed. He heard the clunk of one magnetic
boot against the hull just as the rest of his body puffed out like a tight
cork under air pressure. He teetered dangerously at the Ilip of the hole in the
ship --he had changed orientation suddenly and was | ooki ng down on it--then
took a step backward as its Iid came down of itself and fitted snmoothly
agai nst the hull.

A feeling of unreality overwhelmed him Surely, it wasn't he standing on
the outer surface of a ship. Not Randolph F. Miullen. So few human bei ngs coul d
ever say they had, even those who traveled in space constantly.

He was only gradually aware that he was in pain. Popping out of that
hole with one foot clanped to the hull had nearly bent himin tw. He tried
nmovi ng, cautiously, and found his notions to be erratic and al nost inpossible
to control. He thought nothing was broken, though the nuscles of his left side
wer e badly w enched.

And then he cane to hinself and noticed that the wist-lights of his
suit were on. It was by their light that he had stared into the bl ackness of
the C-chute. He stirred with the nervous thought that fromwthin, the Kloros
m ght see the twin spots of nmoving light just outside the hull. He flicked the
switch upon the suit's mdsection

Mul  en had never inmagi ned that, standing on a ship, he would fail to see
its hull. But it was dark, as dark bel ow as above. There were the stars, hard
and bright little non-dinmensional dots. Nothing nore. Nothing nore anywhere.
Under his feet, not even the stars--not even his feet.

He bent back to | ook at the stars. H's head swam They were noving
slowy. O, rather, they were standing still and the ship was rotating, but he
could not tell his eyes that. They noved. His eyes foll owed--down and behi nd
the ship. New stars up and above fromthe other side. A black horizon. The
ship existed only as a region where there were no stars.

No stars? Wiy, there was one alnost at his feet. He nearly reached for
it; then he realized that it was only a glittering reflection in the mrroring
net al

They were nmoving thousands of miles an hour. The stars were. The ship
was. He was. But it meant nothing. To his senses, there was only sil ence and
dar kness and that slow wheeling of the stars. His eyes foll owed the wheeling--

And his head in its helnmet hit the ship's hull with a soft bell-like
ring.

He felt about in panic with his thick, insensitive, spun-silicate



gloves. Hs feet were still firmy magnetized to the hull, that was true, but
the rest of his body bent backward at the knees in a right angle. There was no
gravity outside the ship. If he bent back, there was nothing to pull the upper
part of his body down and tell his joints they were bending. H's body stayed
as he put it.

He pressed wildly against the hull and his torso shot upward and refused
to stop when upright. He fell forward.

He tried nmore slowy, balancing with both hands against the hull, unti
he squatted evenly. Then upward. Very slowy. Straight up. Arns out to
bal ance.

He was straight now, aware of his nausea and |ight headedness.

He | ooked about. My God, where were the steamtubes? He couldn't see
them They were bl ack on bl ack, nothing on not hing.

Qui ckly, he turned on the wist-lights. In space, there were no beans,
only elliptical, sharply defined spots of blue steel, w nking |ight back at
him Were they struck a rivet, a shadow was cast, knife-sharp and as bl ack as
space, the lighted region illum nated abruptly and w thout diffusion

He noved his arns, his body swaying gently in the opposite direction
action and reaction. The vision of a steamtube with its snooth cylindrica
sides sprang at him

He tried to move toward it. His foot held firmy to the hull. He pulled
and it slogged upward, straining against quicksand that eased quickly. Three
i nches up and it had al nost sucked free; six inches up and he thought it would
fly away.

He advanced it and let it down, felt it enter the quicksand. Wen the
sole was within two inches of the hull, it snapped down; out of control
hitting the hull ringingly. Hi s spacesuit carried the vibrations, anplifying
themin his ears.

He stopped in absolute terror. The dehydrators that dried the atnosphere
within his suit could not handl e the sudden gush of perspiration that drenched
his forehead and arnpits.

He waited, then tried Iifting his foot again--a bare inch, holding it
there by main force and nmoving it horizontally. Horizontal notion involved no
effort at all; it was notion perpendicular to the |ines of magnetic force. But
he had to keep the foot from snapping down as he did so, and then |ower it
slow y.

He puffed with the effort. Each step was agony. The tendons of his knees
were cracking, and there were knives in his side.

Mil | en stopped to let the perspiration dry. It wouldn't do to steam up
the inside of his faceplate. He flashed his wist-lights, and the
steam cylinder was right ahead.

The ship had four of them at ninety degree intervals, thrusting out at
an angle fromthe nmdgirdle. They were the "fine adjustnent” of the ship's
course. The coarse adjustnent was the powerful thrusters back and front which
fixed final velocity by their accelerative and the decel erative force, and the
hyperatonics that took care of the space-swall ow ng Junps.

But occasionally the direction of flight had to be adjusted slightly and
then the steamcylinders took over. Singly, they could drive the ship up
down, right, left. By twos, in appropriate ratios of thrust, the ship could be
turned in any desired direction

The devi ce had been uninproved in centuries, being too sinple to
i nprove. The atonmic pile heated the water content of a closed container into
steam driving it, in less than a second, up to tenperatures where it would
have broken down into a nixture of hydrogen and oxygen, and then into a
m xture of electrons and ions. Perhaps the breakdown actually took place. No
one ever bothered testing; it worked, so there was no need to.

At the critical point, a needle valve gave way and the steamthrust
madly out in a short but incredible blast. And the ship, inevitably and
maj estically, moved in the opposite direction, veering about its own center of
gravity. When the degrees of turn were sufficient, an equal and opposite bl ast



woul d take place and the turning woul d be cancel ed. The ship woul d be noving
at its original velocity, but in a new direction

Mul  en had dragged hinmself out to the |lip of the steamcylinder. He had
a picture of hinself--a small speck teetering at the extrene end of a
structure thrusting out of an ovoid that was tearing through space at ten
t housand miles an hour.

But there was no air-streamto whip himoff the hull, and his nmagnetic
soles held himnore firmy than he |iked.

Wth lights on, he bent down to peer into the tube and the ship dropped
down precipitously as his orientation changed. He reached out to steady
hi nsel f, but he was not falling. There was no up or down in space except for
what his confused m nd chose to consider up or down.

The cylinder was just |arge enough to hold a man, so that it mght be
entered for repair purposes. Hs light caught the rungs alnost directly
opposite his position at the lip. He puffed a sigh of relief with what breath
he coul d nmuster. Sone ships didn't have | adders.

He nade his way to it, the ship appearing to slip and tw st beneath him
as he nmoved. He lifted an armover the |lip of the tube, feeling for the rung,
| oosened each foot, and drew hinself within.

The knot in his stomach that had been there fromthe first was a
convul sed agony now. If they should choose to mani pulate the ship, if the
steam shoul d whi stl e out now -

He woul d never hear it; never knowit. One instant he would be holding a
rung, feeling slowy for the next with a groping arm The next nmoment he woul d
be alone in space, the ship a dark, dark nothingness |ost forever anpbng the
stars. There would be, perhaps, a brief glory of swirling ice crystals
drifting with him shining in his wist-lights and sl owy approachi ng and
rotating about him attracted by his nmass like infinitesiml planets to an
absurdly tiny Sun

He was trickling sweat again, and now he was al so consci ous of thirst.
He put it out of his mind. There would be no drinking until he was out of his
suit--if ever.

Up a rung; up another; and another. How nany were there? H's hand
slipped and he stared in disbelief at the glitter that showed under his light.

I ce?

Why not? The steam incredibly hot as it was, would strike nmetal that
was at nearly absolute zero. In the few split-seconds of thrust, there would
not be time for the metal to warm above the freezing point of water. A sheet
of ice would condense that would sublinme slowy into the vacuum It was the
speed of all that happened that prevented the fusion of the tubes and of the
original water-container itself.

H s groping hand reached the end. Again the wist-lights. He stared with
craw i ng horror at the steamnozzle, half an inch in diameter. It |ooked dead,
harm ess. But it always would, right up to the mcro-second before--

Around it was the outer steamlock. It pivoted on a central hub that was
springed on the portion toward space, screwed on the part toward the ship. The
springs allowed it to give under the first wild thrust of steam pressure
before the ship's mghty inertia could be overcone. The steamwas bled into
t he i nner chanber, breaking the force of the thrust, |eaving the total energy
unchanged, but spreading it over tinme so that the hull itself was in that nmuch
| ess danger of being staved in.

Mul  en braced hinself firmy against a rung and pressed agai nst the
outer lock so that it gave a little. It was stiff, but it didn't have to give
much, just enough to catch on the screw. He felt it catch

He strained against it and turned it, feeling his body twist in the
opposite direction. It held tight, the screw taking up the strain as he
carefully adjusted the small control switch that allowed the springs to fal
free. How well he remenbered the books he had read!

He was in the interlock space now, which was |arge enough to hold a nman
confortably, again for convenience in repairs. He could no | onger be bl own



away fromthe ship. If the steamblast were turned on now, it would nmerely
drive him against the inner |ock-hard enough to crush himto a pulp. A quick
death he woul d never feel, at |east.

Sl ow y, he unhooked his spare oxygen cylinder. There was only an inner
| ock between hinself and the control roomnow. This |ock opened outward into
space so that the steamblast could only close it tighter, rather than blow it
open. And it fitted tightly and snoothly. There was absolutely no way to open
it fromwthout.

He Iifted hinmself above the | ock, forcing his bent back against the
i nner surface of the interlock area. It made breathing difficult. The spare
oxygen cylinder dangled at a queer angle. He held its netal -nmesh hose and
straightened it, forcing it against the inner |ock so that vibration thudded.
Agai n- - agai n- -

It would have to attract the attention of the Kl oros. They would have to
i nvesti gate.

He woul d have no way of telling when they were about to do so.
Odinarily, they would first let air into the interlock to force the outer
| ock shut.

But now the outer lock was on the central screw, well away fromits rim
Air would suck about it ineffectually, dragging out into space.

Mul I en kept on thunping. Wuld the Kloros | ook at the air-gauge, note
that it scarcely lifted fromzero, or would they take its proper working for
grant ed?

Porter said, "He's been gone an hour and a half."

"I know, " said Stuart.

They were all restless, jumpy, but the tension anong thensel ves had
di sappeared. It was as though all the threads of enobtion extended to the hul
of the ship.

Porter was bothered. His phil osophy of life had al ways been sinple--take
care of yourself because no one will take care of you for you. It upset himto
see it shaken.

He said, "Do you suppose they've caught hin®"

"I'f they had, we'd hear about it," replied Stuart, briefly.

Porter felt, with a miserable twinge, that there was little interest on
the part of the others in speaking to him He could understand it; he had not
exactly earned their respect. For the nmoment, a torrent of self-excuse poured
t hrough his mnd. The others had been frightened, too. A nan had a right to be
afraid. No one likes to die. At |least, he hadn't broken like Aristides
Pol yorketes. He hadn't wept |ike Leblanc. He-- But there was Miullen, out there
on the hull.

"Listen," he cried, "why did he do it?" They turned to | ook at him not
under st andi ng, but Porter didn't care. It bothered himto the point where it
had to conme out. "I want to know why Miullen is risking his life."

"The man," said Wndham "is a patriot--"

"No, none of that!" Porter was al nost hysterical. "That little fell ow
has no enptions at all. He just has reasons and | want to know what those

reasons are, because--"

He didn't finish the sentence. Could he say that if those reasons
applied to a little m ddl e-aged bookkeeper, they m ght apply even nore
forcibly to hinsel f?

Pol yorketes said, "He's one brave damm little fellow "

Porter got to his feet. "Listen,", he said, "he may be stuck out there.
What ever he's doing, he may not be able to finish it alone. I--1 volunteer to
go out after him™

He was shaking as he said it and he waited in fear for the sarcastic
| ash of Stuart's tongue. Stuart was staring at him probably with surprise
but Porter dared not neet his eyes to nake certain.

Stuart said, nmildly, "Let's give himanother half-hour."

Porter |ooked up, startled. There was no sneer on Stuart's face. It was
even friendly. They all |ooked friendly.



He said, "And then--"

"And then all those who do volunteer will draw straws or somethi ng
equal |y denocratic. Wio volunteers, besides Porter?"

They all raised their hands; Stuart did, too.

But Porter was happy. He had volunteered first. He was anxious for the
hal f - hour to pass.

It caught Mullen by surprise. The outer |ock flew open and the |ong,
thin, snakelike, alnost headl ess neck of a Kloro sucked out, unable to fight
t he bl ast of escaping air.

Mul  en' s cylinder flew away, alnpst tore free. After one wild nonment of
frozen panic, he fought for it, dragging it above the airstream waiting as
long as he dared to let the first fury die down as the air of the control room
thinned out, then bringing it down with force.

It caught the sinewy neck squarely, crushing it. Miullen, curled above
the I ock, alnpbst entirely protected fromthe stream raised the cylinder again
and plunging it down again striking the head, mashing the staring eyes to
liquid ruin. In the near-vacuum green blood was punping out of what was |eft
of the neck.

Miul | en dared not vomit, but he wanted to.

Wth eyes averted, he backed away, caught the outer |lock with one hand
and inmparted a whirl. For several seconds, it maintained that whirl. At the
end of the screw, the springs engaged automatically and pulled it shut.

What was |left of the atnosphere tightened it and the | aboring punps
could now begin to fill the control room once again.

Mul  en crawl ed over the mangled Kloro and into the room It was enpty.

He had barely tine to notice that when he found hinmself on his knees. He
rose with difficulty. The transition fromnon-gravity to gravity had taken him
entirely by surprise. It was Klorian gravity, too, which meant that with this
suit, he carried a fifty percent overload for his small frame. At |east,

t hough, his heavy netal clogs no | onger clung so exasperatingly to the neta
underneath. Wthin the ship, floors and wall were of cork-covered al um num
al | oy.

He circled slowy. The neckless Kloro had collapsed and lay with only an
occasional twitch to show it had once been a living organism He stepped over
it, distastefully, and drew the steamtube | ock shut.

The room had a depressing bilious cast and the lights shone
yel lowgreen. It was the Kl oro atnosphere, of course.

Miul len felt a twinge of surprise and reluctant admiration. The Kl oros
obvi ously had some way of treating materials so that they were inpervious to
the oxidizing effect of chlorine. Even the map of Earth on the wall, printed
on gl ossy pl astic-backed paper, seemed fresh and untouched. He approached,
drawn by the famliar outlines of the continents--

There was a flash of notion caught in the corner of his eyes. As quickly
as he could in his heavy suit, he turned, then screanmed. The Kl oro he had
t hought dead was rising to its feet.

Its neck hung linp, an oozing nass of tissue mash, but its arnms reached
out blindly, and the tentacles about its chest vibrated rapidly Iike
i nnurrer abl e snakes' tongues.

It was blind, of course. The destruction of its neck-stalk had deprived
it of all sensory equipnment, and partial asphyxiation had disorganized it. But
the brain remained whole and safe in the abdomen. It still lived.

Mul | en backed away. He circled, trying clunmsily and unsuccessfully to
ti ptoe, though he knew that what was left of the Kloro was al so deaf. It
bl undered on its way, struck a wall, felt to the base and began sidling al ong
it.

Mul | en cast about desperately for a weapon, found nothing. There was the
Kloro's hol ster, but he dared not reach for it. Wiy hadn't he snatched it at
the very first? Fool

The door to the control room opened. It nmade al nbst no noise. Millen
turned, quivering.



The other Kl oro entered, unharned, entire. It stood in the doorway for a
nmonent, chest-tendrils stiff and unnmoving; its neck-stalk stretched forward,
its horrible eyes flickering first at himand then at its nearly dead conrade.

And then its hand noved quickly to its side.

Mul I en, without awareness, noved as quickly in pure reflex. He stretched
out the hose of the spare oxygen-cylinder, which, since entering the contro
room he had replaced in its suit-clanp, and cracked the valve. He didn't
bot her reducing the pressure. He let it gush out unchecked so that he nearly
st agger ed under the backward push

He could see the oxygen stream It was a pale puff, billowing out amd
the chlorine-green. It caught the Kloro with one hand on the weapon's hol ster

The Kloro threw its hands up. The little beak on its head-nodul e opened
alarm ngly but noiselessly. It staggered and fell, withed for a nmonment, then
lay still. Mullen approached and pl ayed t he oxygen-stream upon its body as
t hough he were extinguishing a fire. And then he raised his heavy foot and
brought it down upon the center of the neck-stalk and crushed it on the floor

He turned to the first. It was sprawl ed, rigid.

The whol e room was pale with oxygen, enough to kill whol e I egi ons of
Kl oros, and his cylinder was enpty.

Miul | en stepped over the dead Kloro, out of the control room and al ong
the main corridor toward the prisoners' room

Reaction had set in. He was whinpering in blind, incoherent fright.

Stuart was tired. Fal se hands and all, he was at the controls of a ship
once again. Two light cruisers of Earth were on the way. For better than
twenty-four hours he had handl ed the controls virtually alone. He had
di scarded the chlorinating equi pment, rerigged the old atnospherics, |ocated
the ship's position in space, tried to plot a course, and sent out carefully
guar ded signal s--whi ch had worked.

So when the door of the control room opened, he was a little annoyed. He
was too tired to play conversational handball. Then he turned, and it was
Mul | en stepping inside.

Stuart said, "For God's sake, get back into bed, Millen!"

Miul en said, "I'mtired of sleeping, even though | never thought |I would
be a while ago."

"How do you feel ?"

"I"'mstiff all over. Especially my side." He grimaced and stared
i nvoluntarily around.

"Don't look for the Kloros," Stuart said. "W dunped the poor devils."
He shook his head. "I was sorry for them To thenselves, they' re the human
bei ngs, you know, and we're the aliens. Not that 1'd rather they'd killed you,
you under st and. "

"l understand."

Stuart turned a sidelong glance upon the little man who sat | ooking at
the map of Earth and went on, "I owe you a particul ar and personal apol ogy,
Mul len. | didn't think much of you."

"It was your privilege," said Miullen in his dry voice, There was no
feeling init.

"No, it wasn't. It is no one's privilege to despise another. It is only
a hard-won right after |ong experience."

"Have you been thinking about this?"

"Yes, all day. Maybe | can't explain. It's these hands." He held them up
before him spread out. "It was hard knowi ng that other people had hands of
their owmn. | had to hate themfor it. | always had to do ny best to
investigate and belittle their notives, point up their deficiencies, expose
their stupidities. | had to do anything that would prove to nyself that they
weren't worth envying."

Mul  en noved restlessly. "This explanation is not necessary."

"It is. It is!" Stuart felt his thoughts intently, strained to put them
into words. "For years |'ve abandoned hope of finding any decency in human
bei ngs. Then you clinbed into the CGchute."



"You had better understand,” said Miullen, "that | was notivated by
practical and selfish considerations. I will not have you present nme to nyself
as a hero."

"I wasn't intending to. I know that you would do nothing wthout a
reason. It was what your action did to the rest of us. It turned a collection
of phonies and fools into decent people. And not by magic either. They were
decent all along. It was just that they needed something to live up to and you
supplied it. And--1'"mone of them I'Il have to live up to you, too. For the
rest of ny life, probably."

Mul  en turned away unconfortably. H s hand strai ghtened his sl eeves,
which were not in the least twisted. His finger rested on the nap.

He said, "I was born in Richnmond, Virginia, you know Here it is. I'll
be going there first. Were were you born?"

"Toronto," said Stuart.

"That's right here. Not very far apart on the map, is it?"

Stuart said, "Wuld you tell ne sonething?"

"If I can.”

"Just why did you go out there?"

Mil  en" s preci se nmouth pursed. He said, dryly, "Wuldn't ny rather
prosaic reason ruin the inspirational effect?"

"Call it intellectual curiosity. Each of the rest of us had such obvious
notives. Porter was scared to death of being interned; Leblanc wanted to get
back to his sweetheart; Polyorketes wanted to kill Kl oros; and Wndham was a
patriot according to his lights. As for ne, | thought of myself as a noble
idealist, I"'mafraid. Yet in none of us was the notivation strong enough to
get us into a spacesuit and out the C chute. Then what nade you do it, you, of
all peopl e?"

"Why the phrase, 'of all people' ?"

"Don't be offended, but you seem devoid of all enotion."

"Do I?" Miullen's voice did not change. It remai ned preci se and soft, yet
somehow a tightness had entered it. "That's only training, M. Stuart, and
sel f-discipline; not nature. A small man can have no respectable emptions. Is
there anything nmore ridiculous than a man like nmyself in a state of rage? |I'm

five feet and one-half inch tall, and one hundred and two pounds in weight, if
you care for exact figures. | insist on the half inch and the two pounds.

"Can | be dignified? Proud? Draw nyself to my full height wi thout
i nduci ng laughter? Where can | neet a woman who will not dismiss nme instantly
with a giggle? Naturally, |I've had to learn to dispense with external display

of enotion.

"You tal k about deformties. No one would notice your hands or know t hey
were different, if you weren't so eager to tell people all about it the
instant you nmeet them Do you think that the eight inches of height | do not
have can be hidden? That it is not the first and, in nost cases, the only

thing about ne that a person will notice?"

Stuart was ashaned. He had i nvaded a privacy he ought not have. He said,
"I"'msorry."

" \Npy 2"

"I should not have forced you to speak of this. | should have seen for

nysel f that you--that you--"

"That | what? Tried to prove nyself? Tried to show that while | mght be
small in body, | held within it a giant's heart?"

"I would not have put it nockingly."

"Way not? It's a foolish idea, and nothing like it is the reason | did
what | did. What would | have acconplished if that's what was in nmy mnd? WII
they take me to Earth now and put me up before the tel evision caneras--
pitching themlow, of course, to catch ny face, or standing nme on a chair--
and pin nedals on nme?"

"They are quite likely to do exactly that."

"And what good would it do nme? They would say, 'Gee, and he's such a
little guy." And afterward, what? Shall | tell each man | neet, 'You know, |'m



the fell ow they decorated for incredible valor [ast nonth?" How many nedal s,
M. Stuart, do you suppose it would take to put eight inches and sixty pounds
on me?"

Stuart said, "Put that way, | see your point."

Mil | en was speaking a trifle nmore quickly now, a controlled heat had
entered his words, warming themto just a tepid roomtenperature. "There were
days when | thought | would show them the nysterious 'themi that includes al
the world. | was going to |l eave Earth and carve out worlds for myself. | would
be a new and even smaller Napoleon. So | left Earth and went to Arcturus. And
what could | do on Arcturus that | could not have done on Earth? Not hi ng.
bal ance books. So I am past the vanity, M. Stuart, of trying to stand on
tiptoe."

"Then why did you do it?"

"I left Earth when | was twenty-eight and cane to the Arcturian System
|'ve been there ever since. This trip was to be ny first vacation, ny first
visit back to Earth in all that time. | was going to stay on Earth for six
nmont hs. The Kl oros instead captured us and woul d have kept us interned
indefinitely. But I couldn't--1 couldn't let themstop nme fromtraveling to
Earth. No matter what the risk, | had to prevent their interference. It wasn't
| ove of wonman, or fear, or hate, or idealismof any sort. It was stronger than
any of those."

He stopped, and stretched out a hand as though to caress the map on the
wal | .

"M. Stuart,"” Millen asked quietly, "haven't you ever been honesick?"

The Martian Wy

From t he doorway of the short corridor between the only two, rooms in
the travel -head of the spaceship, Mario Esteban R oz watched sourly as Ted
Long adjusted the video dials painstakingly. Long tried a touch cl ockwi se,
then a touch counter. The picture was | ousy.

Ri oz knew it would stay |ousy. They were too far fromEarth and at a bad
position facing the Sun. But then Long would not be expected to know that.

Ri 0z remai ned standing in the doorway for an additional noment, head bent to
clear the upper lintel, body turned half sidewise to fit the narrow opening.
Then he jerked into the galley like a cork popping out of a bottle.

"What are you after?" he asked.

"I thought 1'd get Hilder," said Long.

Ri oz propped his runp on the corner of a table shelf. He lifted a
conical can of mlk fromthe conpani on shelf just above his head. Its point
popped under pressure. He swirled it gently as he waited for it to warm

"What for?" he said. He upended the cone and sucked noisily.

"Thought 1'd listen."

"I think it's a waste of power."

Long | ooked up, frowning. "It's customary to allow free use of persona
vi deo sets."

"Wthin reason,” retorted Rioz.

Their eyes net challengingly. R oz had the rangy body, the gaunt,
cheek-sunken face that was al nost the hall mark of the Martian Scavenger, those
Spacers who patiently haunted the space routes between Earth and Mars Pcrte
bl ue eyes were set keenly in the brown, |ined face which, in turn, stood
darkly out against the white surrounding syntho-fur that |ined the upturned
collar of his leathtic space jacket.

Long was al together paler and softer. He bore some of the marks of the
Grounder, although no second-generation Martian could be a Gounder in the
sense that Earthmen were. His own collar was thrown back and his dark brown
hair freely exposed.

"What do you call within reason?" demanded Long.

Rioz's thin lips grew thinner. He said, "Considering that we're not even



goi ng to make expenses this trip, the way it |ooks, any power drain at all is
out si de reason. "

Long said, "If we're |osing nmoney, hadn't you better get back to your
post? It's your watch."

Ri oz grunted and ran a thunb and forefinger over the stubble on his
chin. He got up and trudged to the door, his soft, heavy boots nuting the
sound of his steps. He paused to | ook at the thernostat, then turned with a
flare of fury.

"I thought it was bot. Were do you think you are?"

Long said, "Forty degrees isn't excessive."

"For you it isn't, maybe. But this is space, not a heated office at the
iron mnes." R oz swng the thernpbstat control down to minimumwth a quick
t humb novenent. "Sun's warm enough. "

"The galley isn't on Sunside."

"It'll percolate through, damm it." Ri oz stepped through the door and
Long stared after himfor a | ong nonent, then turned back to the video. He did
not turn up the thernostat.

The picture was still flickering badly, but it would have to do. Long
fol ded a chair down out of the wall. He | eaned forward waiting through the
formal announcenent, the nomentary pause before the sl ow dissolution of the
curtain, the spotlight picking out the well-known bearded figure which grew as

it was brought forward until it filled the screen.
The voice, inpressive even through the flutings and croaki ngs i nduced by
the electron storns of twenty mllions of niles, began

"Friends! My fellow citizens of Earth..."

Ri 0z' s eye caught the flash of the radio signal as he stepped into the
pil ot room For one nmonment, the palns of his hands grew clamy when it seened
to himthat it was a radar pip; but that was only his guilt speaking. He
shoul d not have left the pilot roomwhile on duty theoretically, though al
Scavengers did it. Still, it was the standard nightmare, this business of a
strike turning up during just those five m nutes when one knocked off for a
qui ck coffee because it seened certain that space was clear. And the nightnare
had been known to happen, too.

Rioz threwin the nmulti-scanner. It was a waste of power, but while he
was thinking about it, he might as well make sure.

Space was cl ear except for the far-distant echoes fromthe nei ghboring
shi ps on the scavenging |ine.

He hooked up the radio circuit, and the blond, |ong-nosed head of
Ri chard Swenson, copilot of the next ship on the Mars-ward side, filled it.

"Hey, Mario," said Swenson.

"H . What's new?"

There was a second and a fraction of pause between that and Swenson's
next coment, since the speed of electromagnetic radiation is not infinite.

"What a day |'ve had."

" Somet hi ng happened?" Ri oz asked.

"I had a strike."

"Well, good."

"Sure, if 1'd roped it in,

"What happened?”

"Dam it, | headed in the wong direction.”

Ri oz knew better than to | augh. He said, "How did you do that?"

"It wasn't ny fault. The trouble was the shell was nmoving way out of the
ecliptic. Can you imagine the stupidity of a pilot that can't work the rel ease
maneuver decently? How was | to know? | got the distance of the shell and |et
it go at that. | just assuned its orbit was in the usual trajectory famly.
Wul dn't you? | started along what | thought was a good line of intersection
and it was five minutes before | noticed the distance was still going up. The

sai d Swenson norosely.



pi ps were taking their sweet time returning. So then |I took the angul ar
projections of the thing, and it was too late to catch up with it."

"Any of the other boys getting it?"

"No. It's way out of the ecliptic and' |l keep on going forever. That's
not what bothers me so nuch. It was only an inner shell. But | hate to tel
you how many tons of propulsion | wasted getting up speed and then getting
back to station. You should have heard Canute."

Canute was Ri chard Swenson's brother and partner

"Mad, huh?" said Rioz.

"Mad? Like to have killed ne! But then we've been out five nonths now
and it's getting kind of sticky. You know "

"I know. "

"How are you doi ng, Mario?"

Ri oz made a spitting gesture. About that nuch this trip. Two shells in
the last two weeks and | had to chase each one for six hours."

"Bi g ones?"

"Are you kidding? | could have scal ed them down to Phobos by hand. This
is the worst trip |'ve ever had."

"How much | onger are you staying?"

"For my part, we can quit tonorrow. W've only been out two nonths and
it's got so |I'mchewing Long out all the tine."

There was a pause over and above the el ectronagnetic |ag.

Swenson said, "Wat's he like, anyway? Long, | nean."

Ri oz | ooked over his shoulder. He could hear the soft, crackly nmutter of
the video in the galley. "I can't make himout. He says to me about a week
after the start of the trip, 'Mario, why are you a Scavenger?' | just |ook at
hi m and say, 'To make a living. Wiy do you suppose?' | nmean, what the hel

kind of a question is that? Wiy is anyone a Scavenger ?

"Anyway, he says, 'That's not it, Mario.' He's telling ne, you see. He
says, 'You're a Scavenger because this is part of the Martian way.' "

Swenson said, "And what did he nean by that?"

Ri oz shrugged. "I never asked him Right now he's sitting in there
listening to the ultra-mcrowave fromEarth. He's listening to some G ounder
called Hilder."

"Hilder? A Grounder politician, an Assenbl yman or sonething, isn't he?"

"That's right. At least, | think that's right. Long is always doing
things like that. He brought about fifteen pounds of books with him all about
Earth. Just plain dead weight, you know. "

"Well, he's your partner. And tal king about partners, | think I'Il get
back on the job. If | miss another strike, there'll be nurder around here."

He was gone and Ri oz | eaned back. He watched the even green |ine that
was the pul se scanner. He tried the multi scanner a noment. Space was stil
clear.

He felt a little better. A bad spell is always worse if the Scavengers
all about you are pulling in shell after shell; if the shells go spiraling
down to the Phobos scrap forges with everyone's brand wel ded on except your
own. Then, too, he had nanaged to work off sonme of his resentnent toward
Long.

It was a mstake teaming up with Long. It was always a m stake to team
up with a tenderfoot. They thought what you wanted was conversation
especially Long, with his eternal theories about Mars and its great new role
in human progress. That was the way he said it--Human Progress: the Martian
Way; the New Creative Mnority. And all the tine what R oz wanted wasn't talk,
but a strike, a few shells to call their own.

At that, he hadn't any choice, really. Long was pretty well known down
on Mars and nade good pay as a mning engineer. He was a friend of
Conmi ssi oner Sankov and he'd been out on one or two short scavengi ng nissions
before. You can't turn a fellow down flat before a tryout, even though it did
| ook funny. Why should a mining engineer with a confortable job and good noney
want to nuck around in space?



Ri oz never asked Long that question. Scavenger partners are forced too
cl ose together to make curiosity desirable, or 'sonetimes even safe. But Long
tal ked so much that he answered the question

"I had to come out here, Mario," he said. "The future of Mars isn't in
the mines; it's in space."

Ri oz wondered how it would it be to try a trip alone. Everyone said it
was i npossi bl e. Even discounting | ost opportunities when one man had to go off
watch to sleep or attend to other things, it was well known that one man al one
in space woul d becone intolerably depressed in a relatively short while.

Taking a partner along made a six-month trip possible. A regular crew
woul d be better, but no Scavenger coul d nmake nmoney on a ship | arge enough to
carry one. The capital it would take in propul sion al one!

Even two didn't find it exactly fun in space. Usually you had to change
partners each trip and you could stay out |longer with sone than with others.
Look at Richard and Canute Swenson. They teamed up every five or six trips
because they were brothers. And yet whenever they did, it was a case of
constantly nounting tension and antagonismafter the first week.

Oh well. Space was clear. Rioz would feel alittle better if he went
back in the galley and snobot hed down sonme of the bickering with Long. He m ght
as well show he was an ol d space hand who took the irritations of space as
t hey cane.

He stood up, wal ked the three steps necessary to reach the short, narrow
corridor that tied together the two roons of the spaceship.

3

Once again Rioz stood in the doorway for a nmonent, watching. Long was
intent on the flickering screen

Rioz said gruffly, "lI'mshoving up the thernostat. It's all right--we
can spare the power."

Long nodded. "If you like."

Ri oz took a hesitant step forward. Space was clear, so to hell wth
sitting and | ooking at a blank, green, pipless line. He said, "Wat's the
Grounder been tal ki ng about ?"

"Hi story of space travel nmostly. Ad stuff, but he's doing it well. He's
gi ving the whol e works--color cartoons, trick photography, stills fromold
films, everything."

As if toillustrate Long's remarks, the bearded figure faded out of
view, and a cross-sectional view of a spaceship flitted onto the screen
H |l der's voice continued, pointing out features of interest that appeared in
schematic color. The conmmuni cati ons system of the ship outlined itself in red
as he tal ked about it, the storeroons, the proton nicropile drive, the
cybernetic circuits..

Then Hil der was back on the screen. "But this is only the travel -head of
the ship. What noves it? What gets it off the Earth?"

Everyone knew what noved a spaceship, but Hilder's voice was like a
drug. He made spaceship propul sion sound |like the secret of the ages, like an
ultimate revelation. Even Rioz felt a slight tingling of suspense, though he
had spent the greater part of his |life aboard ship.

H |l der went on. "Scientists call it different names. They call it the
Law of Action and Reaction. Sonetimes they call it Newton's Third Law
Sonetimes they call it Conservation of Mmentum But we don't have to call it

any name. W can just use our common sense. \Wen we swim we push water
backward and nove forward oursel ves. Wen we wal k, we push back agai nst the
ground and nove forward. \When we fly a gyro-flivver, we push air backward and
nove forward.

"Not hi ng can nmove forward unl ess sonet hing el se noves backward. It's the
old principle of 'You can'~ get sonething for nothing.,

"Now i magi ne a spaceship that wei ghs a hundred thousand tons lifting off
Earth. To do that, sonething else nmust be noved downward. Since a spaceship is



extremely heavy, a great deal of material nust be noved downward. So nuch
material, in fact, that there is no place to keep it all aboard ship. A
speci al compartment nust be built behind the ship to hold it."

Again Hil der faded out and the ship returned. It shrank and a truncated
cone appeared behind it. In bright yellow, words appeared within it: MATERI AL
TO BE THROAN AWAY.

"But now," said Hilder, "the total weight of the ship is nmuch greater
You need still nore propulsion and still nore."

The ship shrank enornously to add on another |arger shell and stil
anot her i mmense one. The ship proper, the travel-head, was a little dot on the
screen, a glow ng red dot.

Rioz said, "Hell, this is kindergarten stuff."

"Not to the people he's speaking to, Mario," replied Long. "Earth isn't

Mars. There must be billions of Earth people who' ve never even seen a
spaceshi p; don't know the first thing about it."

H | der was saying, "Wen the material inside the biggest shell is used
up, the shell is detached. It's thrown away, too."

The outernost shell cane | oose, wobbl ed about the screen

"Then the second one goes," said Hilder, "and then, if the tripis a
long one, the last is ejected.”

The ship was just a red dot now, with three shells shifting and novi ng,
| ost in space.

H | der said, "These shells represent a hundred thousand tons of
tungsten, magnesium alum num and steel. They are gone forever from Earth.
Mars is ringed by Scavengers, waiting along the routes of space travel,
waiting for the cast-off shells, netting and branding them saving themfor
Mars. Not one cent of paynment reaches Earth for them They are sal vage. They
bel ong to the ship that finds them"

Ri oz said, "W risk our investnent and our lives. If we don't pick them
up, no one gets them Wat loss is that to Earth?"

"Look," said Long, "he's been tal king about nothing but the drain that
Mars, Venus, and the Moon put on Earth. This is just another itemof |oss."

"They'll get their return. We're mining nore iron every year."

"And nmost of it goes right back into Mars. If you can believe his
figures, Earth has invested two hundred billion dollars in Mars and received
back about five billion dollars' worth of iron. It's put five hundred billion
dollars into the Moon and gotten back a little over twenty-five billion

dol lars of magnesium titanium and assorted light nmetals. It's put fifty
billion dollars into Venus and gotten back nothing. And that's what the
taxpayers of Earth are really interested--tax noney out, nothing in."

The screen was filled, as he spoke, with diagrans of the Scavengers on
the route to Mars; little, grinning caricatures of ships, reaching, out wry,
tenuous arms that groped for the tunbling, enpty shells, seizing and snaki ng
themin, branding them MARS PROPERTY in glowing letters, then scaling them
down to Phobos.

Then it was Hilder again. "They tell us eventually they will return it
all to us. Eventually! Once they are a going concern! W don't know when t hat
will be. A century fromnow? A thousand years? A mllion? 'Eventually.' Let's
take themat their word. Soneday they will give us back all our netals.
Soneday they will grow their own food, use their own power, live their own
lives.

"But one thing they can never return. Not in a hundred mllion years.
Wat er !

"Mars has only a trickle of water because it is too small. Venus has no
water at all because it is too hot. The Mon has none because it is too hot
and too small. So Earth nust supply not only drinking water and washi ng wat er
for the Spacers, water to run their industries, water for the hydroponic
factories they claimto be setting up--but even water to throwaway by the
mllions of tons.

"What is the propul sive force that spaceships use? Wiat is it they throw



out behind so that they can accel erate forward? Once it was the gases
generated from expl osi ves. That was very expensive. Then the proton mcropile
was i nvented--a cheap power source that could heat up any liquid until it was
a gas under trenendous pressure. \What is the cheapest and nost plentiful
liquid avail abl e? Wiy, water, of course.

"Each spaceship | eaves Earth carrying nearly a mllion tons--not pounds,
tons--of water, for the sole purpose of driving it into space so that it may
speed up or slow down.

"Qur ancestors burned the oil of Earth nadly and willfully. They
destroyed its coal recklessly. W despise and conderm them for that, but at
| east they had this--they thought that when the need arose, substitutes would
be found. And they were right. W have our plankton farnms and our proton
m cropil es.

"But there is no substitute for water. None! There never can be. And
when our descendants view the desert we will have nade of Earth, what excuse
will they find for us? Wien the droughts cone and grow-"

Long | eaned forward and turned off the set. He said, "That bothers ne.
The damm fool is deliberately--what's the matter?"

Ri oz had risen uneasily to his feet. "I ought to be watching the pips."

"The hell with the pips."” Long got up likew se, followed Ri oz through
the narrow corridor, and stood just inside the pilot room "If Hilder carries
this through, if he's got the guts to nake a real issue out of it--wow"

He had seen it too. The pip was a Cass A racing after the outgoing
signal like a greyhound after a mechanical rabbit.

Ri oz was babbling, "Space was clear, | tell you, clear. For Mars' sake,
Ted, don't just freeze on me. See if you can spot it visually."

Ri oz was working speedily and with an efficiency that was the result of
nearly twenty years of scavenging. He had the distance in two mnutes. Then
renenberi ng Swenson's experience, he neasured the angle of declination and the
radial velocity as well.

He yelled at Long, "Once point seven six radians. You can't mss it,
man. "

Long held his breath as he adjusted the vernier. "lIt's only half a
radian off the Sun, It'lIl only be crescent-lit."

He increased magnification as rapidly as he dared, watching for the one
"star" that changed position and grew to have a form revealing itself to be
no star.

"I"'mstarting, anyway," said Rioz. "W can't wait."

"I"ve got it. I've got it." Magnification was still too small to give it
a definite shape, but the dot Long watched was brightening and di mi ng
rhythm cally as the shell rotated and caught sunlight on cross sections of
different sizes.

"Hold on."

The first of many fine spurts of steamsquirted out of the proper vents,
leaving long trails of mcro-crystals of ice gleanming nmistily in the pale
beanms of the distant Sun. They thinned out for a hundred mles or nore. One
spurt, then another, then another, as the Scavenger ship noved out of its
stable trajectory and took up a course tangential to that of the shell

"It's moving like a conmet at perihelion!" yelled R oz. "Those dammed

Grounder pilots knock the shells off that way on purpose. 1'd like to--"
He swore his anger in a frustrated frenzy as he kicked steam backward
and backward recklessly, till the hydraulic cushioning of his chair had

sl oughed back a full foot and Long had found hinself all but unable to
maintain his grip on the guard rail

"Have a heart," he begged.

But Rioz had his eye on the pips. "If you can't take it, man, stay on
Mars!" The steam spurts continued to boomdistantly.

The radio cane to life. Long managed to | ean forward through what seened
i ke nol asses and cl osed contact. It was Swenson, eyes gl aring.

Swenson yell ed; "Where the hell are you guys going? You 'lIl be in ny



sector in ten seconds."

Ri oz said, "I'mchasing a shell

“I'n nmy sector?"

"It started in mne and you're not in position to get it. Shut off that
radi o, Ted."

The ship thundered through space, a thunder that could be heard only
within the hull. And then Rioz cut the engines in stages |arge enough to nake
Long flail forward. The sudden silence was nore ear-shattering than the noise
that had preceded it.

Rioz said, "All right. Let ne have the 'scope."

They both wat ched. The shell was a definite truncated cone now, tunbling
with slow solemity as it passed al ong anong the stars.

"It's a Cass A shell, all right," said Rioz with satisfaction

A giant among shells, he thought. It would put theminto the bl ack.

Long said, "We' ve got another pip on the scanner. | think it's Swenson
taking after us."

Ri oz scarcely gave it a glance, "He won't catch us."

The shell grew larger still, filling the visiplate

Ri 0z' s hands were on the harpoon | ever. He waited, adjusted the angle
m croscopically twi ce, played out the length allotnment. Then he yanked,
tripping the rel ease.

For a nonent, nothing happened. Then a nmetal mesh cabl e snaked out onto
the visiplate, moving toward the shell like a striking cobra. It nade contact,
but it did not hold. If it had, it would have snapped instantly |ike a cobweb
strand. The shell was turning with a rotational nmonmentum anmounting to
t housands of tons. What the cable did do was to set up a powerful magnetic
field that acted as a brake on the shell

Anot her cabl e and another lashed out. Ri oz sent themout in an al nost
heedl ess expendi ture of energy.

"I"lIl get this one! By Mars, I'll get this one!"

Wth some two dozen cabl es stretching between ship and shell, he
desisted. The shell's rotational energy, converted by breaking into heat, had
raised its tenperature to a point where its radiation could be picked up by
the ship's neters.

Long said, "Do you want nme to put our brand on?"

"Suits ne. But you don't have to if you don't want to. It's ny watch."

"I don't mind."

Long clanbered into his suit and went out the lock. It was the surest
sign of his newness to the ganme that he could count the nunmber of tinmes he had
been out in space in a suit. This was the fifth tine.

He went out along the nearest cable, hand over hand, feeling the
vi bration of the mesh against the netal of his mitten

He burned their serial nunber in the snooth nmetal of the shell. There
was nothing to oxidize the steel in the enptiness of space. It sinply nelted
and vaporized, condensing sone feet away fromthe energy beam turning the
surface it touched into gray, powdery dull ness.

Long swung back toward the ship.

I nside again, he took off his helnet, white and thick with frost that
col l ected as soon as he had entered.

The first thing he heard was Swenson's voice coning over the radio in
this al most unrecogni zable rage; "...straight to the Conm ssioner. Dam it,
there are rules to this gane!"

Ri oz sat back, unbothered. "Look, it hit ny sector. | was late spotting
it and | chased it into yours. You couldn't have gotten it with Mars for a
backstop. That's all there is to it--you back, Long?"

He cut contact.

The signal button raged at him but he paid no attention

"He's going to the Conmi ssioner?" Long asked.

"Not a chance. He just goes on |like that because it breaks the nonotony.
He doesn't nean anything by it. He knows it's our shell. And how do you like



that hunk of stuff, Ted?"

"Pretty good."

"Pretty good? It's terrific! Hold on. I'msetting it sw nging."

The side jets spat steamand the ship started a slow rotati on about the
shell. The shell followed it. In thirty mnutes, they were a gigantic bolo
spinning in enptiness. Long checked the Epheneris for the position of Deinos.

At a precisely calcul ated nmoment, the cables rel eased their magnetic
field and the shell went streaking off tangentially in a trajectory that
would, in a day or so, bring it within pronging distance of the shell stores
on the Martian satellite.

Ri oz watched it go. He felt good. He turned to Long. "This is one fine
day for us."

"\What about Hilder's speech?" asked Long.

"What ? Who? Ch, that. Listen, if | had to worry about every thing sone

dammed Grounder said, |'d never get any sleep. Forget it."

"I don't think we should forget it."

"You're nuts. Don't bother me about it, will you? Get some sleep
instead."
4

Ted Long found the breadth and height of the city's nmain thoroughfare
exhilarating. It had been two nonths since the Comni ssioner had declared a
nor at ori um on scavengi ng and had pulled all ships out of space, but this
feeling of a stretched-out vista had not stopped thrilling Long. Even the
t hought that the noratoriumwas call ed pending a decision on the part of Earth
to enforce its new insistence on water econony, by deciding upon a ration
limt for scavenging, did not cast himentirely down.

The roof of the avenue was painted a |um nous |ight blue, perhaps as an
ol d-fashioned inmtation of Earth's sky. Ted wasn't sure. The walls were lit
with the store windows that pierced it.

Of in the distance, over the humof traffic and the sloughi ng noi se of
peopl e's feet passing him he could hear the intermttent blasting as new
channel s were being bored into Mars' crust. Al his life he remenbered such
bl astings. The ground he wal ked on had been part of solid, unbroken rock when
he was born. The city was growi ng and woul d keep on grow ng--if Earth woul d
only let it.

He turned off at a cross street, narrower, not quite as brilliantly lit,
shop wi ndows giving way to apartment houses, each with its row of lights al ong
the front facade. Shoppers and traffic gave way to sl ower-paced individuals
and to squalling youngsters who had as yet evaded the maternal sumons to the
eveni ng neal

At the last minute, Long renenbered the social anenities and stopped off
at a corner water store.

He passed over his canteen. "Fill 'er up."

The plunmp storekeeper unscrewed the cap, cocked an eye into the opening.
He shook it a little and let it gurgle. "Not much left," he said cheerfully.

"No," agreed Long.

The storekeeper trickled water in, holding the neck of the canteen close
to the hose tip to avoid spillage. The vol ume gauge whirred. He screwed the
cap back on.

Long passed over the coins and took his canteen. It clanked against his
hip now with a pleasing heaviness. It would never do to visit a famly w thout
a full canteen. Anong the boys, it didn't matter. Not as much, anyway.

He entered the hallway of No. 27, clinbed a short flight of stairs, and
paused with his thunb on the signal

The sound of voices could be heard quite plainly.

One was a wonan's voi ce, somewhat shrill. "It's all right for you to
have your Scavenger friends here, isn't it? |I'm supposed to be thankful you
manage to get hone two nmonths a year. Oh, it's quite enough that you spend a



day or two with me. After that, it's the Scavengers again.

"I"ve been home for a long tinme now," said a male voice, "and this is
busi ness. For Mars' sake, let up, Dora. They'll be here soon."

Long decided to wait a nmonent before signaling. It mght give thema
chance to hit a nore neutral topic.

"What do | care if they cone?" retorted Dora. "Let themhear ne. And 1'd
just as soon the Conmi ssioner kept the nmoratoriumon pernmanently. You hear
ne?"

"And what would we live on?" cane the male voice hotly. "You tell ne
that."

"I"ll tell you. You can make a decent, honorable living right here on
Mars, just like everybody else. I"'mthe only one in this apartnent house
that's a Scavenger widow. That's what | am-a widow. |'mworse than a w dow,
because if | were a widow, |I'd at | east have a chance to marry someone
el se--what did you say?"

"Not hi ng. Nothing at all."

"Ch, | know what you said. Now |listen here, Dick Swenson--"

"I only said," cried Swenson, "that now | know why Scavengers usually
don't marry."

"You shouldn't have either. I'"'mtired of having every person in the
nei ghbor hood pity ne and smrk and ask when you're com ng home. O her people
can be mning engineers and adm ni strators and even tunnel borers. At |east
tunnel borers' w ves have a decent honme life and their children don't grow up
i ke vagabonds. Peter mght as well not have a father--"

A thin boy-soprano voice made its way through the door. It was sonewhat
nore di stant, as though it were in another room "Hey, Mom what's a
vagabond?"

Dora's voice rose a notch. "Peter! You keep your nind on your
hormewor k. "

Swenson said in a lowvoice, "lIt's not right to talk this way in front
of the kid. What kind of notions will he get about ne?"

"Stay home then and teach himbetter notions."

Peter's voice called out again. "Hey, Mom |'mgoing to be a Scavenger

when | grow up."

Foot st eps sounded rapidly. There was a nonentary hiatus in the sounds,
then a piercing, "Mom Hey, Moml Leggo my ear! Wiat did | do?" and a snuffling
si | ence.

Long seized the chance. He worked the signal vigorously.

Swenson opened the door, brushing down his hair with both hands.

"Hello, Ted," he said in a subdued voice. Then loudly, "Ted's here,

Dora. Were's Mario, Ted?"

Long said, "He'll be here in a while."

Dora canme bustling out of the next room a small, dark wonan with a
pi nched nose, and hair, just beginning to show touches of gray, conbed off the
f or ehead.

"Hell o, Ted. Have you eaten?"

"Quite well, thanks. | haven't interrupted you, have |?"

"Not at all. We finished ages ago. Wuld you |ike sonme coffee?"

"I think so." Ted unslung his canteen and offered it.

"Ch, goodness, that's all right. W' ve plenty of water."

"l insist."”

"Well then--"

Back into the kitchen she went. Through the swi ngi ng door, Long caught a
glinpse of dishes sitting in Secoterg, the "waterless cl eaner that soaks up
and absorbs grease and dirt in a twi nkling. One ounce of water will rinse
ei ght square feet of dish surface clean as clean. Buy Secoterg. Secoterg just
cleans it right, makes your dishes shiny bright, does away w th water
wast e- - "

The tune started whining through his mnd and Long crushed it with
speech. He said, "How s Pete?"



"Fine, fine. The kid' s in the fourth grade now. You know | don't get to
see himnuch. Well sir, when | canme back last tine, he | ooked at ne and
said..."

It went on for a while and wasn't too bad as bright sayings of bright
children as told by dull parents go.

The door signal burped and Mario Ri oz canme in, frowning and red.

Swenson stepped to himquickly. "Listen, don't say anything about
shell -snaring. Dora still renmenbers the time you fingered a Cass A shell out
of nmy territory and she's in one of her mpbods now "

"Who the hell wants to tal k about shells?" R oz slung off a fur-1lined
jacket, threw it over the back of the chair and sat down.

Dora cane through the sw ngi ng door, viewed the newconmer with a
synthetic smle, and said, "Hello, Mario. Coffee for you, too?"

"Yeah," he said, reaching automatically for his canteen

"Just use sone nore of ny water, Dora," said Long quickly. "He'll owe it
"Yeah," said Rioz.

"What's wrong, Mario?" asked Long.

Ri oz said heavily, "Go on. Say you told ne so. A year ago when Hil der
made that speech, you told ne so. Say it."

Long shrugged. Ri oz said, "They've set up the quota. Fifteen minutes ago
the news cane out."

"Vl | 2"

"Fifty thousand tons of water per trip."

"What ?" yell ed Swenson, burning. "You can't get off Mars with fifty
t housand! "

"That's the figure. It's a deliberate piece of gutting. No nore
scavengi ng. "

Dora canme out with the coffee and set it down all around.

"What's all this about no nore scavengi ng?" She sat down very firmy and
Swenson | ooked hel pl ess.

"It seens,"” said Long, "that they're rationing us at fifty thousand tons
and that nmeans we can't make any nore trips."

"Well, what of it?" Dora sipped her coffee and smiled gaily. "If you
want ny opinion, it's a good thing. It's tine all you Scavengers found
yourselves a nice, steady job here on Mars. | nean it. It's no life to be
running all over space--"

"Pl ease, Dora," said Swenson.

Ri oz canme close to a snort.

to ne.

Dora rai sed her eyebrows. "I'mjust giving ny opinions."
Long said, "Please feel free to do so. But | would like to say
something. Fifty thousand is just a detail. W know that Earth--or at |east

Hlder's party--wants to make political capital out of a canpaign for water
econony, so we're in a bad hole. W' ve got to get water sonehow or they'l
shut us down al together, right?"

"Well, sure,"” said Swenson. "But the question is how, right?"

"If it's only getting water," said Rioz in a sudden gush of words,
"there's only one thing to do and you know it. If the Grounders won't give us
water, we'll take it. The water doesn't belong to themjust because their
fathers and grandfathers were too dammed sick-yellow ever to |l eave their fat
pl anet. Water belongs to people wherever they are. W' re people and the
water's ours, too. W have a right to it."

"How do you propose taking it?" asked Long.

"Easy! They've got oceans of water on Earth. They can't post a guard
over every square nile. W can sink down on the night side of the planet any

time we want, fill our shells, then get away. How can they stop us?"
"I'n half a dozen ways, Mario. How do you spot shells in space up to
di stances of a hundred thousand mles? One thin nmetal shell in all that space.

How? By radar. Do you think there's no radar on Earth? Do you think that if
Earth ever gets the notion we're engaged in waterlegging, it won't be sinple



for themto set up a radar network to spot ships coming in from space?"

Dora broke in indignantly. "I'll tell you one thing, Mario Rioz. My
husband isn't going to be part of any raid to get water to keep up his
scavenging with."

"It isn't just scavenging," said Mario. "Next they'll be cutting down on
everything el se. W' ve got to stop them now. "

"But we don't need their water, anyway," said Dora. "W're not the Mon
or Venus. W pi pe enough water down fromthe polar caps for all we need. W
have a water tap right in this apartment. There's one in every apartnment on
this bl ock."

Long said, "Hone use is the smallest part of it. The mines use water.
And what do we do about the hydroponic tanks?"

"That's right," said Swenson. "Wat about the hydroponic tanks, Dora?
They' ve got to have water and it's about time we arranged to grow our own
fresh food instead of having to live on the condensed crud they ship us from
Earth."

"Listen to him" said Dora scornfully. "Wat do you know about fresh
food? You've never eaten any."

"I"ve eaten nore than you think. Do you renenber those carrots | picked
up once?"

"Well, what was so wonderful about then? If you ask me, good baked
protoneal is nuch better. And healthier, too. It just seems to be the fashion
now to be tal king fresh vegetabl es because they're increasing taxes for these
hydr oponi cs. Besides, all this will blow over."

Long said, "I don't think so. Not by itself, anyway. Hilder wll
probably be the next Coordinator, and then things may really get bad. If they
cut down on food shipnents, too--"

"Well, then," shouted Rioz, "what do we do? | still say take it! Take
the water!"

"And | say we can't do that, Mario. Don't you see that what you 're
suggesting is the Earth way, the G ounder way? You're trying to hold on to the
unmbilical cord that ties Mars to Earth. Can't you get away fromthat? Can't
you see the Martian way?"

"No, | can't. Suppose you tell ne."

"I will, if you'll listen. Wien we think about the Solar System what do
we think about? Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mon, Mars, Phobos, and Deinos. There
you are--seven bodies, that's all. But that doesn't represent one percent of

the Sol ar System We Martians are right at the edge of the other ninety-nine
percent. Qut there, farther fromthe Sun, there's unbelievabl e anounts of
wat er!"

The ot hers stared.

Swenson said uncertainly, "You nean the layers of ice on Jupiter and
Sat ur n?"

"Not that specifically, but it is water, you'll admt. A
t housand-mile-thick |ayer of water is a |lot of water."

"But it's all covered up with |layers of ammonia or--or sonmething, isn't
it?" asked Swenson. "Besides, we can't land on the nmjor planets."

"I know that," said Long, "but | haven't said that was the answer. The
maj or planets aren't the only objects out there. Wiat about the asteroids and
the satellites? Vesta is a two-hundred-nil e-di aneter asteroid that's hardly
nore than a chunk of ice. One of the noons of Saturn is nostly ice. How about
t hat ?"

Ri oz said, "Haven't you ever been in space, Ted?"

"You know I have. Why do you ask?"

"Sure, | know you have, but you still talk like a G ounder. Have you
t hought of the distances involved? The average asteroid is a hundred twenty
mllion mles fromMars at the closest. That's tw ce the Venus-Mars hop and
you know that hardly any liners do even that in one junp. They usually stop
off at Earth or the Mbon. After all, how long do you expect anyone to stay in
space, man?"



"I don't know. What's your limt?"

"You know the limt. You don't have to ask nme. It's six nonths. That's
handbook data. After six nmonths, if you're still in space, you're
psychot herapy neat. Right, Dick?"

Swenson nodded.

"And that's just the asteroids,”" Rioz went on. "From Mars to Jupiter is
three hundred thirty mllion mles, and to Saturn it's seven hundred mllion
How can anyone handl e that kind of distance? Suppose you hit standard velocity
or, to nake it even, say you get up to a good two hundred kil omnmiles an hour
It would take you--let's see, allowing tine for acceleration and
decel erati on--about six or seven nonths to get to Jupiter and nearly a year to
get to Saturn. O course, you could hike the speed to a mllion miles an hour
theoretically, but where would you get the water to do that?"

"Cee," said a snall voice attached to a snmutty nose and round eyes,
"Saturn!"

Dora whirled in her chair. "Peter, march right back into your room"

"Aw, M."

"Don't 'Aw Ma' ne." She began to get out of the chair, and Peter
scuttl ed away.

Swenson said, "Say, Dora, why don't you keep him company for a while?
It's hard to keep his nmind on honework if we're all out here talking."

Dora sniffed obstinately and stayed put, "I'Il sit right here until |
find out what Ted Long is thinking of. I tell you right now!l don't like the
sound of it."

Swenson said nervously, "Well, never mnd Jupiter and Saturn. |'m sure

Ted isn't figuring on that. But what about Vesta? We could rmake it in ten or
twel ve weeks there and the sanme back. And two hundred niles in dianeter
That's four mllion cubic miles of ice!"

"So what?" said Rioz. "What do we do on Vesta? Quarry the ice? Set up
m ni ng machi nery? Say, do you know how |l ong that woul d take?"

Long said, "I'mtalking about Saturn, not Vesta."

Ri oz addressed an unseen audience. "I tell himseven hundred million
mles and he keeps on tal king."

"Al'l right," said Long, "suppose you tell nme how you know we can only
stay in spa";:e six nonths, Mrio?"

"It's common know edge, dam it."

"Because it's in the Handbook of Space Flight. It's data conpil ed by
Earth scientists fromexperience with Earth pilots and spacenen. You're stil
t hi nki ng Grounder style. You won't think the Martian way."

"A Martian nmay be a Martian, but he's still a man."

"But how can you be so blind? How nmany times have you fell ows been out
for over six nonths w thout a break?"

Rioz said, "That's different."

"Because you're Martians? Because you're professional Scavengers?"

"No. Because we're not on a flight. W can put back for Mars any time we
want to."

"But you don't want to. That's ny point. Earthmen have trenendous ships
with libraries of films, with a crew of fifteen plus passengers. Still, they
can only stay out six nonths maxi mum Martian Scavengers have a two-room ship
with only one partner. But we can stick it out nore than six nonths."

Dora said, "l suppose you want to stay in a ship for a year and go to
Saturn."

"Why not, Dora?" said Long. "W can do it. Don't you see we can?

Eart hnmen can't. They've got a real world. They've got open sky and fresh food,
all the air and water they want. Getting into a ship is a terrible change for
them Mre than six nonths is too much for themfor that very reason. Martians
are been living on a ship our entire |ives.

"That's all Mars is--a ship. It's just a big ship forty-five hundred
mles across with one tiny roomin it occupied by fifty thousand people. It's
closed in like a ship. W breathe packaged air and drink packaged water, which



we repurify over and over. W eat the sane food rations we eat aboard ship.
When we get into a ship, it's the sanme thing we've known all our lives. W can
stand it for a lot nmore than a year if we have to."

Dora said, "Dick, too?"

"We all can.”

"Well, Dick can't. It's all very well for you, Ted Long, and this shel
stealer here, this Mario, to talk about jaunting off for a year. You're not
married. Dick is. He has a wife and he has a child and that's enough for him
He can just get a regular job right here on Mars. Wy, my goodness, suppose
you go to Saturn and find there's no water there. How ||l you get back? Even if
you had water left, you'd be out of food. It's the nost ridiculous thing
ever heard of."

"No. Now listen," said Long tightly. "I've thought this thing out. |'ve
tal ked to Conmi ssioner Sankov and he'll help. But we've got to have ships and
men. | can't get them The nen won't listen to me. I'mgreen. You two are
known and respected. You're veterans. If you back me, even if you don't go
yourselves, if you'll just help ne sell this thing to the rest, get
vol unt eers--"

"First," said Rioz grumpily, "you'll have to do a | ot nore explaining.

Once we get to Saturn, where's the water?"
"That's the beauty of it," said Long. "That's why it's got to be Saturn.
The water there is just floating around in space for the taking."

5

When Ham sh Sankov had cone to Mars, there was no such thing as a native
Martian. Now there were two-hundred-odd babi es whose grandfathers had been
born on Mars--native in the third generation

When he had cone as a boy in his teens, Mars had been scarcely nore than
a huddl e of grounded spaceshi ps connected by seal ed under ground tunnels.
Through the years, he had seen buil dings grow and burrow wi dely, thrusting
bl unt snouts up into the thin, unbreathabl e atnosphere. He had seen huge
storage depots spring up into which spaceships and their |oads could be
swal | owed whol e. He had seen the m nes grow fromnothing to a huge gouge in
the Martian crust, while the population of Mars grew fromfifty to fifty
t housand.

It nade himfeel old, these |ong nmenories--they and the even di rmmer
menories induced by the presence of this Earthman before him His visitor
brought up those long-forgotten scraps of thought about a soft-warmworld that
was as kind and gentle to mankind as the nother's wonb.

The Earthman seened fresh fromthat wonb. Not very tall, not very |ean
in fact, distinctly plunp. Dark hair with a neat little wave in it, a neat
little nustache, and neatly scrubbed skin. His clothing was right in style and
as fresh and neatly turned as plastek coul d be.

Sankov's own cl othes were of Martian manufacture, serviceable and clean
but many years behind the times. H s face was craggy and lined, his hair was
pure white, and his Adam s appl e wobbl ed when he tal ked.

The Earthman was Myron Digby, nenber of Earth's CGeneral Assenbly. Sankov
was Martian Conmi ssioner.

Sankov said, "This all hits us hard, Assenblynman."

"It's hit nost of us hard, too, Commi ssioner."

"Uh- huh. Can't honestly say then that | can make it out. O course, you
understand, | don't make out that | can understand Earth ways, for all that |
was born there. Mars is a hard place to live, Assenblyman, and you have to
understand that. It takes a |l ot of shipping space just to bring us food,
water, and raw materials so we can live. There's not nuch roomleft for books
and news filns. Even video programs can't reach Mars, except for about a nmonth
when Earth is in conjunction, and even then nobody has rmuch tine to listen

"My office gets a weekly summary filmfrom Pl anetary Press. Cenerally,
don't have time to pay attention to it. Maybe you'd call us provincial, and



you' d be right. Wen sonething like this happens, all we can do is kind of
hel pl essly | ook at each other."

Di gby said slowy, "You can't nean that your people on Mars haven't
heard of Hilder's anti-Wster canpaign.”

"No, can't exactly say that. There's a young Scavenger, son of a good
friend of mne who died in space"--Sankov scratched the side of his neck
doubt ful ly--"who makes a hobby out of reading up on Earth history and things
like that. He catches video broadcasts when he's out in space and he |istened
to this man Hilder. Near as | can nake out that was the first talk Hilder nade
about Wasters.

"The young fellow cane to ne with that. Naturally, | didn't take him
very serious. | kept an eye on the Planetary Press filns for a while after
that, but there wasn't nuch mention of Hilder and what there was made hi m out
to l ook pretty funny."

"Yes, Commi ssioner," said Digby, "it all seened quite a joke when it
started.”

Sankov stretched out a pair of long legs to one side of his desk and
crossed themat the ankles. "Seenms to nme it's still pretty much of a joke.

What's his argument? We're using up water. Has he tried | ooking at sone
figures? | got themall here. Had them brought to me when this conmittee
arrived.

"Seens that Earth has four hundred million cubic mles of water inits
oceans and each cubic mle weighs four and a half billion tons. That's a | ot
of water. Now we use sone of that heap in space flight. Mdst of the thrust is
inside Earth's gravitational field, and that neans the water thrown out finds
its way back to the oceans. Hilder doesn't figure that in. Wen he says a
mllion tons of water is used up per flight, he's aliar. It's less than a
hundred thousand tons.

"Suppose, now, we have fifty thousand flights a year. W don't, of
course; not even fifteen hundred. But let's say there are fifty thousand.
figure there's going to be considerabl e expansion as tine goes on. Wth fifty
t housand flights, one cubic nile of water would be |lost to space each year
That means that in a mllion years, Earth would | ose one quarter of one
percent of its total water supply!"

Di gby spread his hands, palns upward, and let them drop. " Conmi ssioner
Interplanetary Al oys has used figures like that in their canpai gn against
H | der, but you can't fight a trenendous, enotion-filled drive with cold
mat hematics. This man Hilder has invented a name, 'Wasters.' Slowy he has
built this nane up into a gigantic conspiracy; a gang of brutal
profit-seeking wetches raping Earth for their own i mmedi ate benefit.

"He has accused the governnent of being riddled with them the Assenbly
of being dominated by them the press of being owned by them None of this,
unfortunately, seens ridiculous to the average man. He knows all too well what
selfish men can do to Earth's resources. He knows what happened to Earth's oi
during the Time of Troubles, for instance, and the way topsoil was ruined.

"When a farmer experiences a drought, he doesn't care that the ampunt of
water lost in space flight isn't a droplet in a fog as far as Earth's overal
wat er supply is concerned. Hilder has given himsomething to blane and that's
t he strongest possible consolation for disaster. He isn't going to give that
up for a diet of figures.”

Sankov said, "That's where | get puzzled. Maybe it's because | don't
know how t hi ngs work on Earth, but it seens to ne that there aren't just
droughty farners there. As near as | could rmake out fromthe news summari es,
these Hil der people are a minority. Wiy is it Earth goes along with a few
farmers and sone crackpots that, egg them on?"

"Because, Conmi ssioner, there are such things as worried human bei ngs.
The steel industry sees that an era of space flight will stress increasingly
the Iight, nonferrous alloys. The various niners' unions worry about
extraterrestrial conpetition. Any Earthnman who can't get alumnumto build a
prefab is certain that it is because the alumnumis going to Mars. | know a



prof essor of archaeol ogy who's an anti-WAster because he can't get a
government grant to cover his excavations. He's convinced that all government
nmoney is going into rocketry research and space nedicine and he resents it."

Sankov said, "That doesn't sound like Earth people are nuch different
fromus here on Mars. But what about the General Assenbly? Why do they have to
go along with Hil der?"

Di gby smiled sourly. "Politics isn't pleasant to explain. Hilder
introduced this bill to set up a conmittee to investigate waste in space
flight. Maybe three-fourths or nore of the General Assenbly was agai nst such
an investigation as an intol erable and usel ess extensi on of bureaucracy--which
it is. But then how could any |egislator be against a mere investigation of
waste? It would sound as though he had sonmething to fear or to conceal. It
woul d sound as though he were hinself profiting fromwaste. Hlder is not in
the | east afraid of making such accusations, and whether true or not, they
woul d be a powerful factor with the voters in the next election. The bil
passed.

"And then there cane the question of appointing the menbers of the
conmittee. Those who were against Hilder shied away from nmenbership, which
woul d have neant decisions that would be continually enbarrassing. Remaining
on the side lines would make that one that nmuch less a target for Hilder. The
result is that | amthe only nenber of the conmttee who i s outspokenly
anti-H lder and it may cost ne reelection.”

Sankov said, "lI'd be sorry to hear that, Assenblyman. It |ooks as though
Mars didn't have as many friends as we thought we had. W wouldn't like to
| ose one. But if Hilder wins out, what's he after, anyway?"

"I should think," said D gby, "that that is obvious. He wants to be the
next d obal Coordinator."

"Think he'll make it?"

"I'f nothing happens to stop him he will."

"And then what? WII he drop this Waster canpai gn then?"

"I can't say. | don't know if he's laid his plans past the Co-ordinacy.
Still, if you want ny guess, he couldn't abandon the canpaign and naintain his
popul arity. It's gotten out of hand."

Sankov scratched the side of his neck. "All right. In that case, |'ll
ask you for sonme advice. What can we fol ks on Mars do? You know Earth. You
know the situation. W don't. Tell us what to do."

Di gby rose and stepped to the wi ndow. He | ooked out upon the | ow dones
of other buildings; red, rocky, conpletely desolate plain in between; a purple
sky and a shrunken sun

He said, without turning, "Do you people really like it on Mars?"

Sankov smiled. "Mst of us don't exactly know any other world,

Assenbl yman. Seens to ne Earth woul d be sonet hing queer and unconfortable to
them'

"But woul dn't Martians get used to it? Earth isn't hard to take after
this. Wuldn't your people learn to enjoy the privilege of breathing air under
an open sky? You once lived on Earth. You remenber what it was like."

"I sort of remenber. Still, it doesn't seemto be easy to explain. Earth
is just there. It fits people and people fit it. People take Earth the way
they find it. Mars is different. It's sort of raw and doesn't fit people.
Peopl e got to make sonmething out of it. They got to build a world, and not
take what they find. Mars isn't rmuch yet, but we're building, and when we're
finished, we're going to have just what we like. It's sort of a great feeling
to know you're building a world. Earth would be kind of unexciting after
that."

The Assenbl yman said, "Surely the ordinary Martian isn't such a
phi | osopher that he's content to live this terribly hard life for the. sake of
a future that nmust be hundreds of generations away."

"No-o0, not just like that." Sankov put his right ankle on his left knee
and cradled it as he spoke. "Like | said, Martians are a lot |ike Earthnen,
whi ch nmeans they're sort of human bei ngs, and hunman beings don't go in for



phi | osophy much. Just the sanme, there's sonething to living in a grow ng
wor | d, whether you think about it rmuch or not.

"My father used to send nme letters when | first cane to Mars. He was an
accountant and he just sort of stayed an accountant. Earth wasn't nuch
different when he died fromwhat it was when he was born. He didn't see
anyt hi ng happen. Every day was |ike every other day, and living was just a way
of passing tinme until he died,

"On Mars, it's different. Every day there's sonething new-the city's
bi gger, the ventilation system gets another kick, the water lines fromthe
pol es get slicked up. Right now, we're planning to set up a news-film
associ ation of our own. We're going to call it Mars Press. If you haven't
lived when things are growing all about you, you'll never understand how
wonderful it feels.

"No, Assenblyman, Mars is hard and tough and Earth is a lot nore
confortable, but seens to ne if you take our boys to Earth, they'll be
unhappy. They probably woul dn't be able to figure out why, nost of them but
they'd feel lost; lost and useless. Seens to nme lots of them would never make
t he adj ustnent."”

Di gby turned away fromthe wi ndow and the snooth, pink skin of his

forehead was creased into a frown. "In that case, Conmi ssioner, | amsorry for
you. For all of you."
n \N]y?ll

"Because | don't think there's anything your people on Mars can do. O
t he people on the Moon or Venus. It won't happen now, maybe it won't happen
for a year or two, or even for five years. But pretty soon you'll all have to
cone back to Earth, unless--"

Sankov's white eyebrows bent |ow over his eyes. "Well?"

"Unl ess you can find another source of water besides the planet Earth."

Sankov shook his head. "Don't seemlikely, does it?"

"Not very."

"And except for that, seenms to you there's no chance?"

"None at all."

Di gby said that and left, and Sankov stared for a long tine at nothing
bef ore he punched a conbination of the |ocal comuniline.

After a while, Ted Long | ooked out at him

Sankov said, "You were right, son. There's nothing they can do. Even the
ones that nean well see no way out. How did you know?"

"Comm ssioner," said Long, "when you've read all you can about the Tine
of Troubles, particularly about the twentieth century, nothing political can
cone as a real surprise.”

"Well, maybe. Anyway, son, Assenblyman Digby is sorry for us, quite a
pi ece sorry, you might say, but that's all. He says we'll have to | eave
Mars--or el se get water somewhere else. Only he thinks that we can't get water
sonewhere el se.”

"You know we can, don't you, Conm ssioner?"

"I know we might, son. It's a terrible risk."

"I'f I find enough volunteers, the risk is our business.

"How is it going?"

"Not bad. Sone of the boys are on ny side right now | talked Mario R oz
intoit, for instance, and you know he's one of the best."

"That's just it--the volunteers will be the best men we have. | hate to
allowit."

"I'f we get back, it will be worth it."

"If! It's a big word, son."

"And a big thing we're trying to do."

"Well, | gave ny word that if there was no help on Earth, I'll see that
t he Phobos water hole lets you have all the water you'll need. Good |uck."
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Half a million niles above Saturn, Mario Ri oz was cradl ed on nothing and
sl eep was delicious. He came out of it slowy and for a while, alone in his
suit, he counted the stars and traced lines fromone to another

At first, as the weeks flew past, it was scavenging all over again,
except for the gnawing feeling that every ninute meant an additional nunber of
t housands of nmiles away fromall humanity. That made it worse.

They had ai med high to pass out of the ecliptic while noving through the
Asteroid Belt. That had used up water and had probably been unnecessary.

Al t hough tens of thousands of worldlets |ook as thick as vermin in

t wo- di nensi onal projection upon a photographic plate, they are neverthel ess
scattered so thinly through the quadrillions of cubic mles that make up their
congl orerate orbit that only the nost ridicul ous of coincidences would have

br ought about a collision

Still, they passed over the Belt and soneone cal cul ated the chances of
collision with a fragment of matter |arge enough to do damage. The val ue was
so low, so inpossibly low, that it was perhaps inevitable that the notion of
the "space-float" should occur to soneone.

The days were | ong and many, space was enpty, only one man was needed at
the controls at anyone tine. The thought was a natural

First, it was a particularly daring one who ventured out for fifteen
m nutes or so. Then another who tried half an hour. Eventually, before the
asteroids were entirely behind, each ship regularly had its off-watch nmenber
suspended in space at the end of a cable.

It was easy enough. The cable, one of those intended for operations at
t he conclusion of their journey, was magnetically attached at both ends, one
to the space suit to start with. Then you cl anbered out the | ock onto the
ship's hull and attached the other end there. You paused awhile, clinging to
the nmetal skin by the el ectromagnets in your boots. Then you neutralized those
and made the slightest nuscular effort.

Slowy, ever so slowy, you lifted fromthe ship and even nore slowy
the ship's larger mass noved an equival ently shorter di stance downward. You
floated incredibly, weightlessly, in solid, speckled black. Wen the ship had
noved far enough away from you, your gauntleted hand, which kept touch upon
the cable, tightened its grip slightly. Too tightly, and you woul d begin
nmovi ng back toward the ship and it toward you. Just tightly enough, and
friction would halt you. Because your notion was equivalent to that of the
ship, it seenmed as notionl ess bel ow you as though it had been pai nted agai nst
an inpossi bl e background while the cable between you hung in coils that had no
reason to straighten out.

It was a half-ship to your eye. One half was lit by the light of the
feebl e Sun, which was still too bright to | ook at directly w thout the heavy
protection of the polarized space-suit visor. The other half was black on
bl ack, invisible.

Space closed in and it was like sleep. Your suit was warm it renewed
its air automatically, it had food and drink in special containers from which
it could be sucked with a mnimal motion of the head, it took care of wastes

appropriately. Mst of all, nore than anything el se, there was the delightful
euphoria of wei ghtl essness.
You never felt so well in your life. The days stopped being too |ong,

they weren't |ong enough, and there weren't enough of them

They had passed Jupiter's orbit at a spot sone thirty degrees fromits
then position. For nmonths, it was the brightest object in the sky, always
excepting the glowing white pea that was the Sun. At its brightest, sonme of
t he Scavengers insisted they could make out Jupiter as a tiny sphere, one side
squashed out of true by the night shadow

Then over a period of additional nonths it faded, while another dot of
light grewuntil it was brighter than Jupiter. It was Saturn, first as a dot
of brilliance, then as an oval, glow ng splotch

("Why oval ?" soneone asked, and after a while, someone else said, "the
rings, of course,” and it was obvious.)



Everyone space-floated at all possible tinmes toward the end, watching
Saturn incessantly.

("Hey, you jerk, come on back in, damm it. You're on duty." "Who's on
duty? I've got fifteen mnutes nore by ny watch." "You set your watch back
Besi des, | gave you twenty m nutes yesterday." "You wouldn't give two ninutes
to your grandnother." "Cone on in, dam it, or |I'm com ng out anyway." "Al
right, I"'mconmng. Holy how ers, what a racket over a |lousy mnute." But no
quarrel could possibly be serious, not in space. It felt too good. )

Saturn grew until at last it rivaled and then surpassed the Sun. The
rings, set at a broad angle to their trajectory of approach, swept grandly
about the planet, only a small portion being eclipsed. Then, as they
approached, the span of the rings grew still w der, yet narrower as the angle
of approach constantly decreased.

The | arger nmoons showed up in the surrounding sky |Iike serene
fireflies.

Mario Ri oz was gl ad he was awake so that he coul d watch again.

Saturn filled half the sky, streaked with orange, the night shadow
cutting it fuzzily nearly one quarter of the way in fromthe right. Two round
little dots in the brightness were shadows of two of the nmoons. To the |eft
and behind him (he could | ook over his left shoulder to see, and as he did so,
the rest of his body inched slightly to the right to conserve angul ar
monentum) was the white di anond of the Sun.

Most of all he liked to watch the rings. At the left, they energed from
behi nd Saturn, a tight, bright triple band of orange light. At the right,

t hei r begi nnings were hidden in the night shadow, but showed up cl oser and
broader. They w dened as they cane, like the flare of a horn, grow ng hazier
as they approached, until, while the eye foll owed them they seenmed to fil
the sky and | ose thensel ves.

Fromthe position of the Scavenger fleet just inside the outer rim of
the outernost ring, the rings broke up and assunmed their true identity as a
phenonenal cluster of solid fragnents rather than the tight, solid band of
light they seened.

Below him or rather in the direction his feet pointed, sonme twenty
mles away, was one of the ring fragments. It |ooked |ike a large, irregular
splotch, marring the symetry of space, three-quarters in brightness and the
ni ght shadow cutting it like a knife. O her fragnents were farther off,
sparkling like star dust, dinmer and thicker, until, as you followed them
down, they becane rings once nore.

The fragments were notionl ess, but that was only because the ships had
taken up an orbit about Saturn equivalent to that of the outer edge of the
rings.

The day before, R oz reflected, he had been on that nearest fragment,
wor king along with nore than a score of others to nold it into the desired
shape. Tonorrow he would be at it again.

Today- -t oday he was space-fl oating.

"Mario?" The voice that broke upon his earphones was questi oning.

Mormentarily Rioz was flooded with annoyance. Damm it, he wasn't in the
nmood for conpany.

" Speaki ng," he said.

"I thought | had your ship spotted. How are you?"

"Fine. That you, Ted?"

"That's right," said Long.

"Anyt hi ng wong on the fragnent?"

"Nothing. |I'mout here floating.

"You?"

"It gets me, too, occasionally. Beautiful, isn't it?"
"N ce," agreed R oz.

"You know, |'ve read Earth books--"

"G ounder books, you nean." Rioz yawned and found it difficult under the
circunmstances to use the expression with the proper anmpbunt of resentnent.



"--and sonetinmes | read descriptions of people lying on grass,"
continued Long. "You know, that green stuff like thin, |ong pieces of paper
t hey have all over the ground down there, and they |ook up at the blue sky
with clouds in it. Did you ever see any filns of that?"

"Sure. It didn't attract me. It |ooked cold."

"I suppose it isn't, though. After all, Earth is quite close to the Sun
and they say their atnmosphere is thick enough to hold the heat. | nust admt
that personally | would hate to be caught under open sky wi th nothing on but
clothes. Still, | imagine they like it."

"Grounders are nuts!"”

"They tal k about the trees, big brown stalks, and the winds, air
nmovenents, you know. "

"You mean drafts. They can keep that, too."

"It doesn't matter. The point is they describe it beautifully, al nost
passionately. Many tines |'ve wondered, 'What's it really like? WII | ever
feel it or is this sonmething only Earthmen can possibly feel? 1've felt so
often that | was mssing something vital. Now | know what it nust be I|ike.
It's this. Conplete peace in the nmiddl e of a beauty-drenched universe."

Ri oz said, "They wouldn't like it. The Gounders, | mean. They're so
used to their own lousy little world they wouldn't appreciate what it's |ike
to float and | ook down on Saturn."”

He flipped his body slightly and began swayi ng back and forth about his center
of mass, slowy, soothingly.

Long said, "Yes, | think so too. They're slaves to their planet. Even if
they come to Mars, it will only be their children that are free. There'll be
starshi ps soneday; great, huge things that can carry thousands of people and
mai ntain their self-contained equilibriumfor decades, maybe centuries.
Manki nd wi Il spread through the whol e Gal axy. But people will have to live
their lives out on shipboard until new nmethods of interstellar travel are
devel oped, so it will be Mrtians, not planetbound Earthmen, who will col onize
the Universe. That's Inevitable. It's got to be. It's the Martian way."

But Ri oz made no answer. He had dropped off to sleep again, rocking and
swayi ng gently, half a mllion mles above Saturn.
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The work shift of the ring fragment was the tail of the coin. The
wei ght | essness, peace, and privacy of the space-float gave place to sonething
that had neither peace nor privacy, Even the weightl essness, which continued,
became nore a purgatory than a paradi se under the new conditions.

Try to mani pul ate an ordi nary nonportabl e heat projector. It could be
lifted despite the fact that it was six feet high and wi de and al nost solid
nmetal, since it weighed only a fraction of an ounce. But its inertia was
exactly what it had al ways been, which neant that if it wasn't noved into
position very slowy, it would just keep going, taking you with it. Then you
woul d have to hi ke the pseudo-grav field of your suit and come down with a
jar.

Keral ski had hiked the field a little too high and he came down a little
too roughly, with the projector com ng down with himat a dangerous angle. His
crushed ankl e had been the first casualty of the expedition

Ri oz was swearing fluently and nearly continuously. He continued to have
the inmpul se to drag the back of his hand across his forehead in order to wi pe
away the accumul ating sweat. The few tines that he had succunbed to the
i mpul se, nmetal had nmet silicone with a clash that rang loudly inside his suit,
but served no useful purpose. The desiccators within the suit were sucking at
maxi mum and, of course, recovering the water and restoring ion-exchanged
liquid, containing a careful proportion of salt, into the appropriate
recept acl e.

Rioz yelled, "Dam it, Dick, wait till | give the word, will you?"



And Swenson's voice rang in his ears, "Well, how long am| supposed to
sit here?"

"Till 1 say," replied Rioz.

He strengthened pseudo-grav and lifted the projector a bit. He rel eased
pseudo-grav, insuring that the projector would stay in place for mnutes even
if he withdrew support altogether. He kicked the cable out of the way (it
stretched beyond the close "horizon" to a power source that was out of sight)
and touched the rel ease.

The material of which the fragnent was conposed bubbl ed and vani shed
under its touch. A section of the lip of the trenendous cavity he had al ready
carved into its substance nelted away and a roughness in its contour had
di sappear ed.

"Try it now," called Rioz.

Swenson was in the ship that was hovering nearly over Ri o0z's head.

Swenson called, " Al clear?"

"I told you to go ahead."

It was a feeble flicker of steamthat issued fromone of the ship's
forward vents. The ship drifted down toward the ring fragnent. Another flicker
adjusted a tendency to drift sidewi se. It came down straight.

Athird flicker to the rear slowed it to a feather rate.

Ri oz watched tensely. "Keep "her comng. You'll make it. You'll make
it."

The rear of the ship entered the hole, nearly filling it. The bellying
wal I s cane closer and closer to its rim There was a grinding vibration as the
ship's notion halted.

It was Swenson's turn to curse. "It doesn't fit," he said

Ri oz threw the projector groundward in a passion and went flailing up
i nto space. The projector kicked up a white crystalline dust all about it, and
when Ri oz came down under pseudo-grav, he did the sane.

He said, "You went in on the bias, you dunb G ounder."

"I hit it level, you dirt-eating farmer."

Backwar d- pointing side jets of the ship were blasting nore strongly than
before, and R oz hopped to get out of the way.

The ship scraped up fromthe pit, then shot into space half a mle
before forward jets could bring it to a halt.

Swenson said tensely, "We'll spring half a dozen plates if we do this
once again. Get it right, will you?"

"Il get it right. Don't worry about it. Just you cone in right."

Ri 0z junped upward and all owed hinself to clinmb three hundred yards to
get an overall look at the cavity. The gouge marks of the ship were plain
enough. They were concentrated at one point hal fway down the pit. He woul d get
t hat .

It began to melt outward under the blaze of the projector

Hal f an hour later the ship snuggled neatly into its cavity, and

Swenson, wearing his space suit, energed to join Rioz. Swenson said, "If you
want to step in and clinb out of the suit, I'll take care of the icing."

"It's all right," said Rioz. "lI'd just as soon sit here and watch
Saturn."

He sat down at the lip of the pit. There was a six-foot gap between it
and the ship. In sonme places about the circle, it was two feet; in a few
pl aces, even nerely a matter of inches. You couldn't expect a better fit out
of handwork. The final adjustnment would be nmade by steaming ice gently and
letting it freeze into the cavity between the Iip and the ship.

Saturn noved visibly across the sky, its vast bul k i nching bel ow t he
horizon. "

Ri oz said, "How many ships are left to put in place?"

Swenson said, "Last | heard, it was eleven. W're in now, so that neans
only ten. Seven of the ones that are placed are iced in. Two or three are
di smantl ed. "

"W're coming along fine."



"There's plenty to do yet. Don't forget the main jets at the other end.
And the cables and the power lines. Sonetinmes | wonder if we'll make it. On
the way out, it didn't bother ne so nuch, but just now | was sitting at the
controls and I was saying, 'W won't make it. We'll sit out here and starve
and die with nothing but Saturn over us.' It nakes nme feel--"

He didn't explain howit nmade himfeel. He just sat there. Ri oz said,
"You think too damm nuch."

"It's different with you," said Swenson. "I keep thinking of Pete--and
Dor a. "

"What for? She said you could go, didn't she? The Conm ssi oner gave her
that talk on patriotismand how you'd be a hero and set for life once you got
back, and she said you could go. You didn't sneak out the way Adams did."

"Adanms is different. That wife of his should have been shot when she was
born. Sonme wonen can nake hell for a guy, can't they? She didn't want himto
go--but she'd probably rather he didn't cone back if she can get his
settlement pay."

"What's your kick, then? Dora wants you back, doesn't she?"

Swenson sighed. "I never treated her right."

"You turned over your pay, it seenms to ne. | wouldn't do that for any
worman. Money for val ue received, not a cent nore."

"Money isn't it. | get to thinking out here. A woman |ikes conpany. A

kid needs his father. What am | doi ng way out here?"
"Cetting set to go hone."
"Ah-h, you don't understand."

Ted Long wandered over the ridged surface of the ring fragment with his
spirits as icy as the ground he wal ked on. It had all seened perfectly |ogica
back on Mars, but that was Mars. He had worked it out carefully in his mnd in
perfectly reasonable steps. He could still renenber exactly howit went..

It didn't take a ton of water to nove a ton of ship. It was not mass
equal s mass, but mass tinme!! velocity equals mass tines velocity. It didn't
matter, in other words, whether you shot out a ton of water at a mle a second
or a hundred pounds of water. at twenty mles a second. You got the sane fina
vel ocity out of the ship.

That nmeant the jet nozzles had to be made narrower and the steam hotter
But then drawbacks appeared. The narrower the nozzle, the nore energy was | ost
in friction and turbul ence. The hotter the steam the nore refractory the
nozzle had to be and the shorter its life. The linmt in that direction was
qui ckly reached.

Then, since a given weight of water could nove considerably nore than
its own weight under the narrow nozzle conditions, it paid to be big. The
bi gger the water--storage space, the larger the size of the actua
travel -head, even in proportion. So they started to nake |liners heavier and
bi gger. But then the larger the shell, the heavier the bracings, the nore
difficult the weldings, the nore exacting the engineering requirenments. At the
nonent, the limt in that direction had been reached al so.

And then he had put his finger on what had seened to himto be the basic
flaw -the original unswervabl e conception that the fuel had to be placed
i nside the ship; the netal had to be built to encircle a mllion tons of
wat er .

Why? Water did not have to be water. It could be ice, and ice could be
shaped. Holes could be nelted into it. Travel heads and jets could be fitted
into it. Cables could hold travel heads and jets stiffly together under the
i nfl uence of magnetic field-force grips.

Long felt the trenmbling of the ground he wal ked on. He was at the head
of the fragment. A dozen ships were blasting in and out of sheaths carved in
its substance, and the fragnment shuddered under the continuing inpact.



The ice didn't have to be quarried. It existed in proper chunks in the
rings of Saturn. That's all the rings were--pieces of nearly pure ice,
circling Saturn. So spectroscopy stated and so it had turned out to be. He was
standi ng on one such piece now, over two mles long, nearly one mle thick. It
was al nost half a billion tons of water, all in one piece, and he was standi ng
onit.

But now he was face-to-face with the realities of life. He had never
told the nen just how quickly he had expected to set up the fragnment as a
ship, but in his heart, he had imagined it would be two days. It was a week
now and he didn't dare to estimate the remaining tinme. He no | onger even had
any confidence that the task was a possible one. Wuld they be able to contro
jets with enough delicacy through | eads slung across two mles of ice to
mani pul ate out of Saturn's dragging gravity?

Dri nki ng water was | ow, though they could always distill nore out of the
ice. Still, the food stores were not in a good way either

He paused, |ooked up into the sky, eyes straining. Was the object
growi ng |larger? He ought to neasure its distance. Actually, he |acked the
spirit to add that trouble to the others. Hs mind slid back to greater
i mredi aci es.

Moral e, at |east, was high. The nmen seenmed to enjoy being out
Saturn-way. They were the first humans to penetrate this far, the first to
pass the asteroids, the first to see Jupiter like a glow ng pebble to the
naked eye, the first to see Saturn-like that.

He didn't think fifty practical, case-hardened, shell-snatching
Scavengers woul d take time to feel that sort of enotion. But they did. And
t hey were proud.

Two nmen and a hal f-buried ship slid up the noving horizon as he wal ked.

He called crisply, "Hello, there!"

Ri oz answered, "That you, Ted?"

"You bet. Is that Dick with you?"

"Sure. Cone on, sit down. We were just getting ready to ice in and we
were | ooking for an excuse to delay."

"I"'mnot," said Swenson pronptly. "Wen will we be |eaving, Ted?"

"As soon as we get through. That's no answer, is it?"

Swenson said dispiritedly, "I suppose there isn't any other answer."

Long | ooked up, staring at the irregular bright splotch in the sky.

Ri oz followed his glance. "What's the matter?"

For a nonent, Long did not reply. The sky was bl ack otherw se and the
ring fragnments were an orange dust against it. Saturn was nore than
three-fourths bel ow the horizon and the rings were going with it. Half a mle
away a ship bounded past the icy rimof the planetoid into the sky, was
orange--lit by Saturn--light, and sank down agai n.

The ground trenbl ed gently.

Ri oz said, "Sonething bothering you about the Shadow?"

They called it that. It was the nearest fragnent of the rings, quite
cl ose considering that they were at the outer rimof the rings, where the
pi eces spread thenselves relatively thin. It was perhaps twenty mles off, a
jagged mountain, its shape clearly visible.

"How does it |ook to you?" asked Long.

Ri oz shrugged. "Ckay, | guess. | don't see anything wong."

"Doesn't it seemto be getting |arger?"

"Way should it?"

"Well, doesn't it?" Long insisted.

Ri oz and Swenson stared at it thoughtfully.

"It does | ook bigger," said Swenson.

"You're just putting the notion into our mnds,'
were getting bigger, it would be com ng closer.™

"What' s i nmpossi bl e about that?"

"These things are stable orbits.”

Ri oz argued. "If it



"They were when we cane here," said Long. "There, did you feel that?"

The ground had trenbl ed again.

Long said, "We've been blasting this thing for a week now. First,
twenty-five ships landed on it, which changed its nmonentumright there. Not
much, of course. Then we've been nelting parts of it away and our ships have
been blasting in and out of it--all at one end, too. In a week, we may have
changed its orbit just a bit. The two fragnents, this one and the Shadow,

m ght be converging."

"It's got plenty of roomto mss us in." Rioz watched it thoughtfully.

"Besides, if we can't even tell for sure that it's getting bigger, how quickly

can it be noving? Relative to us, | nean."
"It doesn't have to be noving quickly. Its nonentumis as |arge as ours,
so that, however gently it hits, we'll be nudged conpletely out of our orbit,

maybe in toward Saturn, where we don't want to go. As a matter of fact, ice
has a very lowtensile strength, so that both planetoids mght break up into
gravel ."

Swenson rose to his feet. "Damm it, if |I can tell you a shell is noving
a thousand mles away, | can tell what a nountain is doing twenty niles away."
He turned toward the ship.

Long didn't stop him

Ri oz said, "There's a nervous guy."

The nei ghboring planetoid rose to zenith, passed overhead, began
sinking. Twenty minutes later, the horizon opposite that portion behind which
Sat urn had di sappeared burst into orange flane as its bul k began lifting
agai n.

Rioz called into his radio, "Hey, Dick, are you dead in there?"

"I'"mchecking," cane the nmuffled response.

"I's it noving?" asked Long.

"Yes."

"Toward us?"

There was a pause. Swenson's voice was a sick one. "On the nose, Ted.
Intersection of orbits will take place in three days."

"You're crazy!" yelled R oz.

"l checked four tinmes," said Swenson.

Long thought bl ankly, Wat do we do now?

Sone of the nen were having trouble with the cables. They had to be laid
precisely; their geonetry had to be very nearly perfect for the nagnetic field
to attain maxi num strength. In space, or even in air, it wouldn't have
mattered. The cables would have Iined up automatically once the juice went
on.

Here it was different. A gouge had to be plowed along the planetoid' s
surface and into it the cable had to be laid. If it were not lined up within a
few m nutes of arc of the calculated direction, a torque would be applied to
the entire planetoid, with consequent |oss of energy, none of which could be
spared. The gouges then had to be redriven, the cables shifted and iced into
t he new positions.

The nmen pl odded wearily through the routine.

And then the word reached them

"Al'l hands to the jets!"

Scavengers could not be said to be the type that took kindly to
discipline. It was a grunmbling, growing, nuttering group that set about
di sassenbling the jets of the ships that yet renmained intact, carrying themto
the tail end of the planetoid, grubbing theminto position, and stringing the
| eads al ong the surface.

It was al nmost twenty-four hours before one of them|ooked into the sky
and said, "Holy jeepers!"” followed by something | ess printable.

H s nei ghbor | ooked and said, "I'll be dammed!"



Once they noticed, all did. It becane the nost astonishing fact in the
Uni ver se.

"Look at the Shadow "

It was spreadi ng across the sky like an infected wound. Men | ooked at
it, found it had doubled its size, wondered why they hadn't noticed that
sooner.

Wrk came to a virtual halt. They besi eged Ted Long.

He said, "W can't |leave. W don't have the fuel to see us back to Mars
and we don't have the equi pment to capture another planetoid. So we've got to
stay. Now the Shadow is creeping in on us because our blasting has thrown us
out of orbit. W' ve got to change that by continuing the blasting. Since we
can't blast the front end any nore w thout endangering the ship we're
building, let's try another way."

They went back to work on the jets with a furious energy that received
i npetus every half hour when the Shadow rose agai n over the horizon, bigger
and nore nmenaci ng than before.

Long had no assurance that it would work. Even if the jets would respond
to the distant controls, even if the supply of water, which depended upon a
storage chanber opening directly into the icy body of the planetoid, with
built-in heat projectors steam ng the propulsive fluid directly into the
driving cells, were adequate, there was still no certainty that the body of
the planetoid without a magnetic cabl e sheathing woul d hol d toget her under the
enornously di sruptive stresses.

"Ready!" cane the signal in Long's receiver.

Long call ed, "Ready!" and depressed the contact.

The vibration grew about him The star field in the visiplate trenbl ed.

In the rearview, there was a distant gleani ng spune of swiftly nmoving
ice crystals.

"It's blowing!" was the cry. It kept on blow ng. Long dared not stop
For six hours, it blew hissing, bubbling, steam ng into space; the body of
the planetoid converted to vapor and hurl ed away.

The Shadow cane closer until men did nothing but stare at the nountain
in the sky, surpassing Saturn itself in spectacularity. Its every groove and
valley was a plain scar upon its face. But when it passed through the
pl anetoid' s orbit, it crossed nore than half a mle behind its then position

The steam jet ceased.

Long bent in his seat and covered his eyes. He hadn't eaten in two days.
He coul d eat now, though. Not another planetoid was cl ose enough to interrupt
them even if it began an approach that very nonent.

Back on the planetoid' s surface, Swenson said, " Al the tinme |I watched
t hat dammed rock com ng down, | kept saying to nyself, 'This can't happen. W
can't let it happen.'"

"Hell," said Rioz, "we were all nervous. Did you see JimDavis? He was
green. | was a little junpy mnysel f."

"That's not it. It wasn't just--dying, you know. | was thinking--1 know
it's funny, but | can't help it--1 was thinking that Dora warned nme |'d get
nmysel f killed, she'll never let ne hear the last of it. Isn't that a crunmy
sort of attitude at a time |ike that?"

"Listen," said Ri oz, "you wanted to get married, so you got married. Wy
cone to me with your troubl es?"

10

The flotilla, welded into a single unit, was returning over its mghty
course from Saturn to Mars. Each day it flashed over a |l ength of space it had
t aken ni ne days outward.

Ted Long had put the entire crew on energency. Wth twenty-five ships
enbedded in the planetoid taken out of Saturn's rings and unable to nove or
maneuver independently, the coordination of their power sources into unified
bl asts was a ticklish problem The jarring that took place on the first day of



travel nearly shook them out from under their hair.

That, at |east, snoothed itself out as the velocity raced upward under
the steady thrust from behind. They passed the
one- hundr ed-t housand-ni | e-an-hour mark | ate on the second day, and cli nbed
steadily toward the mllion-mle mark and beyond.

Long's ship, which forned the needl e point of the frozen fleet, was the
only one which possessed a five-way view of space. It was an unconfortable
position under the circunstances. Long found hinmsel f watching tensely,

i magi ni ng somehow that the stars would slowy begin to slip backward, to whizz
past them under the influence of the multi-ship's tremendous rate of travel.
They didn't, of course. They remained nailed to the black backdrop
their distance scorning with patient immbility any speed mere man coul d

achi eve.

The nmen conplained bitterly after the first few days. It was not only
that they were deprived of the space-float. They were burdened by much nore
than the ordinary pseudo-gravity field of the ships, by the effects of the
fierce accel eration under which they were living. Long hinself was weary to
death of the relentless pressure agai nst hydraulic cushions.

They took to shutting off the jet thrusts one hour out of every four and
Long fretted.

It had been just over a year that he had | ast seen Mars shrinking in an
observati on wi ndow fromthis ship, which had then been an independent entity.
What had happened since then? Was the colony still there?

In sonething like a grow ng panic, Long sent out radio pul ses toward
Mars daily, with the conbi ned power of twenty-five ships behind it. There was
no answer. He expected none. Mars and Saturn were on opposite sides of the Sun
now, and until he nounted hi gh enough above the ecliptic to get the Sun well
beyond the Iine connecting hinself and Mars, solar interference would prevent
any signal fromgetting through

H gh above the outer rimof the Asteroid Belt, they reached maxi mum
velocity. Wth short spurts of power fromfirst one side jet, then another
t he huge vessel reversed itself. The conposite jet in the rear began its
m ghty roaring once again, but now the result was decel eration

They passed a hundred million mles over the Sun, curving down to
intersect the orbit of Mars.

A week out of Mars, answering signals were heard for the first tine,
fragnentary, ether-torn, and inconprehensible, but they were com ng from Mars.
Earth and Venus were at angles sufficiently different to | eave no doubt of
t hat .

Long rel axed. There were still humans on Mars, at any rate.

Two days out of Mars, the signal was strong and cl ear and Sankov was at
the ot her end.

Sankov said, "Hello, son. It's three in the nmorning here. Seens |ike
peopl e have no consideration for an old nan. Dragged ne right out of bed."

"I"'msorry, sir."

"Don't be. They were following orders. I'"'mafraid to ask, son. Anyone
hurt? Maybe dead?"

"No deaths, sir. Not one."

"And--and the water? Any |left?"

Long said with an effort at nonchal ance, "Enough."

"In that case, get home as fast as you can. Don't take any chances, of

course.”
"There's trouble, then."
"Fair to mddling. Wen will you come down?"
"Two days. Can you hold out that |ong?"
“I"1l1 hold out."

Forty hours later Mars had grown to a ruddy-orange ball that filled the
ports and they were in the final planet-I|anding spiral
"Slowy," Long said to hinself, "slowy." Under these conditions, even



the thin atnosphere of Mars could do dreadful damage if they noved through it
too quickly.

Since they came in fromwell above the ecliptic, their spiral passed
fromnorth to south. A polar cap shot whitely bel ow them then the much
smal | er one of the sumer heni sphere, the |arge one again, the small one, at
| onger and | onger intervals. The planet approached cl oser, the | andscape began
to show features.

"Prepare for landing!" called Long.
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Sankov did his best to | ook placid, which was difficult considering how
closely the boys had shaved their return. But it had worked out well enough

Until a few days before, he had no sure know edge that they had
survived. It seemed nore |ikely--inevitable, alnpst--that they were nothing
but frozen corpses sonewhere in the trackless stretches from Mars to Saturn,
new pl anet oi ds that had once been alive.

The Conmittee had been dickering with himfor weeks before the news had
cone. They had insisted on his signature to the paper for the sake of
appearances. It would |l ook like an agreement, voluntarily and rmutually arrived
at. But Sankov knew well| that, given conplete obstinacy on his part, they
woul d act unilaterally and be dammed with appearances. It seened fairly
certain that Hilder's election was secure now and they woul d take the chance
of arousing a reaction of synpathy for Mars.

So he dragged out the negotiations, dangling before them al ways the
possibility of surrender.

And then he heard from Long and concl uded the deal quickly.

The papers had | ain before himand he had nmade a | ast statenment for the
benefit of the reporters who were present.

He said, "Total inports of water fromEarth are twenty nmillion tons a
year. This is declining as we devel op our own piping system If | sign this
paper agreeing to an enbargo, our industry will be paralyzed, any
possibilities of expansion will halt. It looks to me as if that can't be

what's in Earth's mnd, can it?"

Their eyes met his and held only a hard glitter. Assenmbl yman Di gby had
al ready been replaced and they were unani mous agai nst him

The Conmittee Chairman inpatiently pointed out, "You have said all this
before. ™

"I know, but right now I'mkind of getting ready to sign and | want it
clear in ny head. Is Earth set and determned to bring us to an end here?"

"OfF course not. Earth is interested in conserving its irreplaceable
wat er supply, nothing else."

"You have one and a half quintillion tons of water on Earth."

The Conmittee Chairman said, "W cannot spare water."

And Sankov had si gned.

That had been the final note he wanted. Earth had one and a half
quintillion tons of water and could spare none of it.

Now, a day and a half later, the Conmttee and the reporters waited in
t he spaceport dome. Through thick, curving wi ndows, they could see the bare
and enmpty grounds of Mars Spaceport.

The Conmittee Chairman asked with annoyance, "How much | onger do we have
to wait? And, if you don't mind, what are we waiting for?"

Sankov said, "Some of our boys have been out in space, out past the
asteroids."”

The Conmittee Chairman renoved a pair of spectacles and cl eaned them
with a snowy-white handkerchief. " And they're returning?"

"They are.”

The Chairman shrugged, lifted his eyebrows in the direction of the
reporters.

In the smaller room adjoining, a knot of wonen and children clustered



about anot her wi ndow. Sankov stepped back a bit to cast a glance toward t hem
He woul d much rather have been with them been part of their excitenent and
tension. He, like them had waited over a year now He, |like them had

t hought, over and over again, that the nen nust be dead.

"You see that?" said Sankov, pointing.

"Hey!" cried a reporter. "It's a ship!"

A confused shouting cane fromthe adjoining room

It wasn't a ship so much as a bright dot obscured by a drifting white
cloud. The cloud grew |l arger and began to have form It was a doubl e streak
agai nst the sky, the |l ower ends billow ng out and upward again. As it dropped
still closer, the bright dot at the upper end took on a crudely cylindrica
form

It was rough and craggy, but where the sunlight hit, brilliant
hi ghl i ghts bounced back

The cylinder dropped toward the ground with the ponderous sl owness
characteristic of space vessels. It hung suspended on those blasting jets and
settled down upon the recoil of tons of matter hurling downward like a tired
man dropping into his easy chair.

And as it did so, a silence fell upon all within the dome. The wonen and
children in one room the politicians and reporters in the other remained
frozen, heads craned incredul ously upward.

The cylinder's | anding flanges, extending far below the two rear jets,
touched ground and sank into the pebbly norass. And then the ship was
noti onl ess and the jet action ceased.

But the silence continued in the done. It continued for a long tine.

Men cane cl anmbering down the sides of the i mense vessel, inching down,
down the two-mle trek to the ground, with spikes on their shoes and ice axes
in their hands. They were gnats agai nst the blinding surface.

One of the reporters croaked, "Wat is it?"

"That," said Sankov calmy, "happens to be a chunk of matter that spent
its time scooting around Saturn as part of its rings. Qur boys fitted it out
with travel -head and jets and ferried it hone. It just turns out the fragnents
in Saturn's rings are made up out of ice."

He spoke into a continuing deathlike silence. "That thing that | ooks
like a spaceship is just a mountain of hard water. If it were standing like
that on Earth, it would be nelting into a puddl e and maybe it woul d break
under its own weight. Mars is colder and has less gravity, so there's no such
danger .

"OfF course, once we get this thing really organized, we can have water
stations on the nmoons of Saturn and Jupiter and on the asteroids. W can scale
in chunks of Saturn's rings and pick themup and send them on at the various
stations. Qur Scavengers are good at that sort of thing.

"We'll have all the water we need. That one chunk you see is just under
a cubic mle--or about what Earth would send us in two hundred years. The boys
used quite a bit of it coming back from Saturn. They nade it in five weeks,
they tell me, and used up about a hundred million tons. But, Lord, that didn't
make any dent at all in that nountain. Are you getting all this, boys?"

He turned to the reporters. There was no doubt they were getting it.

He said, "Then get this, too. Earth is worried about its water supply.
It only has one and a half quintillion tons. It can't spare us a single ton
out of it. Wite down that we folks on Mars are worried about Earth and don't
want anything to happen to Earth people. Wite down that we'll sell water to
Earth. Wite dowmn that we'll let themhave nmillion-ton lots for a reasonable
fee. Wite down that in ten years, we figure we can sell it in cubic-nmle
lots. Wite down that Earth can quit worrying because Mars can sell it all the
water it needs and wants."

The Conmittee Chairman was past hearing. He was feeling the future
rushing in. Dimy he could see the reporters grinning as they wote
furiously.

G i nni ng.



He could hear the grin becone |aughter on Earth as Mars turned the
tables so neatly on the anti-Wasters. He could hear the laughter thunder from
every continent when word of the fiasco spread. And he coul d see the abyss,
deep and bl ack as space, into which would drop forever the political hopes of
John Hil der and of every opponent of space flight Ieft on Earth--his own
i ncl uded, of course.

In the adjoining room Dora Swenson screaned with joy, and Peter, grown
two inches, junped up and down, calling, "Daddy! Daddy!"

Ri chard Swenson had just stepped off the extrenmty of the flange and,
face showing clearly through the clear silicone of the headpiece, marched
toward the done.

"Did you ever see a guy | ook so happy?" asked Ted Long. "Maybe there's
something in this marriage business."

"Ah, you've just been out in space too long,'

Ri oz sai d.

The Deep

In the end, any particular planet nmust die. It may be a quick death as its sun
expl odes. It may be a slow death, as its sun sinks into decay and its oceans
lock inice. Inthe latter case, at least, intelligent life has a chance of
survi val

The direction of survival may be outward into space, to a planet closer
to the cooling sun or to a planet of another sun altogether. This particul ar
avenue is closed if the planet is unfortunate enough to be the only
significant body rotating about its primary and if, at the time, no other star
is within half a thousand light-years.

The direction of survival may be inward, into the crust of the planet.
This is always avail able. A new home can be built underground and the heat of
the planet's core can be tapped for energy. Thousands of years nay be
necessary for the task, but a dying sun cools slowy.

But planetary warnth dies, too, with tinme. Burrows nust be dug deeper
and deeper until the planet is dead through and through

The tinme was com ng

On the surface of the planet, w sps of neon blew listlessly, barely able
to stir the pools of oxygen that collected in the | owl ands. Cccasionally,
during the long day, the crusted sun would flare briefly into a dull red gl ow
and the oxygen pools would bubble a little.

During the long. night, a blue-white oxygen frost formed over the pools
and on the bare rock, a neon dew forned.

Ei ght hundred niles below the surface, a | ast bubble of warnmth and life
exi st ed.

2

Wenda's relationship to Roi was as close as one could i magi ne, closer by
far than it was decent for her to know

She had been allowed to enter the ovariumonly once in her life and it
had been nmade quite clear to her that it was to be only that once.

The Raceol ogi st had said, "You don't quite neet the standards, Wnda,
but you are fertile and we'll try you once. It may work out."

She wanted it to work out. She wanted it desperately. Quite early in her
life she had known that she was deficient in intelligence, that she would
never be nmore than a Manual. It enbarrassed her that she should fail the Race
and she | onged for even a single chance to help create another being. It
becane an obsession

She secreted her egg in an angle of the structure and then returned to
wat ch. The "random ng" process that nmoved the eggs gently about during
nmechani cal insem nation (to insure even gene distribution) did not, by sone
good fortune, do nore than make her own wedged-in egg wobble a bit.



Unobt rusi vel y she naintained her watch during the period of maturation
observed the little one who energed fromthe particul ar egg that was hers,
not ed hi s physical markings, watched hi m grow

He was a heal thy youngster and the Raceol ogi st approved of him

She had said once, very casually, "Look at that one, the one sitting
there. Is he sick?"

"Whi ch one?" The Raceol ogi st was startled. Visibly sick infants at this
stage would be a strong reflection upon his own competence. "You nean Roi ?"
Nonsense. | wi sh all our young were |like that one."

At first, she was only pleased with herself, then frightened, finally
horrified. She found herself haunting the youngster, taking an interest in his
school ing, watching himat play. She was happy when he was near, dull and
unhappy ot herwi se. She had never heard of such a thing, and she was ashaned.

She shoul d have visited the Mentalist, but she knew better. She was not
so dull as not to know that this was not a nmld aberration to be cured at the
twitch of a brain cell. It was a truly psychotic nmanifestation. She was
certain of that. They would confine her if they found out. They woul d
eut hanase her, perhaps, as a useless drain on the strictly linited energy
available to the race. They m ght even euthanase the' offspring of her egg if
they found out who it was.

She fought the abnormality through the years and, to a neasure,
succeeded. Then she first heard the news that Roi had been chosen for the |ong
trip and was filled with aching m sery.

She followed himto one of the enpty corridors of the cavern, sone niles
fromthe city center. The city! There was only one.

This particular cavern had been cl osed down within Wnda's own nenory.
The El ders had paced its length, considered its popul ati on and t he energy
necessary to keep it powered, then decided to darken it. The popul ati on, not
many to be sure, had been noved cl oser toward the center and the quota for the
next session at the ovarium had been cut.

Wenda found Roi's conversational |evel of thinking shallow as though
nmost of his mind had drawn i nward contenpl atively.

Are you afrai d? she thought at him

Because | conme out here to think? He hesitated a little, then said,
"Yes, | am It's the Race's last chance. If | fail--"

Are you afraid for yoursel f?

He | ooked at her in astonishment and Wenda's thought streamfluttered
wi th shane at her indecency.

She said, "I wish | were going instead."

Roi said, "Do you think you can do a better job?"

"Ch, no. But if | were to fail and--and never conme back, it would be a
smal ler loss to the Race.”

"The loss is all the sane,"” he said stolidly, "whether it's you or |
The |l oss is Racial existence."”

Raci al existence at the noment was in the background of Wenda's mind, if
anywhere. She sighed. "The trip is such a |ong one.™

"How | ong?" he asked with a smle. "Do you know?"

She hesitated. She dared not appear stupid to him

She said primy, "The common talk is that it is to the First Level."

Wien Wenda had been little and the heated corridors had extended further
out of the city, she had wandered out, exploring as youngsters will. One day,
a long distance out, where the chill in the air nipped at her, she cane to a
hal | that slanted upward but was bl ocked al nbst instantly by a trenendous
pl ug, wedged tightly fromtop to bottom and side to side

On the other side and upward, she had learned a long tine later, lay the
Seventy-ninth Level; above that the Seventy-eighth and so on

"We're going past the First Level, Wnda."

"But there's nothing past the First Level."

"You're right. Nothing. Al the solid matter of the planet conmes to an

end.



"But how can there be anything that's nothing? You nean air?"

"No, | nean not hing. Vacuum You know what vacuumis, don't your'
"Yes. But vacuuns have to be punped and kept airtight."
"That's good for Maintenance. Still, past the First Level is just an

i ndefinite anmount of vacuum stretching everywhere."

Wenda t hought awhil e. She said, "Has anyone ever been there?"

"Of course not. But we have the records."

"Maybe the records are wong."

"They can't be. Do you know how much space |I'm going to cross?"

Wenda' s thought streamindi cated an overwhel mi ng negati ve.

Roi said, "You know the speed of light, | suppose.™

"Of course," she replied readily. It was a universal constant. Infants
knew it. "One thousand nine hundred and fifty-four tinmes the length of the
cavern and back in one second."

"Right," said Roi, "but if light were to travel along the distance |I'm
to cross, it wuld take it ten years."

Wenda said, "You' re making fun of me. You're trying to frighten ne."

"Why should it frighten you?" He rose. "But |'ve been noping here | ong
enough--"

For a nonent, one of his six grasping linbs rested lightly in one of
hers, with an objective, inpassive friendship. An irrational inpulse urged
Wenda to seize it tightly, prevent himfroml eaving.

She panicked for a nonment in fear that he night probe her mind past the
conversational level, that he m ght sicken and never face her again, that he
m ght even report her for treatment. Then she rel axed. Roi was normal, not
sick like herself. He would never dream of penetrating a friend' s mnd any
deeper than the conversational |evel, whatever the provocation

He was very handsonme in her eyes as he wal ked away. H s grasping |inbs
were straight and strong, his prehensile, manipul ative vibrissae were nunerous
and delicate and his optic patches were nore beautifully opal escent than any
she had ever seen.
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Laura settled down in her seat. How soft and confortable they nade them
How pl easi ng and unfrightening airplanes were on the inside, how different
fromthe hard, silvery, inhuman luster of the outside.

The bassinet was on the seat beside her. She peeped in past the bl anket
and the tiny, ruffled cap. Walter was sleeping. Hi s face was the blank, round
softness of infancy and his eyelids were two fringed hal f-nmoons pulled down
over his eyes.

A tuft of light brown hair straggled across his forehead, and with
infinite delicacy, Laura drew it back beneath his cap

It would soon be Walter's feeding time and she hoped he was still too
young to be upset by the strangeness of his surroundi ngs. The stewardess was
bei ng very kind. She even kept his bottles in a little |:efrigerator. |magine,
a refrigerator on board an airplane.

The people. in the seat across the aisle had been watching her in that
peculiar way that neant they would love to talk to her if only they could
think of an excuse. The nmonent canme when she lifted Walter out of his bassinet
and placed him a little lunmp of pink flesh encased in a white cocoon of
cotton, upon her |ap

A baby is always legitimte as an opening for conversation between
strangers.

The | ady across the way said (her words were predictable), "What a
lovely child. How old is he, nmy dear?"

Laura said, through the pins in her mouth (she had spread a bl anket
across her knees and was changing Walter), "He'll be four nonths old next
week. "

Walter's eyes were open and he sinpered across at the woman, opening his



mouth in a wet, gumry grin. (He always enjoyed bei ng changed.)

"Look at himsmile, Ceorge," said the |ady.

Her husband smiled back and tw ddl ed fat fingers.

"Coo," he said.

Wal ter | aughed in a high-pitched, hiccupy way.

"What's his name, dear?" said the wonan.

"He's Walter Mchael,"” Laura said, then added, "After his father."

The floodgates were quite down. Laura |earned that the couple were
Ceorge and Eleanor Ellis, that they were on vacation, that they had three
children, two girls and one boy, all grown-up. Both girls had married and one
had two children of her own.

Laura listened with a pleased expression on her thin face. Walter
(senior, that is) had always said that it was because she was such a good
listener that he had first grown interested in her

Walter was getting restless. Laura freed his arns in order to let sone
of his feelings evaporate in nuscul ar effort.

"Wuld you warmthe bottle, please?" she asked the stewardess.

Under strict but friendly questioning, Laura explained the nunber of
feedings Walter was currently enjoying, the exact nature of his formula, and
whet her he suffered from di aper rash.

"I hope his little stomach isn't upset today," she worried. "I nean the
pl ane nmotion, you know. "

"Ch, Lord," said Ms. Ellis, "he's too young to be bothered by that.

Besi des, these large planes are wonderful. Unless | | ook out the w ndow, |
woul dn't believe we were in the air. Don't you feel that way, George?"
But M. Ellis, a blunt, straightforward man, said, "I'msurprised you

take a baby that age on a plane.”

Ms. Ellis turned to frowm at him

Laura held Walter over her shoul der and patted his back gently. The
begi nnings of a soft wail died dowmn as his little fingers found thenselves in
his nmother's smooth, blond hair and began grubbing into the | oose bun that |ay
at the back of her neck

She said, "I'mtaking himto his father. Walter's never seen his son
yet."

M. Ellis | ooked perplexed and began a comment, but Ms. Ellis put in
qui ckly, "Your husband is in the service, | suppose?"

"Yes, he is."

(M. Ellis opened his mouth in a soundl ess "Ch" and subsi ded.)

Laura went on, "He's stationed just outside of Davao and he's going to
be meeting ne at Nichols Field. "

Before the stewardess returned with the bottle, they had di scovered that
her husband was a naster sergeant with the Quarternmaster Corps, that he had
been in the Arnmy for four years, that they had been married for two, that he
was about to be discharged, and that they would spend a | ong honeynoon there
before returning to San Franci sco.

Then she had the bottle. She cradled Walter in the crook of her left arm
and put the bottle to his face. It slid right past his lips and his guns
sei zed upon the nipple. Little bubbles began to work upward through the mlKk,
while his hands batted ineffectively at the warm glass and his bl ue eyes
stared fixedly at her.

Laura squeezed little Walter ever so slightly and thought how, with al
the petty difficulties and annoyances that were involved, it yet remai ned such
a wonderful thing to have a little baby all one's own.

4

Theory, thought Gan, always theory. The folk of the surface, a mllion
or nore years ago, could see the Universe, could sense it directly. Now, with
ei ght hundred miles of rock above their heads, the Race could only make
deductions fromthe trenbling needles of their instrunents;



It was only theory that brain cells, in addition to their ordinary
electric potentials, radi ated another sort of energy altogether. Energy that
was not el ectromagneti c and hence not condemmed to the creeping pace of light.
Energy that was associated only with the highest functions of the brain and
hence characteristic only of intelligent, reasoning creatures.

It was only a jogging needl e that detected such an energy field |eaking
into their cavern, and other needles that pinpointed the origin of the field
in such and such a direction ten light-years distant. At |east one star nust
have noved quite close in the tine since the surface fol k had placed the
nearest at five hundred light-years. Or was theory w ong?

"Are you afraid?" Gan burst into the conversational |evel of thought
wi t hout warni ng and i npi nged sharply on the hunm ng surface of Roi's m nd

Roi said, "It's a great responsibility."

Gan thought, "Qthers speak of responsibility." For generations,

Head- Tech after Head- Tech had been working on the Resonizer and the Receiving
Station and it was in his tine that the final step had to be taken. \Wat did
ot hers know of responsibility.

He said, "It is. We talk about Racial extinction glibly enough, but we

al ways assunme it will come someday but not now, not in our time. But it will,
do you understand? It will. What we are to do today will consume two thirds of
our total energy supply. There will not be enough left to try again. There
will not be enough for this generation to live out its life. But that will not

matter if you follow orders. W have thought of everything. W have spent
generations thinking of everything;"

"I will do what | amtold," said Roi

"Your thought field will be neshed agai nst those coming from space. Al
t hought fields are characteristic of the individual, and ordinarily the
probability of any duplication is very low But the fields from space nunber

billions by our best estimate. Your field is very likely to be |like one of
theirs, and in that case, a resonance will be set up as |long as our Resonizer
is in operation. Do you know the principles invol ved?"

"Yes, sir."

"Then you know that during resonance, your nmind will be on Planet X in
the brain of the creature with a thought field identical to yours. That is not
t he energy-consum ng process. In resonance with your mind, we will also place
the mass of the Receiving Station. The nethod of transferring mass in that
manner was the | ast phase of the problemto be solved, and it will take al

the energy the Race would ordinarily use in a hundred years."

Gan picked up the black cube that was the Receiving Station and | ooked
at it somberly. Three generations before it had been thought inpossible to
manuf acture one with all the required properties in a space |ess than twenty
cubic yards. They had it now, it was the size of his fist.

Gan said, "The thought field of intelligent brain cells can only follow
certain well-defined patterns. Al living creatures, on whatever planet they
devel op, nmust possess a protein base and an oxygen-water chemistry. If their
world is livable for them it is livable for us."

Theory, thought Gan on a deeper |evel, always theory.

He went on, "This does not nean that the body you find yourself in, its
mnd and its enotions, may not be conpletely alien. So we have arranged for
three nethods of activating the Receiving Station. If you are strong-Iinbed,
you need only exert five hundred pounds of pressure on any face of the cube.
If you are delicate-linbed, you need only press a knob, which you can reach
through this single opening in the cube. If you are no-linbed, if your host
body is paralyzed or in any other way hel pl ess, you Can activate the Station
by mental energy alone. Once the Station is activated, we will have two points
of reference, not one, and the Race can be transferred to Planet X by ordinary
tel eportation.”

"That," said Roi, "will mean we will use el ectromagnetic energy."

" And so?"

"It will take us ten years to transfer."



"W will not be aware of duration."”

"I realize that, sir, but it will nmean the Station will remain on Pl anet
X for ten years. What if it is destroyed in the nmeantine?"

"W have thought of that, too. W have thought of everything. Once the
Station is activated, it will generate a paramass field. It will nove in the
direction of gravitational attraction, sliding through ordinary matter, unti
such time as a continuous medium of relatively high density exerts sufficient
friction to stop it. It will take twenty feet of rock to do that. Anything of

| ower density won't affect it. It will remain twenty feet underground for ten
years, at which time a counterfield will bring it to the surface. Then one by
one, the Race will appear."

"I'n that case, why not nake the activation of the Station automatic? It
has so many automatic attributes already--"

"You haven't thought it through, Roi. W have. Not all spots on the
surface of Planet X may be suitable. If the inhabitants are powerful and
advanced, you may have to find an unobtrusive place for the Station. It won't
do for us to appear in a city square. And you will have to be certain that the
i medi ate environment is not dangerous in other ways."

"\What ot her ways, sir?"

"I don't know. The ancient records of the surface record many things we
no | onger understand. They don't explain because they took those itens for
granted, but we have been away fromthe surface for al nmost a hundred thousand
generations and we are puzzled. Qur Techs aren't even in agreenment on the
physi cal nature of stars; and that is sonething the records nention and
di scuss frequently. But what are 'storns,' 'earthquakes,' 'volcanoes,"
"tornadoes,' 'sleet,' 'landslides,' 'floods,' 'lightning,' and so on? These
are all ternms which refer to surface phenonena that are dangerous, but we
don't know what they are, W don't know how to guard agai nst them Through
your host's mind, you may be able to |l earn what is needful and take
appropriate action."

"How rmuch tinme will | have, sir?"
"The Resoni zer cannot be kept in continuous operation for |onger than
twel ve hours. | would prefer that you conplete your job in twd. You will

return here automatically as soon as the Station is activated. Are you
ready?"

"I"'mready," said Roi. Gan led the way to the clouded gl ass cabinet. Ro
took his seat, arranged his linbs in the appropriate depressions. H s
vi bri ssae dipped in mercury for good contact.

Roi said, "What if |I find nyself in a body on the point of death?"

Gan said as he adjusted the controls, "The thought field is distorted
when a person is near death. No normal thought field such as yours would be in
resonance. "

Roi said, " And if it is on the point of accidental death?"

Gan said, "W have thought of that, too. W can't guard against it, but
t he chances of death follow ng so quickly that you have no time to activate

the Station nentally are estimated as |l ess than one in twenty trillion, unless
the nysterious surface dangers are nore deadly than we expect....You have one
m nute. "

For sonme strange reason, Roi's |last thought before translation was of
Wenda.

5

Laura awoke with a sudden start. Wat happened? She felt as though she
had been jabbed with a pin.

The afternoon sun was shining in her face and its dazzl e nade her blink
She | owered the shade and sinmultaneously bent to | ook at Walter

She was a little surprised to find his eyes open. This wasn't one of his
waki ng periods. She | ooked at her wist watch. No, it wasn't. And it was a
good hour before feeding tinme, too. She followed the denand--feedi ng system or



the "if-you-want-it-holler-and-you'll-get it" routine, but ordinarily Walter
foll owed the clock quite conscientiously.

She wrinkl ed her nose at him "Hungry, duckier'

Walter did not respond at all and Laura was di sappoi nted. She woul d have
liked to have himsmle. Actually, she wanted himto | augh and throw his pudgy
arnms about her neck and nuzzle her and say, "Mnme," but she knew he coul dn't
do any of that. But he could snile.

She put a light finger to his chin and tapped it a bit.

" Goo- goo- goo-goo. " He al ways snmiled when you did that.

But he only blinked at her.

She said, "I hope he isn't sick." She |looked at Ms. Ellis in distress.

Ms. Ellis put down a nagazine. ~'Is anything wong, ny dear?"

"I don't know. Walter just lies there."

"Poor little thing. He's tired, probably."

"Shoul dn't he be sl eeping, then?"

"He's in strange surroundi ngs. He's probably wondering what it's al

about . "
She rose, stepped across the aisle, and | eaned across Laura to bring her
own face close to Walter's. "You're wondering what's going on, you tiny little
snookuns. Yes, you are. You're saying, "Wiere's ny nice little crib and all ny
nice little funnies on the wall paper?"

Then she nade little squeaki ng sounds at him

Walter turned his eyes away from his nother and watched Ms. Ellis
sonberly.

Ms. Ellis straightened suddenly and | ooked pai ned. She put a hand to
her head for a monment and nurnured, "Goodness! The queerest pain."

"Do you think he's hungry?" asked Laura.

"Lord," said Ms. Ellis, the trouble in her face fading, "they let you
know when they're hungry soon enough. There's nothing wong with him 1've had
three children, ny dear. | know. "

"I think "Il ask the stewardess to warm up another bottle."

"Well, if it will nake you feel better..."

The stewardess brought the bottle and Laura lifted Walter out of his
bassi net. She said, "You have your bottle and then I'll change you and

then--"

She adjusted his head in the crook of her elbow, |eaned over to peck him
qui ckly on the cheek, then cradled himclose to her body as she brought the
bottle to his lips--

Wl ter screaned!

H s mouth yawned open, his arms pushed before himwth his fingers
spread wi de, his whole body as stiff and hard as though in tetany, and he
screanmed. It rang through the whol e conpartnment.

Laura screaned too. She dropped the bottle and it snashed whitely.

Ms. Ellis junped up. Half a dozen others did. M. Ellis snapped out of
a light doze.

"What's the matter?" asked Ms. Ellis blankly.

"I don't know. | don't know " Laura was shaking Walter frantically,
putting himover her shoul der, patting his back. "Baby, baby, don't cry. Baby,
what's the nmatter? Baby--"

The stewardess was dashing down the aisle. Her foot cane within an inch
of the cube that sat beneath Laura's seat.

Wal ter was threshing about furiously now, yelling with calliope
intensity.

6

Roi's mind flooded with shock. One nonment he had been strapped in his
chair in contact with the clear m nd of Gan; the next (there was no
consci ousness of separation in tinme) he was imersed in a nedl ey of strange,
barbaric, and broken thought.



He closed his nmind conpletely. It had been open wide to increase the
effecti veness of resonance, and the first touch of the alien had been

Not pai nful --no. Dizzying, nauseating? No, not that, either. There was
no word.

He gathered resilience in the quiet nothingness of mnd closure and
consi dered his position. He felt the small touch of the Receiving Station
with which he was in nental liaison. That had come with him Cood!

He ignored his host for the monent. He might need himfor drastic
operations later, so it would be wise to raise no suspicions for the nonent.

He explored. He entered a mind at random and took stock first to the
sense inmpressions that pernmeated it. The creature was sensitive to parts of
the el ectromagnetic spectrumand to vibrations of the air, and, of course, to
bodily contact. It possessed |ocalized chem cal senses

That was about all. He | ooked again in astonishnment. Not only was there
no direct nass sense, no electro-potential sense, none of the really refined
interpreters of the Universe, but there was no nmental contact whatever

The creature's mnd was conpletely isol ated.

Then how did they conmuni cate? He | ooked further. They had a conpli cated
code of controlled air vibrations.

Were they intelligent? Had he chosen a mai ned m nd? No, they were al
l'i ke that.

He filtered the group of surrounding mnds through his mental tendrils,
searching for a Tech, or whatever passed for such anong these crippled
sem -intelligences. He found a m nd which thought of itself as a controller of
vehicles. A piece of information flooded Roi. He was on an air-borne vehicle.

Then even wi thout mental contact, they would build a rudinentary
nmechani cal civilization. O were they aninmal tools of real intelligences
el sewhere on the planet? No... Their nminds said no.

He plunbed the Tech. What about the i mediate environment? Were the
bugbears of the ancients to be feared? It was a natter of interpretation
Dangers in the environnent exi sted. Mowvenents of air. Changes of tenperature.
Water falling in the air, either as liquid or solid. Electrical discharges.
There were code vibrations of each phenonenon but that neant nothing. The
connection of any of these with the names given to phenonmena by the ancestra
surface folk was a matter of conjecture.

No matter. Was there danger now? Was there danger here? WAs there any
cause for fear or uneasiness?

No! The Tech's mind said no.

That was enough. He returned to his host nmind and rested a nonent, then
cautiously expanded. .

Not hi ng

H s host mnd was blank. At nmpbst, there was a vague sense of warnth, and
a dull flicker of undirected response to basic stimuli.

Was his host dying after all? Aphasic? Decerebrate?

He noved quickly to the m nd nearest, dredging it for information about
his host and finding it.

H s host was an infant of species.

An infant? A normal infant? And so undevel oped?

He allowed his mind to sink into and coal esce for a nonment with what
existed in his host. He searched for the notor areas of the brain and found
themw th difficulty. A cautious stinmulus was followed by an erratic notion of
his host's extrenmities. He attenpted finer control and failed.

He felt anger. Had they thought of everything after all? Had they
t hought of intelligences without nental contact? Had they thought of young
creatures as conpl etely undevel oped as though they were still in the egg?

It neant, of course, that he could not, in the person of his host,
activate the Receiving Station. The nuscles and mnd were far too weak, far
too uncontrolled for any of the three nmethods outlined by Gan

He thought intensely. He could scarcely expect to influence nuch nass
t hrough the inperfect focusing of his host's material brain cells, but what



about an indirect influence through an adult's brain? Direct physica

i nfluence would be mnute; it would anpbunt to the breakdown of the appropriate
nol ecul es of adenosi ne triphosphate and acetyl choline. Thereafter the creature
woul d act on its own.

He hesitated to try this, afraid of failure, then cursed hinself for a
coward. He entered the closest mnd once nore. It was a fenmal e of the species
and it was in the state of tenmporary inhibition he had noticed in others. It
didn't surprise him Mnds as rudinentary as these woul d need periodic
respites.

He considered the mind before himnow, fingering nentally the areas that
m ght respond to stimulation. He chose one, stabbed at it, and the conscious
areas flooded with life al nbst sinmultaneously. Sense inpressions poured in and
the [ evel of thought rose steeply.

Good!

But not good enough. That was a nere prod, a pinch. It was no order for
speci fic action.

He stirred unconfortably as enotion cascaded over him It came fromthe
m nd he had just stinmulated and was directed, of course, at his host and not
at him Nevertheless, its primtive crudities annoyed him and he closed his
m nd agai nst the unpl easant warm h of her uncovered feelings.

A second m nd centered about his host, and had he been material or had
he controlled a satisfactory host, he would have struck out in vexation

Great caverns, weren't they going to allow himto concentrate on his
serious business?

He thrust sharply at the second mind, activating centers of disconfort,
and it noved away.

He was pl eased. That had been nore than a sinple, undefined stimnulation
and it had worked nicely. He had cleared the nental atnosphere.

He returned to the Tech who controlled the vehicle. He would know t he
details concerning the surface over which they were passing.

Water? He sorted the data quickly.

Water! And nore water!

By the everlasting Levels, the word "ocean" nmade sense. The old,
traditional word "ocean." Who woul d dreamthat so nuch water could exist.

But then, if this was "ocean,"” then the traditional word "island" had an
obvi ous significance. He thrust his whole nind into the quest for geographica
i nformati on. The "ocean" was speckled with dots of |and but he needed exact

He was interrupted by a short stab of surprise as his host noved through
space and was hel d agai nst the nei ghboring femal e' s body.

Roi's nmind, engaged as it was, |ay open and unguarded. In ful
intensity, the female's enpotions piled in upon him

Roi winced. In an attenpt to renmove the distracting animal passions, he
cl anped down upon the host's brain cells, through which the rawness was
funnel i ng.

He did that too quickly, too energetically. His host's mnd flooded wth
a diffuse pain, and instantly al nost every mind he could reach reacted to the
air vibrations that resulted.

In vexation, he tried to blanket the pain and succeeded only in
stimulating it further.

Through the clinging nmental mist of his host's pain. he rimed the Techs
m nds, striving to prevent contact from slipping out of focus.

Hs mind went icy. The best chance was al nbst now He had perhaps twenty
m nutes. There woul d be other chances afterward, but not as good. Yet he dared
not attenpt to direct the actions of another while his host's mnd was in such
conpl et e di sorgani zati on

He retired, withdrew into mnd closure, maintaining only the nost
t enuous connection with his host's spinal cells, and waited.

M nutes passed, and little by little he returned to fuller l|iaison

He had five mnutes left. He chose a subject.



The stewardess said, "I think he's beginning to feel a little better,
poor little thing."

"He never acted like this before," insisted Laura tearfully. "Never."

"He just had a little colic, | guess," said the stewardess.

"Maybe he's bundl ed up too much," suggested Ms. Ellis.

"Maybe," said the stewardess. "It's quite warm"

She unw apped the bl anket and lifted the nightgown to expose a heaving
abdonen, pink and bul bous. VWalter was still whinpering.

She stewardess said, "Shall | change himfor you? He's quite wet."

"Wul d you pl ease?"

Most of the Dearer passengers had returned to their seats. The nore
di stant ceased craning their necks.

M. Ellis remained in the aisle with his wife. He said, "Say, |ook."

Laura and the stewardess were too busy to pay himattention and Ms.
Ellis ignored himout of sheer custom

M. Ellis was used to that. His remark was purely rhetorical, anyway. He
bent down and tugged at the box beneath the seat.

Ms. Ellis | ooked down inpatiently. She said, "Goodness, George, don't
be draggi ng at other people's luggage like that. Sit down. You're in the
way. "

M. Ellis straightened in confusion

Laura, with eyes still red and weepy, said, "It isn't mne. | didn't
even know it was under the seat."

The stewardess, |ooking up fromthe whining baby, said, "Wat is it?"

M. Ellis shrugged. "It's a box."

Hs wife said, "Well, what do you want with it, for heaven's sake?"

M. Ellis groped for a reason. What did he want with it? He nunbled, "I
was just curious."

The stewardess said, "There! The little boy is all nice and dry, and

"Il bet in tw mnutes he'll just be as happy as anything. Hm®? Wn't you,
little funny-face?"
But little funny-face was still sobbing. He turned his head away sharply

as a bottle was once nore produced.

The stewardess said, "Let ne warmit a bit.'
down the aisle.

M. Ellis came to a decision. Firmy he lifted the box and bal anced it
on the armof his seat. He ignored his wife's frown.

He said, "I'mnot doing it any harm |'mjust |ooking. What's it nade
of , anyway?"

He rapped it with his knuckles. None of the other passengers seened
interested. They paid no attention to either M. Ellis or the box. It was as
t hough sonet hing had switched off that particular Iine of interest anong them
Even Ms. Ellis, in conversation with Laura, kept her back to him

M. Ellis tipped the box up and found the opening. He knewit had to
have an opening. It was |arge enough for himto insert a finger, though there
was no reason, of course, why he should want to put a finger into a strange
box.

She took it and went back

Carefully he reached in. There was a bl ack knob, which he |onged to
touch. He pressed it.

The box shuddered and was suddenly out of his bands and passed through
the armof the chair.

He caught a glinpse of it moving through the floor, and then there was
unbroken flooring and nothing more. Slowy he spread out his hands and stared
at his palns. Then, dropping to his knees, he felt the floor

The stewardess, returning with the bottle, said politely, "Have you | ost
somet hi ng, sir?"

Ms. Ellis, |ooking down, said, "George!"

M. Ellis heaved hinself upward. He was flushed and flustered. He said,



"The box--1t slipped out and went down--"

The stewardess said, "What box, sir?"

Laura said, "May | have the bottle, mss? He's stopped crying.”

"Certainly. Here it is."

Wal ter opened his nmouth eagerly, accepting the nipple. Air bubbles nmoved
upward through the mlk and there were little swall ow ng sounds.

Laura | ooked up radiantly. "He seens fine now Thank you, Stewardess.
Thank you, Ms. Ellis. For a while there, it alnbst seenmed as though he
weren't ny little boy."

"He'll be all right,” said Ms. Ellis. "Maybe it was just a bit of
ai rsickness. Sit down, Ceorge."

The stewardess said, "Just call me if you need ne."

"Thank you," said Laura.

M. Ellis said, "The box--" and stopped.

What box? He didn't renmenber any box.

But one m nd aboard plane could follow the black cube as it dropped in a
par abol a uni npeded by wi nd or air resistance, passing through the nolecul es of
gas that lay in its way.

Below it, the atoll was a tiny bull's eye in a huge target. Once, during
atine of war, it had boasted an air strip and barracks. The barracks had
col l apsed, the air strip was a vanishing ragged line, and the atoll was
enpty.

The cube struck the feathery foliage of a palmand not a frond was
di sturbed. It passed through the trunk and down to the coral. It sank into the
pl anet itself without the smallest fog of dust kicked up to tell of its
ent rance.

Twenty feet bel ow the surface of the soil, the cube passed into stasis
and remai ned motionless, mngled intimately with the atoms of the rock, yet
remai ni ng di stinct.

That was all. It was night, then day. It rained, the wind blew, and the
Paci fic waves broke whitely on the white coral. Nothing had happened.

Not hi ng woul d happen--for ten years.

"W have broadcast the news," said Gan, "that you have succeeded.
t hi nk you ought to rest now "

Roi said, "Rest? Now? When |I'm back with conplete mnds? Thank you, but
no. The enjoynent is too keen."

"Did it bother you so much? Intelligence without nmental contact?"

"Yes," said Roi shortly. Gan tactfully refrained fromattenpting to
follow the line of retreating thought.

I nstead, he said, " And the surface?"

Roi said, "Entirely horrible. Wat the ancients called 'Sun' is an
unbearabl e pat\.h of brilliance overhead. It is apparently a source of |ight
and varies periodically; 'day' and 'night,' in other words. There is also

unpredi ctabl e variation."

" '"Couds' perhaps," said Gan.

"Wy ' cl ouds' ?"

"You know the traditional phrase: 'Couds hid the Sun.'

"You think so? Yes, it could be."

"Well, go on."

"Let's see. 'Ccean' and 'island' |'ve explained. 'Storm involves
wetness in the air, falling in drops. "Wnd' is a novenent of air on a huge
scal e. 'Thunder' is either a spontaneous, static discharge in the air or a
great spontaneous noise. 'Sleet' is falling ice. "

Gan said, "That's a curious one. Were wuld ice fall fron? How? Why?"

"I haven't the slightest idea. It's all very variable. It will storm at
one time and not at another. There are apparently regions on the surface where
it is always cold, others where it is always hot, still others where it is



both at different tinmes."

"Ast oni shing. How nmuch of this do you suppose is msinterpretation of
alien mnds?"

"None. I"'msure of that. It was all quite plain. | had sufficient tine
to plunb their queer mnds. Too much tine."

Again his thoughts drifted back into privacy.

Gan said, "This is well. I've been afraid all along of our tendency to
romantici ze the so-called Gol den Age of our surface ancestors. | felt that
there woul d be a strong inpul se anong our group in favor of a new surface
life."

"No," said Roi vehenently.

"Cbviously no. | doubt if the hardiest anmong us woul d consi der even a
day of life in an environment such as you describe, with its stornms, days,
nights, its indecent and unpredictable variations in environment." Gan's
t hought s were contented ones. "Tonorrow we begin the process of transfer. Once
on the island--An uninhabited one, you say."

"Entirely uninhabited. It was the only one of that type the vesse
passed over. The Tech's information was detail ed."

"Good. W will begin operations. It will take generations, Roi, but in
the end, we will be in the Deep of a new, warmworld, in pleasant caverns
where the controlled environment will be conducive to the growth of every
cul ture and refinenment."”

" And," added Roi, "no contact whatever with the surface creatures.”

Gan said, "Wy that? Prinmitive though they are, they could be of help to
us once we establish our base. A race that can build aircraft nust have sone
abilities.™

"It isn't that. They're a belligerent lot, sir. They would attack with
animal ferocity at all occasions and--"

Gan interrupted. "I amdi sturbed at the psychopenunbra that surrounds
your references to the aliens. There's sonething you are concealing."

Roi said, "I thought at first we could make use of them If they
woul dn't allow us to be friends, at |east, we could control them | made one

of them cl ose contact inside the cube and that was difficult. Very difficult.
Their mnds are basically different."

"I'n what way?"

"If I could describe it, the difference wouldn't be basic. But | can
give you an exanple. | was in the mnd of an infant. They don't have
mat urati on chanbers. The infants are in the charge of individuals. The
creature who was in charge of my host--"

"Yes."

"She (it was a female) felt a special tie to the young one. There was a
sense of ownership, of a relationship that excluded the remainder of their

society. | seened to detect, dinmy, sonething of the enotion that binds a nman
to an associate or friend, but it was far nore intense and unrestrained."
"Well," said Gan, "w thout mental contact, they probably have no rea

conception of society and subrel ationships may build up. O was this one
pat hol ogi cal ?"

"No, no. It's universal. The fenmale in charge was the infant's nother."

"I npossible. Its own nother?"

"OfF necessity. The infant had passed the first part of its existence
inside its mother. Physically inside. The creature's eggs remain within the
body. They are insem nated within the body. They grow within the body and
emerge alive."

"Great caverns," Gan said weakly. Distaste was strong within him "Each
creature would know the identity of its own child. Each child would have a
particul ar father--"

"And he woul d be known, too. My host was being taken five thousand
mles, as nearly as | could judge the distance, to be seen by its father."

"Unbel i evabl e!' "

"Do you need nore to see that there can never be any neeting of ninds?



The difference is so fundanental, so innate.”

The yel | owness of regret tinged and roughened Gan's thought train. He
said, "It would be too bad. | had thought--"

"What, sir?"

"I had thought that for the first tinme there would be two intelligences
hel pi ng one another. | had thought that together we m ght progress nore
qui ckly than either could alone. Even if they were primtive technol ogically,
as they are, technology isn't everything. | had thought we might still be able
to learn of them"

"Learn what ?" asked Roi brutally. "To know our parents and make friends
of our children?"

Gan said, "No. No, you're quite right. The barrier between us mnust

remai n forever conplete. They will have the surface and we the Deep, and so it
will be."

Qutside the laboratories Roi net Wenda.

Her thoughts were concentrated pleasure. "lI'mglad you' re back."

Roi's thoughts were pleasurable too. It was very restful to make clean
nmental contact with a friend.

The Fun They Had

Margi e even wote about it that night in her diary. On the page headed
May 17, 2157, she wote, "Today Tommy found a real book!"

It was a very old book. Margie's grandfather once said that when he was
alittle boy his grandfather told himthat there was a time when all stories
were printed on paper.

They turned the pages, which were yellow and crinkly, and it was awfully
funny to read words that stood still instead of nmoving the way they were
supposed to--on a screen, you know. And then, when they turned back to the
page before, it had the sane words on it that it had had when they read it the
first tinme.

"Cee," said Tomy, "what a waste. Wen you're through with the book, you
just throw it away, | guess. Qur television screen must have had a mllion
books on it and it's good for plenty nore. 1 wouldn't throw it away."

"Same with mine," said Margie. She was el even and hadn't seen as many
t el ebooks as Tommy had. He was thirteen

She said, "Were did you find it?"

"I'n ny house." He pointed without |ooking, because he was busy readi ng.
"In the attic."

"What's it about?"

"School . "

Margi e was scornful. "School? What's there to wite about school? | hate
school . "

Mar gi e al ways hated school, but now she hated it nore than ever. The
nmechani cal teacher had been giving her test after test in geography and she
had been doi ng worse and worse until her nother had shaken her head
sorrowmful ly and sent for the County Inspector

He was a round little man with a red face and a whole box of tools with
dials and wires. He smled at Margie and gave her an apple, then took the
teacher apart. Margi e had hoped he woul dn't know how to put it together again,
but he knew how all right, and, after an hour or so, there it was again, |arge
and bl ack and ugly, with a big screen on which all the | essons were shown and
t he questions were asked. That wasn't so bad. The part Margi e hated nost was
the sl ot where she had to put homework and test papers. She always had to
wite themout in a punch code they made her | eam when she was six years old,
and the mechani cal teacher calculated the mark in no tine.

The I nspector had smiled after he was finished and patted Margi e's head.
He said to her nother, "It's not the little girl's fault, Ms. Jones. | think
t he geography sector was geared a little too quick. Those things happen



sonmetines. |'ve slowed it up to an average ten-year level. Actually, the
over-all pattern of her progress is quite satisfactory.” And he patted
Mar gi e' s head agai n.

Mar gi e was di sappoi nted. She had been hopi ng they woul d take the teacher
away al together. They had once taken Tonmy's teacher away for nearly a nonth
because the history sector had bl anked out conpletely.

So she said to Tomy, "Wy would anyone wite about school ?"

Tommy | ooked at her with very superior eyes. "Because it's not our Kkind
of school, stupid. This is the old kind of school that they had hundreds and
hundreds of years ago." He added loftily, pronouncing the word carefully,
"Centuries ago."

Margie was hurt. "Well, | don't know what kind of school they had al
that time ago." She read the book over his shoulder for a while, then said,
"Anyway, they had a teacher."

"Sure they had a teacher, but it wasn't a regular teacher. It was a
man. "

"A man? How could a nan be a teacher?"

"Well, he just told the boys and girls things and gave t hem hormewor k and
asked them questions."

"A man isn't smart enough."

"Sure he is. My father knows as much as ny teacher."

"He can't. A man can't know as nmuch as a teacher."

"He knows al nbst as nuch, | betcha."”

Margi e wasn't prepared to dispute that. She said, "I wouldn't want a
strange man in ny house to teach ne."

Tommy screanmed with [aughter. "You don't know much, Margie. The teachers
didn't live in the house. They had a special building and all the kids went
there."”

"And all the kids | earned the sane thing?"

"Sure, if they were the sanme age."

"But my nother says a teacher has to be adjusted to fit the mnd of each
boy and girl it teaches and that each kid has to be taught differently."

"Just the sane they didn't do it that way then. If you don't like it,
you don't have to read the book."

"I didn't say | didn't like it," Margie said quickly. She wanted to read
about those funny schools.

They weren't even hal f-finished when Margi e's nmother called, "Margiel
School !'"

Margi e | ooked up. "Not yet, Mamma."

"Now " said Ms. Jones. "And it's probably tinme for Tormy, too."

Margi e said to Tommy, "Can | read the book some nore with you after
school ?"

"Maybe, " he said nonchal antly. He wal ked away whistling, the dusty old
book tucked beneath his arm

Margi e went into the schoolroom It was right next to her bedroom and
t he nmechani cal teacher was on and waiting for her. It was always on at the
same time every day except Saturday and Sunday, because her nother said little
girls learned better if they |earned at regular hours.

The screen was lit up, and it said: "Today's arithmetic |lesson is on the
addition of proper fractions. Please insert yesterday's honmework in the proper
slot."

Margie did so with a sigh. She was thinking about the old schools they
had when her grandfather's grandfather was a little boy. Al the kids fromthe
whol e nei ghbor hood cane, |aughing and shouting in the schoolyard, sitting
toget her in the schoolroom going hone together at the end of the day. They
| earned the same things, so they could help one another on the homework and
tal k about it.

And the teachers were people.

The nechani cal teacher was flashing on the screen: "Wen we add the
fractions 1/2 and |/4--"



Mar gi e was thi nki ng about how t he kids nust have loved it in the old
days. She was thinking about the fun they had.

The Last Question

The [ ast question was asked for the first tine, half in jest, on May 21, 2061
at a tine when humanity first stepped into the light. The question cane about
as a result of a five-dollar bet over highballs, and it happened this way:

Al exander Adell and Bertram Lupov were two of the faithful attendants of
Multivac. As well as any human bei ngs could, they knew what |ay behind the
cold, clicking, flashing face--mles and mles of face--of that giant
conputer. They had at |east a vague notion of the general plan of relays and
circuits that had I ong since grown past the point where any single human coul d
possi bly have a firmgrasp of the whole.

Mul tivac was self-adjusting and self-correcting. It had to be, for
not hi ng human coul d adjust and correct it quickly enough or even adequately
enough. So Adell and Lupov attended the monstrous giant only lightly and
superficially, yet as well as any men could. They fed it data, adjusted
guestions to its needs and translated the answers that were issued. Certainly
they, and all others like them were fully entitled to share in the glory that
was Multivac's.

For decades, Miltivac had hel ped design the ships and plot the
trajectories that enabled man to reach the Mon, Mrs, and Venus, but past
that, Earth's poor resources could not support the ships. Too nuch energy was
needed for the long trips. Earth exploited its coal and uraniumw th
i ncreasing efficiency, but there was only so nmuch of both.

But slowy Miltivac | earned enough to answer deeper questions nore
fundanmental |y, and on May 14, 2061, what had been theory, becane fact.

The energy of the sun was stored, converted, and utilized directly on a
pl anet -wi de scale. Al Earth turned off its burning coal, its fissioning
uranium and flipped the switch that connected all of it to a small station
one mle in dianeter, circling the Earth at half the distance of the Mon. Al
Earth ran by invisible beanms of sunpower.

Seven days had not sufficed to dimthe glory of it and Adell and Lupov
finally managed to escape fromthe public function, and to neet in quiet where
no one woul d think of |ooking for them in the deserted underground chanbers,
where portions of the mighty buried body of Miltivac showed. Unattended,
idling, sorting data with contented |azy clickings, Miltivac, too, had earned
its vacation and the boys appreciated that. They had no intention, originally,
of disturbing it.

They had brought a bottle with them and their only concern at the
nmonent was to relax in the conpany of each other and the bottle.

"I't's amazi ng when you think of it," said Adell. H s broad face had
lines of weariness in it, and he stirred his drink slowmy with a glass rod,
wat chi ng the cubes of ice slur clunmsily about. "Al'l the energy we can possibly
ever use for free. Enough energy, if we wanted to drawon it, to nelt al
Earth into a big drop of inmpure liquid iron, and still never m ss the energy
so used. All the energy we could ever use, forever and forever and forever."

Lupov cocked his head sideways. He had a trick of doing that when he
wanted to be contrary, and he wanted to be contrary now, partly because he had

had to carry the ice and gl assware. "Not forever," he said.
"Ch, hell, just about forever. Till the sun runs down, Bert."
"That's not forever."
"Al'l right, then. Billions and billions of years. Twenty billion, naybe.

Are you satisfied?"

Lupov put his fingers through his thinning hair as though to reassure
hi nsel f that sone was still left and sipped gently at his own drink. "Twenty
billion years isn't forever."

"Well, it will last our time, won't it?"



"So woul d the coal and uranium"

"Al'l right, but now we can hook up each individual spaceship to the
Solar Station, and it can go to Pluto and back a million times w thout ever
wor ryi ng about fuel. You can't do that on coal and uranium Ask Miltivac, if
you don't believe nme."

"l don't have to ask Multivac. | know that."

"Then stop running down what Multivac's done for us," said Adell
blazing up. "It did all right."

"Who says it didn't? What | say is that a sun won't last forever. That's
all I"'msaying. We're safe for twenty billion years, but then what?" Lupov
pointed a slightly shaky finger at the other. "And don't say we'll switch to
anot her sun."

There was silence for a while. Adell put his glass to his lips only
occasionally, and Lupov's eyes slowy closed. They rested.

Then Lupov's eyes snapped open. "You're thinking we'll switch to another
sun when ours is done, aren't you?"

"“I'"'m not thinking."

"Sure you are. You're weak on logic, that's the trouble with you. You're
like the guy in the story who was caught in a sudden shower and who ran to a
grove of trees and got under one. He wasn't worried, you see, because he
figured when one tree got wet through, he would just get under another one."

"I get it," said Adell. "Don't shout. Wen the sun is done, the other
stars will be gone, too."

"Darn right they will," muttered Lupov. "It all had a beginning in the
original cosm c explosion, whatever that was, and it'll all have an end when
all the stars run down. Sone run down faster than others. Hell, the giants
won't last a hundred mllion years. The sun will last twenty billion years and
maybe the dwarfs will last a hundred billion for all the good they are. But
just give us a trillion years and everything will be dark. Entropy has to
increase to maximum that's all."

"I know all about entropy," said Adell, standing on his dignity.

"The hell you do."

"I know as much as you do."

"Then you know everything's got to run down someday."

"AU right. Wio says they won't?"

"You did, you poor sap. You said we had all the energy we needed,
forever. You said 'forever.' "

It was Adell's turn to be contrary. "Maybe we can build things up again
someday, " he said.

"Never."

"Why not? Soneday."

"Never."

"Ask Multivac."

"You ask Multivac. | dare you. Five dollars says it can't be done."

Adel | was just drunk enough to try, just sober enough to be able to
phrase the necessary synbol s and operations into a question which, in words,
m ght have corresponded to this: WII manki nd one day w thout the net
expenditure of energy be able to restore the sun to its full youthful ness even
after it had died of old age?

O maybe it could be put nmore sinmply like this: How can the net anount
of entropy of the universe be massively decreased?

Multivac fell dead and silent. The slow flashing of |ights ceased, the
di stant sounds of clicking relays ended.

Then, just as the frightened technicians felt they could hold their
breath no | onger, there was a sudden springing to life of the teletype
attached to that portion of Miultivac. Five words were printed: |NSUFFI Cl ENT
DATA FOR MEANI NGFUL ANSVER.

"Not yet," whispered Lupov. They left hurriedly. By next norning, the
two, plagued with throbbing head and cottony nmouth, had forgotten the
i nci dent .



Jerrodd, Jerrodine, and Jerrodette | and Il watched the starry picture
in the visiplate change as the passage through hyperspace was conpleted in its
non-time | apse. At once, the even powdering of stars gave way to the
predom nance of a single bright nmarble-disk, centered.

"That's X-23," said Jerrodd confidently. His thin hands cl anped tightly
behi nd his back and the knuckl es whitened.

The little Jerrodettes, both girls, had experienced the hyperspace
passage for the first tine in their lives and were sel f-consci ous over the
nmonent ary sensation of inside-outness. They buried their giggles and chased
one another wildly about their nother, scream ng, "W've reached X-23--we've
reached X-23--we've--"

"Quiet, children," said Jerrodine sharply. "Are you sure, Jerrodd?"

"What is there to be but sure?" asked Jerrodd, glancing up at the bul ge
of featureless netal just under the ceiling. It ran the Iength of the room
di sappearing through the wall at either end. It was as |ong as the ship.

Jerrodd scarcely knew a thing about the thick rod of nmetal except that
it was called a Mcrovac, that one asked it questions if one wi shed; that if
one did not it still had its task of guiding the ship to a preordered
destination; of feeding on energies fromthe various Sub-gal actic Power
Stations; of conputing the equations for the hyperspatial junps.

Jerrodd and his famly had only to wait and live in the confortable
resi dence quarters of the ship.

Soneone had once told Jerrodd that the "ac" at the end of "M crovac"
stood for "anal og conputer” in ancient English, but he was on the edge of
forgetting even that.

Jerrodine's eyes were noist as she watched the visiplate. "I can't help
it. I feel funny about |eaving Earth."

"Why, for Pete's sake?" demanded Jerrodd. "We had nothing there. W'l
have everything on X-23. You won't be alone. You won't be a pioneer. There are
over a mllion people on the planet already. Good Lord, our
great-grandchildren will be |ooking for new worlds because X-23 will be
overcrowded." Then, after a reflective pause, "I tell you, it's a lucky thing
the conputers worked out interstellar travel the way the race is grow ng."

"I know, | know," said Jerrodine mserably.

Jerrodette | said pronptly, "Qur Mcrovac is the best Mcrovac in the
world."

"I think so, too," said Jerrodd, tousling her hair.

It was a nice feeling to have a Mcrovac of your own and Jerrodd was
gl ad he was part of his generation and no other. In his father's youth, the
only conputers had been trenmendous machi nes taking up a hundred square mles
of land. There was only one to a planet. Planetary ACs they were called. They
had been growing in size steadily for a thousand years and then, all at once,
cane refinement. In place of transistors had cone nol ecul ar val ves so that
even the | argest Planetary AC could be put into a space only half the vol une
of a spaceship.

Jerrodd felt uplifted, as he always did when he thought that his own
personal M crovac was many tines nore conplicated than the ancient and
primtive Miltivac that had first tamed the Sun, and al nost as conplicated as
Earth's Planetary AC (the largest) that had first solved the probl em of
hyperspatial travel and had rmade trips to the stars possible.

"So many stars, so many planets," sighed Jerrodine, busy with her own
t houghts. "I suppose famlies will be going out to new planets forever, the
way we are now. "

"Not forever," said Jerrodd, with a smle. "It will all stop soneday,
but not for billions of years. Many billions. Even the stars run down, you
know. Entropy nust increase.”

"What's entropy, daddy?" shrilled Jerrodette I

"Entropy, little sweet, is just a word which neans the anmount of
runni ng- down of the universe. Everything runs down, you know, like your little



wal ki e-tal ki e robot, renenber?"

"Can't you just put in a new power-unit, like with my robot?"

"The stars are the power-units, dear. Once they' re gone, there are no
nore power-units.”

Jerrodette | at once set up a how. "Don't let them daddy. Don't |et
the stars run down."

"Now | ook what you've done," whispered Jerrodi ne, exasperated.

"How was | to know it would frighten then?" Jerrodd whi spered back

"Ask the Mcrovac," wailed Jerrodette |I. "Ask himhow to turn the stars
on again."

"Go ahead," said Jerrodine. "It will quiet themdown." (Jerrodette II
was beginning to cry, also.)

Jerrodd shrugged. "Now, now, honeys. |'ll ask Mcrovac. Don't worry,
he' Il tell us."

He asked the M crovac, adding quickly, "Print the answer."
Jerrodd cupped the strip of thin cellufilmand said cheerfully, "See

now, the Mcrovac says it will take care of everything when the tine conmes so
don't worry."
Jerrodine said, "And now, children, it's tine for bed. W'll be in our

new home soon."

Jerrodd read the words on the cellufilmagain before destroying it:
| NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA FOR A MEANI NGFUL ANSWER

He shrugged and | ooked at the visiplate. X-23 was just ahead.

VJ-23X of Lanmeth stared into the black depths of the three-dinensional

smal | -scal e map of the Galaxy and said, "Are we ridiculous, | wonder, in being
so concerned about the matter?"
MR 17J of Nicron shook his head. "I think not. You know the Galaxy will

be filled in five years at the present rate of expansion."

Both seened in their early twenties, both were tall and perfectly
f or ned.

"Still," said VJ-23X, "l hesitate to submit a pessimistic report to the
Gal actic Council."

"I wouldn't consider any other kind of report. Stir themup a bit. W' ve
got to stir themup."

VJ-23X sighed. "Space is infinite. A hundred billion Gal axies are there
for the taking. Mre."

"A hundred billion is not infinite and it's getting less infinite al
the tine. Consider! Twenty thousand years ago, mankind first solved the
problem of utilizing stellar energy, and a few centuries later, interstellar
travel becane possible. It took mankind a mllion years to fill one small
worl d and then only fifteen thousand years to fill the rest of the Gal axy. Now
t he popul ati on doubl es every ten years--"

VJ-23X interrupted. "We can thank imortality for that."

"Very well. Imortality exists and we have to take it into account. |
admt it has its seany side, this imortality. The Galactic AC has sol ved nany
problems for us, but in solving the problem of preventing old age and deat h,
it has undone all its other solutions."

"Yet you wouldn't want to abandon life, | suppose.”

"Not at all," snapped MJ17J, softening it at once to, "Not yet. |'m by
no means ol d enough. How ol d are you?"

"Two hundred twenty-three. And you?"

"I"'mstill under two hundred. --But to get back to my point. Popul ation
doubl es every ten years. Once this Galaxy is filled, we'll have filled anot her
in ten years. Another ten years and we'll have filled two nore. Anot her
decade, four nmore. In a hundred years, we'll have filled a thousand Gal axi es.
In a thousand years, a mllion Galaxies. In ten thousand years, the entire
known Uni verse. Then what ?"

VJ-23X said, "As a side issue, there's a problem of transportation. |
wonder how many sunpower units it will take to nove Gal axi es of individuals



fromone Galaxy to the next."

"A very good point. Al ready, mankind consunes two sunpower units per
year."

"Most of it's wasted. After all, our own Gal axy al one pours out a
t housand sunpower units a year and we only use two of those."

"Granted, but even with a hundred per cent efficiency, we only stave off
the end. Qur energy requirements are going up in a geometric progression even

faster than our population. W'll run out of energy even sooner than we run
out of Gal axies. A good point. A very good point."
"We' || just have to build new stars out of interstellar gas."

"Or out of dissipated heat?" asked MQ 17J, sarcastically.

"There nmay be some way to reverse entropy. W ought to ask the Galactic
AC."

VJ-23X was not really serious, but M317J pulled out his AC-contact from
hi s pocket and placed it on the table before him

"I"'ve half a mind to," he said. "It's something the human race will have
to face soneday."

He stared somberly at his small AC-contact. It was only two inches cubed
and nothing in itself, but it was connected through hyperspace with the great
Gal actic AC that served all mankind. Hyperspace considered, it was an integra
part of the Galactic AC

MR 17J paused to wonder if someday in his immortal life he would get to
see the Galactic AC. It was on a little world of its own, a spider webbing of
force-beans holding the matter within which surges of sub-mesons took the
pl ace of the old clumsy nol ecul ar val ves. Yet despite its sub-etheric
wor ki ngs, the Galactic AC was known to be a full thousand feet across.

M 17J asked suddenly of his AC-contact, "Can entropy ever be reversed?"

VJ-23X | ooked startled and said at once, "Oh, say, | didn't really mean
to have you ask that,"

"Why not ?"

"We both know entropy can't be reversed. You can't turn snoke and ash
back into a tree."

"Do you have trees on your worl d?" asked MQ 17J.

The sound of the Galactic AC startled theminto silence. Its voice cane
thin and beautiful out of the small AC-contact on the desk. It said: THERE IS
| NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA FOR A MEANI NGFUL ANSWER

VJ-23X said, "See!"

The two men thereupon returned to the question of the report they were
to make to the Galactic Council.

Zee Prime's nmind spanned the new Galaxy with a faint interest in the
countl ess twists of stars that powdered it. He had never seen this one before.
Wul d he ever see themall? So many of them each with its |load of humanity.
--But a load that was al nost a dead weight. Mire and nore, the real essence of
men was to be found out here, in space.

M nds, not bodies! The immortal bodies remai ned back on the planets, in
suspensi on over the eons. Sonetimes they roused for material activity but that
was growi ng rarer. Few new individuals were coning into existence to join the
incredibly mghty throng, but what matter? There was little roomin the
Uni verse for new individuals.

Zee Prime was roused out of his reverie upon conming across the w spy
tendrils of another m nd.

"I am Zee Prime," said Zee Prinme. "And you?"

"I am Dee Sub Win. Your Gal axy?"

"We call it only the Gal axy. And you?"

"We call ours the sane. Al nen call their Galaxy their Gal axy and
not hi ng nore. Wy not ?"

"True. Since all Galaxies are the sane."”

"Not all Galaxies. On one particular Galaxy the race of man nust have
originated. That makes it different."



Zee Prinme said, "On which one?"

"I cannot say. The Universal AC would know. "

"Shall we ask hinf? | am suddenly curious."

Zee Prime's perceptions broadened until the Gal axi es thensel ves shrank
and became a new, nore diffuse powdering on a rmuch | arger background. So many

hundreds of billions of them all with their imortal beings, all carrying
their load of intelligences with mnds that drifted freely through space. And
yet one of them was unique anmong themall in being the original Galaxy. One of

them had, in its vague and distant past, a period when it was the only Gal axy
popul at ed by man.

Zee Prime was consumed with curiosity to see this Galaxy and he called
out: "Universal AC! On which Gal axy did manki nd ori gi nate?"

The Uni versal AC heard, for on every world and throughout space, it had
its receptors ready, and each receptor |ead through hyperspace to some unknown
poi nt where the Universal AC kept itself al oof.

Zee Prime knew of only one man whose thoughts had penetrated wthin
sensi ng di stance of Universal AC, and he reported only a shining globe, two
feet across, difficult to see.

"But how can that be all of Universal AC?" Zee Prime had asked.

"Most of it," had been the answer, "is in hyperspace. In what formit is
there | cannot imagine."

Nor could anyone, for the day had | ong since passed, Zee Prime knew,
when any man had any part of the making of a Universal AC. Each Universal AC
designed and constructed its successor. Each, during its existence of a
mllion years or nore accunul ated the necessary data to build a better and
nore intricate, nore capable successor in which its own store of data and
i ndi viduality would be submerged.

The Universal AC interrupted Zee Prine's wandering thoughts, not with,
words, but with guidance. Zee Prine's nentality was guided into the dimsea of
Gal axi es and one in particular enlarged into stars.

A thought came, infinitely distant, but infinitely clear. "THS IS THE
ORI G NAL GALAXY OF MAN. "

But it was the same after all, the same as any other, and Zee Prine
stifled his disappointnent.

Dee Sub Win, whose m nd had acconpani ed the other, said suddenly, "And
is one of these stars the original star of Man?" The Uni versal AC said, "MAN S
ORI G NAL STAR HAS GONE NOVA. I T IS A WH TE DWARF. "

"Did the men upon it die?" asked Zee Prinme, startled and w t hout
t hi nki ng.

The Universal AC said, "A NEWWORLD, AS IN SUCH CASES, WAS CONSTRUCTED
FOR THEI R PHYSI CAL BODIES I N TI ME. "

"Yes, of course," said Zee Prinme, but a sense of |oss overwhel med him
even so. His mnd released its hold on the original Galaxy of Man, let it
spring back and lose itself anmong the blurred pin points. He never wanted to
see it again.

Dee Sub Win said, "What is wong?"

"The stars are dying. The original star is dead.”

"They rmust all die. Wy not?"

"But when all energy is gone, our bodies will finally die, and you and
with them"

"It will take billions of years."

"I do not wish it to happen even after billions of years. Universal AC

How may stars be kept from dyi ng?"

Dee Sub Win said in anusenment, "You're asking how entropy m ght be
reversed in direction.”

And the Universal AC answered: "THERE IS AS YET | NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA FOR A
MEANI NGFUL ANSVER. "

Zee Prime's thoughts fled back to his own Gal axy. He gave no further
t hought to Dee Sub Win, whose body might be waiting on a Galaxy a trillion
light-years away, or on the star next to Zee Prine's own. It didn't matter



Unhappi ly, Zee Prine began collecting interstellar hydrogen out of which
to build a small star of his own. If the stars nmust soneday die, at |east sone
could yet be built.

Man considered with hinself, for in a way, Man, nentally, was one. He
consisted of a trillion, trillion, trillion agel ess bodies, each in its place,
each resting quiet and incorruptible, each cared for by perfect automatons,
equal ly incorruptible, while the minds of all the bodies freely nelted one
into the other, indistinguishable.

Man said, "The Universe is dying."

Man | ooked about at the dimm ng Gal axi es. The giant stars, spendthrifts,
were gone |long ago, back in the dimest of the dimfar past. Alnost all stars
were white dwarfs, fading to the end

New stars had been built of the dust between the stars, some by natura
processes, sone by Man hinself, and those were going, too. Wite dwarfs m ght
yet be crashed together and of the m ghty forces so rel eased, new stars built,
but only one star for every thousand white dwarfs destroyed, and those woul d
cone to an end, too.

Man said, "Carefully husbanded, as directed by the Cosm c AC, the energy
that is even yet left in all the Universe will last for billions of years."

"But even so," said Man, "eventually it will all come to an end. However
it may be husbanded, however stretched out, the energy once expended is gone
and cannot be restored. Entropy must increase forever to the maxi mum™"

Man said, "Can entropy not be reversed? Let us ask the Cosmic AC"

The Cosmic AC surrounded them but not in space. Not a fragment of it was
in space. It was in hyperspace and made of sonething that was neither matter
nor energy. The question of its size and nature no | onger had meaning in any
terms that Man coul d conprehend.

"Cosm c AC," said Man, "how may entropy be reversed?"

The Cosmic AC said, "THERE | S AS YET | NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA FOR A MEANI NGFUL
ANSVER. "

Man said, "Collect additional data."

The Cosmic AC said, "I WLL DO SO. | HAVE BEEN DO NG SO FOR A HUNDRED
Bl LLI ON YEARS. MY PREDECESSORS AND | HAVE BEEN ASKED THI S QUESTI ON MANY TI MES
ALL THE DATA | HAVE REMAI NS | NSUFFI Cl ENT. "

"WIIl there conme a tinme," said Man, "when data will be sufficient or is
the probleminsoluble in all conceivable circunstances?"

The Cosmic AC said, "NO PROBLEM IS | NSCLUBLE | N ALL CONCEl VABLE
Cl RCUMSTANCES. "

Man said, "Wien will you have enough data to answer the question?"

The Cosmic AC said, "THERE | S AS YET | NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA FOR A MEANI NGFUL
ANSVER. "

"WIl you keep working on it?" asked Man

The Cosnmic AC said, "I WLL."

Man said, "W shall wait."

The stars and Gal axi es died and snuffed out, and space grew bl ack after
ten trillion years of running down.

One by one Man fused with AC, each physical body losing its nental
identity in a manner that was sonehow not a | oss but a gain.

Man's last m nd paused before fusion, |ooking over a space that included
not hi ng but the dregs of one |ast dark star and nothi ng besides but incredibly
thin matter, agitated randomy by the tag ends of heat wearing out,
asynptotically, to the absolute zero

Man said, "AC, is this the end? Can this chaos not be reversed into the
Uni verse once nore? Can that not be done?"

AC said, "THERE | S AS YET | NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA FOR A MEANI NGFUL ANSWER. "

Man's last mind fused and only AC existed--and that in hyperspace.

Matter and energy had ended and with it space and tinme. Even AC exi sted



only for the sake of the one | ast question that it had never answered fromthe
time a hal f-drunken conputer ten trillion years before had asked the question
of a conputer that was to AC far less than was a man to Man

Al'l other questions had been answered, and until this last question was
answered al so, AC nmight not rel ease his consci ousness.

Al'l collected data had come to a final end. Nothing was left to be
col | ect ed.

But all collected data had yet to be conpletely correlated and put
together in all possible relationships.

A timeless interval was spent in doing that.

And it came to pass that AC | earned how to reverse the direction of
ent ropy.

But there was now no man to whom AC mi ght give the answer of the | ast
guestion. No matter. The answer--by denonstration--would take care of that,
t 0o.

For another tineless interval, AC thought how best to do this.
Carefully, AC organi zed the program

The consci ousness of AC enconpassed all of what had once been a Universe
and brooded over what was now Chaos. Step by step, it mnust be done.

And AC said, "LET THERE BE LI GHT!"

And there was |ight--

The Dead Past

Arnold Potterley, Ph.D., was a Professor of Ancient Hi story. That, in
itself, was not dangerous. Wat changed the world beyond all dreans was the
fact that he | ooked |ike a Professor of Ancient Hi story.

Thaddeus Araman, Departnent Head of the Division of Chronoscopy, m ght
have taken proper action if Dr. Potterley had been owner .of a large, square
chin, flashing eyes, aquiline nose and broad shoul ders.

As it was, Thaddeus Araman found hinself staring over his desk at a
m | d- manner ed i ndi vi dual, whose faded bl ue eyes | ooked at himw stfully from
either side of a | owbridged button nose; whose small, neatly dressed figure
seened stanped "m | k-and-water" fromthinning brown hair to the neatly brushed
shoes that conpleted a conservative niddle-class costune.

Araman said pleasantly, "And now what can | do for you, Dr. Potterley?"

Dr. Potterley said in a soft voice that went well with the rest of him
"M. Araman, | canme to you because you're top man in chronoscopy."

Araman smled. "Not exactly. Above ne is the Wrld Commi ssi oner of
Research and above himis the Secretary-General of the United Nations. And
above both of them of course, are the sovereign peoples of Earth."

Dr. Potterley shook his head. "They're not interested in chronoscopy.
I'"ve come to you, sir, because for two years | have been trying to obtain
perm ssion to do some tine view ng--chronoscopy, that is--in connection wth
nmy researches on ancient Carthage. | can't obtain such perm ssion. My research
grants are all proper. There is no irregularity in any of ny intellectua
endeavors and yet--"

"I"'msure there is no question of irregularity,"” said Araman soothingly.
He flipped the thin reproduction sheets in the folder to which Potterley's
nane had been attached. They had been produced by Miltivac, whose vast
anal ogi cal mind kept all the department records. When this was over, the
sheets coul d be destroyed, then reproduced on demand in a matter of m nutes.

And while Araman turned the pages, Dr. Potterley's voice continued in a
soft nonot one.

The historian was saying, "I must explain that ny problemis quite an
i nportant one. Carthage was ancient commercialismbrought to its zenith.

Pre- Roman Carthage was the nearest ancient analogue to pre-atonic Anerica, at
| east insofar as its attachment to trade, comerce and business in general was
concerned. They were the nost daring seamen and explorers before the Vikings;



much better at it than the overrated G eeks.

"To know Carthage woul d be very rewardi ng, yet the only know edge we
have of it is derived fromthe witings of its bitter enemes, the G eeks and
Romans. Carthage itself never wote in its own defense or, if it did, the
books did not survive. As a result, the Carthagi ni ans have been one of the
favorite sets of villains of history and perhaps unjustly so. Time view ng may
set the record straight."

He said nuch nore

Araman said, still turning the reproduction sheets before him "You mnust
realize, Dr. Potterley, that chronoscopy, or tine viewing, if you prefer, is a
difficult process."

Dr. Potterley, who had been interrupted, frowned and said, "I am asking
for only certain selected views at times and places | would indicate."
Araman sighed. "Even a few views, even one ... It is an unbelievably

delicate art. There is the question of focus, getting the proper scene in view
and holding it. There is the synchroni zati on of sound, which calls for
conpl etely i ndependent circuits.”

"Surely my problemis inportant enough to justify considerable effort.”

"Yes, sir. Undoubtedly," said Araman at once. To deny the inportance of
someone' s research probl em woul d be unforgivably bad manners. "But you mnust
under st and how | ong-drawn- out even the sinplest viewis. And there is a long
waiting line for the chronoscope and an even longer waiting line for the use
of Multivac which guides us in our use of the controls."

Potterley stirred unhappily. "But can nothing be done? For two years--"

"A matter of priority, sir. I'msorry. . . . Cgarette?"

The historian started back at the suggestion, eyes suddenly w dening as
he stared at the pack thrust out toward him Araman | ooked surprised, wthdrew
t he pack, made a notion as though to take a cigarette for hinself and thought
better of it.

Potterley drew a sigh of unfeigned relief as the pack was put out of
si ght.

He said, "lIs there any way of reviewing matters, putting ne as far
forward as possible. | don't know how to explain--"

Araman smled. Some had offered noney under sinilar circunstances which,
of course, had gotten them nowhere, either. He said, "The decisions on
priority are conputer-processed. | could in no way alter those deci sions
arbitrarily."”

Potterley rose stiffly to his feet. He stood five and a half feet tall.
"Then, good day, sir."

"Good day, Dr. Potterley. And ny sincerest regrets."

He offered his hand and Potterley touched it briefly.

The historian left, and a touch of the buzzer brought Aranman's secretary
into the room He handed her the folder.

"These," he said, "may be disposed of."

Al one again, he smled bitterly. Another itemin his quarter-century's
service to the human race. Service through negation

At least this fell ow had been easy to di spose of. Sonetimes acadenic
pressure had to be applied and even w t hdrawal of grants.

Five mnutes later, he had forgotten Dr. Potterley. Nor, thinking back
on it later, could he remenber feeling any prenonition of danger

During the first year of his frustration, Arnold Potterley had
experienced only that--frustration. During the second year, though, his
frustration gave birth to an idea that first frightened and then fascinated
him Two things stopped himfromtrying to translate the idea into action, and
neither barrier was the undoubted fact that his notion was a grossly unethica
one.

The first was nerely the continuing hope that the governnment woul d
finally give its pernission and make it unnecessary for himto do anything
nore. That hope had perished finally in the interview with Araman j ust
conpl et ed.



The second barrier had been not a hope at all but a dreary realization
of his own incapacity. He was not a physicist and he knew no physicists from
whom he m ght obtain help. The Department of Physics at the university
consi sted of men well stocked with grants and well imersed in specialty. At
best, they would not listen to him At worst, they would report himfor
i ntell ectual anarchy and even his basic Carthaginian grant m ght easily be
wi t hdr awn.

That he could not risk. And yet chronoscopy was the only way to carry on
his work. Wthout it, he would be no worse off if his grant were |ost.

The first hint that the second barrier mght be overcone had cone a week
earlier than his interview with Araman, and it had gone unrecogni zed at the
time. It had been at one of the faculty teas. Potterley attended these
sessions unfailingly because he conceived attendance to be a duty, and he took
his duties seriously. Once there, however, he conceived it to be no
responsibility of his to make |ight conversation or new friends. He sipped
abstem ously at a drink or two, exchanged a polite word with the dean or such
department heads as happened to be present, bestowed a narrow smile on others
and finally left early.

Ordinarily, he would have paid no attention, at that npbst recent tea, to
a young man standing quietly, even diffidently, in one corner. He woul d never
have dreamed of speaking to him Yet a tangle of circunstance persuaded him
this once to behave in a way contrary to his nature.

That norning at breakfast, Ms. Potterley had announced sonberly that
once again she had dreaned of Laurel; but this time a Laurel grown up, yet
retaining the three-year-old face that stanped her as their child. Potterley
had l et her tal k. There had been a tine when he fought her too frequent
preoccupation with the past and death. Laurel would not come back to them
ei ther through dreans or through talk. Yet if it appeased Caroline
Potterley--let her dream and tal k.

But when Potterley went to school that norning, he found hinself for
once affected by Caroline's inanities. Laurel grown up! She had died nearly
twenty years ago; their only child, then and ever. In all that tine, when he
t hought of her, it was as a three-year-old.

Now he thought: But if she were alive now, she wouldn't be three, she'd
be nearly twenty-three.

Hel pl essly, he found hinmself trying to think of Laurel as grow ng
progressively older; as finally becomng twenty-three. He did not quite
succeed.

Yet he tried. Laurel using make-up. Laurel going out with boys. Laurel--
getting married!

So it was that when he saw the young man hovering at the outskirts of
the coldly circulating group of faculty nmen, it occurred to himquixotically
that, for all he knew, a youngster just such as this might have married
Laurel . That youngster hinself, perhaps.

Laurel mght have nmet him here at the university, or some eveni ng when
he mght be invited to dinner at the Potterleys'. They m ght grow interested
in one another. Laurel would surely have been pretty and this youngster |ooked
well. He was dark in coloring, with a lean intent face and an easy carri age.

The t enuous daydream snapped, yet Potterley found hinself staring
foolishly at the young man, not as a strange face but as a possible son-in-Ilaw
in the m ght-have-been. He found hinself threading his way toward the man. It
was al nost a form of aut ohypnotism

He put out his hand. "I am Arnold Potterley of the Hi story Departnent.
You're new here, | think?"

The youngster | ooked faintly astoni shed and funbled with his drink
shifting it to his left hand in order to shake with his right. "Jonas Foster

is my nane, sir. I'ma new instructor in physics. I'mjust starting this
semester. "
Potterl ey nodded. "I wi sh you a happy stay here and great success."

That was the end of it, then. Potterley had cone uneasily to his senses,



found hinself enbarrassed and noved off. He stared back over his shoul der
once, but the illusion of relationship had gone. Reality was quite real once
nore and he was angry with hinself for having fallen prey to his wife's
foolish tal k about Laurel

But a week later, even while Araman was tal ki ng, the thought of that
young man had cone back to him An instructor in physics. A new instructor
Had he been deaf at the tine? Was there a short circuit between ear and brain?
O was it an automatic sel f-censorship because of the inpending interview wth
t he Head of Chronoscopy?

But the interview failed, and it was the thought of the young nan wth
whom he had exchanged two sentences that prevented Potterley from el aborating
his pleas for consideration. He was al nbst anxious to get away.

And in the autogiro express back to the university, he could al nost w sh
he were superstitious. He could then console hinmself with the thought that the
casual neaningl ess neeting had really been directed by a know ng and
pur poseful Fate.

Jonas Foster was not new to academic life. The Iong and rickety struggle
for the doctorate would make anyone a veteran. Additional work as a
post doctorate teaching fell ow acted as a booster shot.

But now he was I nstructor Jonas Foster. Professorial dignity |lay ahead.
And he now found hinself in a new sort of relationship toward ot her
pr of essors.

For one thing, they would be voting on future pronotions. For another,
he was in no position to tell so early in the gane which particul ar nmenber of
the faculty nmight or mght not have the ear of the dean or even of the
university president. He did not fancy hinmself as a canpus politician and was
sure he woul d nake a poor one, yet there was no point in kicking his own rear
into blisters just to prove that to hinself.

So Foster listened to this mild-mannered historian who, in sone vague
way, seened nevertheless to radiate tension, and did not shut himup abruptly
and toss himout. Certainly that was his first inpulse.

He renmenbered Potterl ey well enough. Potterley had approached hi m at
that tea (which had been a grizzly affair). The fell ow had spoken two
sentences to himstiffly, sonehow gl assy-eyed, had then come to hinself with a
visible start and hurried off.

It had anmused Foster at the tine, but now .

Potterl ey m ght have been deliberately trying to nake hi s acquai ntance,
or, rather, to inpress his own personality on Foster as that of a queer sort
of duck, eccentric but harm ess. He m ght now be probing Foster's views,
searching for unsettling opinions. Surely, they ought to have done so before
granting himhis appointment. Stil

Potterl ey mght be serious, mght honestly not realize what he was
doi ng.

O he might realize quite well what he was doi ng; he mght be nothing
nore or |ess than a dangerous rascal

Foster munmbl ed, "Well, now-" to gain time, and fished out a package of
cigarettes, intending to offer one to Potterley and to light it and one for
hi nsel f very slowy.

But Potterley said at once, "Please, Dr. Foster. No cigarettes."

Foster |ooked startled. "I"msorry, sir."

"No. The regrets are mne. | cannot stand the odor. An idiosyncrasy. |I'm
sorry."

He was positively pale. Foster put away the cigarettes.

Foster, feeling the absence of the cigarette, took the easy way out.
"I"'mflattered that you ask ny advice and all that, Dr. Potterley, but I'm not
a neutrinics man. | can't very well do anything professional in that
direction. Even stating an opinion would be out of line, and, frankly, I'd
prefer that you didn't go into any particulars.™

The historian's primface set hard. "Wat do you nean, you're not a
neutrinics man? You're not anything yet. You haven't received any grant, have



you?"
"This is only nmy first semester.”

"I know that. | imagine you haven't even applied for any grant yet."
Foster half-smiled. In three nonths at the university, he had not
succeeded in putting his initial requests for research grants into good enough
shape to pass on to a professional science witer, let alone to the Research

Conmi ssi on

(Hi s Department Head, fortunately, took it quite well. "Take your tinme
now, Foster," he said, "and get your thoughts well organized. Make sure you
know your path and where it will lead, for, once you receive a grant, your
specialization will be formally recognized and, for better or for worse, it
will be yours for the rest of your career." The advice was trite enough, but
triteness has often the nmerit of truth, and Foster recognized that.)

Foster said, "By education and inclination, Dr. Potterley, I'ma

hyperoptics man with a gravities mnor. It's how | described nyself in
applying for this position. It nmay not be ny official specialization yet, but
it's going to be. It can't be anything else. As for neutrinics, | never even
studi ed the subject."

"Why not ?" demanded Potterley at once.

Foster stared. It was the kind of rude curiosity about another man's
prof essional status that was always irritating. He said, with the edge of his
own politeness just a trifle blunted, "A course in neutrinics wasn't given at
nmy university."

"Good Lord, where did you go?"

"MI1.T.," said Foster quietly.

"And they don't teach neutrinics?"

"No, they don't." Foster felt himself flush and was noved to a defense.

"It's a highly specialized subject with no great val ue. Chronoscopy,
per haps, has sone value, but it is the only practical application and that's a
dead end."

The historian stared at himearnestly. "Tell nme this. Do you know where
| can find a neutrinics man?"

"No, | don't," said Foster bluntly.

"Well, then, do you know a school which teaches neutrinics?"

"No, | don't."

Potterley smled tightly and w t hout hunor.

Foster resented that snile, found he detected insult in it and grew

sufficiently annoyed to say, "I would like to point out, sir, that you're
stepping out of line."
n \N]at ?II

"I"msaying that, as a historian, your interest in any sort of physics,
your professional interest, is--" He paused, unable to bring hinmself quite to
say the word.

"Unet hi cal ?"

"That's the word, Dr. Potterley."

"My researches have driven nme to it,’
whi sper.

"The Research Commission is the place to go. If they pernmt--"

"I have gone to them and have received no satisfaction."

"Then obvi ously you nust abandon this." Foster knew he was soundi ng
stuffily virtuous, but he wasn't going to let this man lure himinto an
expression of intellectual anarchy. It was too early in his career to take
stupid risks.

Apparently, though, the remark had its effect on Potterley. Wthout any
war ni ng, the man exploded into a rapid-fire verbal stormof irresponsibility.

Schol ars, he said, could be free only if they could freely follow their
own free-swinging curiosity. Research, he said, forced into a predesigned
pattern by the powers that held the purse strings became slavish and had to
stagnate. No man, he said, had the right to dictate the intellectual interests
of anot her.

said Potterley in an intense



Foster listened to all of it with disbelief. None of it was strange to
him He had heard coll ege boys talk so in order to shock their professors and
he had once or tw ce amused hinmself in that fashion, too. Anyone who studied
the history of science knew that many men had once thought so.

Yet it seened strange to Foster, alnost against nature, that a nodern
man of science could advance such nonsense. No one woul d advocate running a
factory by allow ng each individual worker to do whatever pleased himat the
nmonent, or of running a ship according to the casual and conflicting notions
of each individual crewan. It would be taken for granted that sone sort of
centralized supervisory agency nust exist in each case. Wiy should direction
and order benefit a factory and a ship but not scientific research?

Peopl e mi ght say that the human m nd was sonehow qualitatively different
froma ship or factory but the history of intellectual endeavor proved the
opposite.

When science was young and the intricacies of all or mpst of the known
was within the grasp of an individual nmind, there was no need for direction
per haps. Blind wandering over the uncharted tracts of ignorance could lead to
wonder ful finds by accident.

But as know edge grew, nore and nore data had to be absorbed before
wort hwhil e journeys into ignorance could be organi zed. Men had to speciali ze.
The researcher needed the resources of a library he hinmself could not gather
then of instrunents he hinself could not afford. More and nore, the individua
researcher gave way to the research teamand the research institution

The funds necessary for research grew greater as tools grew nore
nunerous. Wat college was so small today as not to require at |east one
nucl ear nicro-reactor and at | east one three-stage conmputer?

Centuries before, private individuals could no | onger subsidize
research. By 1940, only the government, large industries and |arge
universities or research institutions could properly subsidize basic research

By 1960, even the largest universities depended entirely upon government
grants, while research institutions could not exist w thout tax concessions
and public subscriptions. By 2000, the industrial conbines had becone a branch
of the world governnment and, thereafter, the financing of research and
therefore its direction naturally becane centralized under a departnent of the
gover nient .

It all worked itself out naturally and well. Every branch of science was
fitted neatly to the needs of the public, and the various branches of science
were co-ordinated decently. The material advance of the |ast half-century was
argunent enough for the fact that science was not falling into stagnation

Foster tried to say a very little of this and was waved asi de
i npatiently by Potterley who said, "You are parroting official propaganda.
You're sitting in the mddle of an exanple that's squarely agai nst the
of ficial view Can you believe that?"

"Frankly, no."

"Well, why do you say time viewing is a dead end? Way is neutrinics
uni mportant? You say it is. You say it categorically. Yet you' ve never studied
it. You claimconplete ignorance of the subject. It's not even given in your
school --"

"Isn't the mere fact that it isn't given proof enough?"

"Ch, | see. It's not given because it's uninmportant. And it's
uni mportant because it's not given. Are you satisfied with that reasoni ng?"

Foster felt a growing confusion. "It's in the books."

"That's all. The books say neutrinics is uninportant. Your professors
tell you so because they read it in the books. The books say so because
professors wite them Who says it from personal experience and know edge? Wo
does research in it? Do you know of anyone?"

Foster said, "I don't see that we're getting anywhere, Dr. Potterley.
have work to do--"
"One mnute. | just want you to try this on. See how it sounds to you.

say the governnent is actively suppressing basic research in neutrinics and



chronoscopy. They're suppressing application of chronoscopy."”

"Ch, no."

"Why not? They could do it. There's your centrally directed research. I|f
they refuse grants for research in any portion of science, that portion dies.
They' ve killed neutrinics. They can do it and have done it."

"But why?"
"I don't know why. | want you to find out. 1'd do it nyself if | knew
enough. | cane to you because you're a young fellow with a brand-new

education. Have your intellectual arteries hardened already? Is there no
curiosity in you? Don't you want to know? Don't you want answers?"

The historian was peering intently into Foster's face. Their noses were
only inches apart, and Foster was so |l ost that he did not think to draw back

He should, by rights, have ordered Potterley out. If necessary, he
shoul d have thrown Potterley out.

It was not respect for age and position that stopped him It was
certainly not that Potterley's arguments had convinced him Rather, it was a
smal | point of college pride.

Way didn't MI.T. give a course in neutrinics? For that matter, now that
he cane to think of it, he doubted that there was a single book on neutrinics
inthe library. He could never recall having seen one.

He stopped to think about that.

And that was ruin.

Caroline Potterley had once been an attractive worman. There were
occasi ons, such as dinners or university functions, when, by considerable
effort, remmants of the attraction could be sal vaged.

On ordi nary occasions, she sagged. It was the word she applied to
herself in monents of self-abhorrence. She had grown plunper with the years,
but the flaccidity about her was not a matter of fat entirely. It was as
t hough her nuscles had given up and grown linp so that she shuffled when she
wal ked, while her eyes grew baggy and her cheeks jowy. Even her graying hair
seened tired rather than nerely stringy. Its straightness seemed to be the
result of a supine surrender to gravity, nothing el se.

Caroline Potterley | ooked at herself in the mirror and admitted this was
one of her bad days. She knew the reason, too.

It had been the dream of Laurel. The strange one, with Laurel grown up
She had been wretched ever since.

Still, she was sony she had nentioned it to Arnold. He didn't say
anyt hi ng; he never did any nore; but it was bad for him He was particularly
wi t hdrawn for days afterward. It mght have been that he was getting ready for
that inportant conference with the big government official (he kept saying he
expected no success), but it mght also have been her dream

It was better in the old days when he would cry sharply at her, "Let the
dead past go, Caroline! Talk won't bring her back, and dreams won't either."

It had been bad for both of them Horribly bad. She had been away from
hone and had lived in guilt ever since. If she had stayed at home, if she had
not gone on an unnecessary shoppi ng expedition, there would have been two of
t hem avai |l abl e. One woul d have succeeded in saving Laurel

Poor Arnold had not managed. Heaven knew he tried. He had nearly died
hi nsel f. He had cone out of the burning house, staggering in agony, blistered,
choking, half-blinded, with the dead Laurel in his arns.

The nightmare of that lived on, never lifting entirely.

Arnold slowy grew a shell about hinself afterward. He cultivated a
| owvoi ced m | dness through whi ch nothing broke, no lightning struck. He grew
puritani cal and even abandoned his minor vices, his cigarettes, his penchant
for an occasional profane exclamation. He obtained his grant for the
preparation of a new history of Carthage and subordi nated everything to that.

She tried to help him She hunted up his references, typed his notes and
mcrofilmed them Then that ended suddenly.

She ran fromthe desk suddenly one evening, reaching the bathroomin
bare tinme and retching abom nably. Her husband foll owed her in confusion and



concern.

"Caroline, what's wong?"

It took a drop of brandy to bring her around. She said, "lIs it true?
What they did?"

"Who di d?"

"The Cart hagi ni ans."

He stared at her and she got it out by indirection. She couldn't say it
right out.

The Carthagi nians, it seened, worshi ped Mloch, in the formof a hollow,
brazen idol with a furnace in its belly. At times of national crisis, the
priests and the people gathered, and infants, after the proper cerenonies and
i nvocations, were dextrously hurled, alive, into the flanes.

They were given sweetneats just before the crucial nmoment, in order that
the efficacy of the sacrifice not be ruined by displeasing cries of panic. The
drums rolled just after the nonment, to drown out the few seconds of infant
shri eking. The parents were present, presumably gratified, for the sacrifice
was pl easing to the gods.

Arnold Potterley frowned darkly. Vicious lies, he told her, on the part
of Carthage's enem es. He should have warned her. After all, such
propagandi stic lies were not uncommon. According to the Greeks, the ancient
Hebr ews worshi ped an ass's head in their Holy of Holies. According to the
Romans, the prinmitive Christians were haters of all men who sacrificed pagan
children in the cataconbs.

"Then they didn't do it?" asked Caroline.

"I"'msure they didn't. The primtive Phoenicians may have. Human
sacrifice is comonplace in primtive cultures. But Carthage in her great days
was not a primtive culture. Human sacrifice often gives way to synbolic
actions such as circuntision. The G eeks and Ronans m ght have ni staken sone
Cart hagi ni an synbolismfor the original full rite, either out of ignorance or
out of malice."”

"Are you sure?"

"I can't be sure yet, Caroline, but when |'ve got enough evidence, 'l
apply for perm ssion to use chronoscopy, which will settle the nmatter once and
for all."

" Chr onoscopy?"

"Time viewing. W can focus on ancient Carthage at sone tine of crisis,
the I andi ng of Scipio Africanus in 202 b.c., for instance, and see with our
own eyes exactly what happens. And you'll see, I'Il be right."

He patted her and sniled encouragingly, but she dreaned of Laurel every
night for two weeks thereafter and she never hel ped himw th his Carthage
project again. Nor did he ever ask her to.

But now she was bracing herself for his comng. He had called her after
arriving back in town, told her he had seen the government man and that it had
gone as expected. That neant failure, and yet the little telltale sign of
depression had been absent fromhis voice and his features had appeared quite
conposed in the teleview He had another errand to take care of, he said,
bef ore comi ng hore.

It meant he would be late, but that didn't matter. Neither one of them
was particul ar about eating hours or cared when packages were taken out of the
freezer or even which packages or when the sel fwarm ng nmechani sm was
activat ed.

When he did arrive, he surprised her. There was nothing untoward about
himin any obvi ous way. He kissed her dutifully and smled, took off his hat
and asked if all had been well while he was gone. It was all alnobst perfectly
normal . Al nost.

She had | earned to detect small things, though, and his pace in all this
was a trifle hurried. Enough to show her accustoned eye that he was under
t ensi on.

She said, "Has sonethi ng happened?"

He said, "W're going to have a dinner guest night after next, Caroline.



You don't mind?"

"Well, no. Is it anyone | know?"

"No. A young instructor. A newcomer. |'ve spoken to him" He suddenly
whirled toward her and seized her arns at the el bow, held thema nonent, then
dropped themin confusion as though di sconcerted at havi ng shown enotion

He said, "I alnost didn't get through to him Inmagine that. Terrible,
terrible, the way we have all bent to the yoke; the affection we have for the
harness about us."

Ms. Potterley wasn't sure she understood, but for a year she had been

wat ching himgrow quietly nore rebellious; little by little nmore daring in his
criticismof the governnent. She said, "You haven't spoken foolishly to him
have you?"

"What do you mean, foolishly? He'll be doing sone neutrinics for nme."

"Neutrinics" was trisyllabic nonsense to Ms. Potterley, but she knew it
had nothing to do with history. She said faintly, "Arnold, | don't like you to
do that. You'll |ose your position. It's--"

"It's intellectual anarchy, ny dear," he said. "That's the phrase you
want. Very well. | aman anarchist. If the government will not allow ne to
push ny researches, | will push themon ny own. And when | show the way,
others will follow . . . And if they don't, it makes no difference. It's
Cart hage that counts and human know edge, not you and I."

"But you don't know this young man. What if he is an agent for the
Comm ssi on of Research.”

"Not likely and 1'Il take that chance." He nmade a fist of his right hand
and rubbed it gently against the palmof his left. "He's on ny side now |'m
sure of it. He can't help but be. | can recognize intellectual curiosity when

| see it in a man's eyes and face and attitude, and it's a fatal disease for a
tame scientist. Even today it takes tine to beat it out of a man and the young
ones are vulnerable. . . . OCh, why stop at anything? Wiy not build our own
chronoscope and tell the government to go to--"

He stopped abruptly, shook his head and turned away.

"I hope everything will be all right," said Ms. Potterley, feeling
hel pl essly certain that everything would not be, and frightened, in advance,
for her husband's professorial status and the security of their old age.

It was she alone, of themall, who had a violent presentinent of
trouble. Quite the wong trouble, of course.

Jonas Foster was nearly half an hour late in arriving at the Potterleys
of f - campus house. Up to that very evening, he had not quite decided he would
go. Then, at the last nmonment, he found he could not bring hinself to conmt
the social enormty of breaking a dinner appointment an hour before the
appointed tine. That, and the nagging of curiosity.

The dinner itself passed interm nably. Foster ate w thout appetite. Ms.
Potterley sat in distant absent-m ndedness, enmerging out of it only once to
ask if he were nmarried and to make a deprecating sound at the news that he was
not. Dr. Potterley hinself asked neutrally after his professional history and
nodded his head primy.

It was as staid, stodgy--boring, actually--as anything could be.

Foster thought: He seens so harni ess.

Foster had spent the |last two days reading up on Dr. Potterley. Very
casual ly, of course, alnpbst sneakily. He wasn't particularly anxious to be
seen in the Social Science Library. To be sure, history was one of those
borderline affairs and historical works were frequently read for anusenment or
edification by the general public.

Still, a physicist wasn't quite the "general public."” Let Foster take to
readi ng histories and he woul d be consi dered queer, sure as relativity, and
after a while the Head of the Departnent would wonder if his new instructor
were really "the man for the job."

So he had been cautious. He sat in the nore secluded al coves and kept
hi s head bent when he slipped in and out at odd hours.

Dr. Potterley, it turned out, had witten three books and some dozen



articles on the ancient Mediterranean worlds, and the later articles (all in
"Hi storical Reviews") had all dealt with pre-Ronan Carthage froma synpathetic

Vi ewpoi nt .
That, at |east, checked with Potterley's story and had soothed Foster's
suspi cions somewhat. . . . And yet Foster felt that it would have been nuch

wi ser, much safer, to have scotched the matter at the beginning.

A scientist shouldn't be too curious, he thought in bitter
di ssatisfaction with hinself. It's a dangerous trait.

After dinner, he was ushered into Potterley's study and he was brought
up sharply at the threshold. The walls were sinmply Iined with books.

Not merely filnms. There were films, of course, but these were far
out nunbered by the books--print on paper. He woul dn't have thought so many
books woul d exi st in usable condition

That bot hered Foster. Wy shoul d anyone want to keep so many books at
hone? Surely all were available in the university library, or, at the very
worst, at the Library of Congress, if one wished to take the mnor trouble of
checking out a microfilm

There was an el ement of secrecy involved in a home library. It breathed
of intellectual anarchy. That |ast thought, oddly, cal med Foster. He would
rather Potterley be an authentic anarchist than a play-acting agent
provocat eur.

And now the hours began to pass quickly and astonishingly.

"You see," Potterley said, in a clear, unflurried voice, "it was a
matter of finding, if possible, anyone who had ever used chronoscopy in his
work. Naturally, 1 couldn't ask baldly, since that would be unauthorized
research.”

"Yes," said Foster dryly. He was a little surprised such a small
consi deration would stop the nman.

"l wused indirect nmethods--"

He had. Foster was amazed at the volume of correspondence dealing with
smal | di sputed points of ancient Mediterranean culture which sonehow managed
to elicit the casual remark over and over again: "O course, having never made
use of chronoscopy--" or, "Pending approval of ny request for chronoscopic
data, which appear unlikely at the monent--"

"Now these aren't blind questionings," said Potterley. "There's a
nmont hl y bookl et put out by the Institute for Chronoscopy in which itens
concerning the past as determined by tine viewing are printed. Just one or two
itens.

"What inpressed nme first was the triviality of nost of the itens, their
insipidity. Wiy should such researches get priority over nmy work? So | wote
to people who would be nost likely to do research in the directions described
in the booklet. Uniformy, as | have shown you, they did not nake use of the
chronoscope. Now let's go over it point by point."

At | ast Foster, his head swmring with Potterley's neticul ously gathered
details, asked, "But why?"

"I don't know why," said Potterley, "but | have a theory. The origina
i nvention of the chronoscope was by Sterbinski--you see, | know that nuch
--and it was well publicized. But then the government took over the instrunent
and decided to suppress further research in the matter or any use of the
machi ne. But then, people m ght be curious as to why it wasn't being used.
Curiosity is such a vice, Dr. Foster."

Yes, agreed the physicist to hinself.

"I'magi ne the effectiveness, then," Potterley went on, "of pretending
that the chronoscope was being used. It would then be not a nystery, but a
commonpl ace. It would no |onger be a fitting object for legitimate curiosity
or an attractive one for illicit curiosity."

"You were curious," pointed out Foster

Potterley looked a trifle restless. "It was different in ny case," he
said angrily. "l have something that nust be done, and | wouldn't submit to
the ridicul ous way in which they kept putting me off."



A bit paranoid, too, thought Foster gloomly.

Yet he had ended up with something, paranoid or not. Foster could no
| onger deny that something peculiar was going on in the matter of neutrinics.

But what was Potterley after? That still bothered Foster. If Potterley
didn't intend this as a test of Foster's ethics, what did he want?

Foster put it to hinself logically. If an intellectual anarchist with a
touch of paranoia wanted to use a chronoscope and was convinced that the
powers-that-be were deliberately standing in his way, what would he do?

Supposing it were |, he thought. Wiat would | do?

He said slowy, "Maybe the chronoscope doesn't exist at all?"

Potterley started. There was alnmbst a crack in his general cal mess. For
an instant, Foster found hinself catching a glinpse of sonething not at al
calm

But the historian kept his balance and said, "Ch, no, there nmust be a
chronoscope. "

"Why? Have you seen it? Have |1? Maybe that's the expl anation of
everything. Maybe they're not deliberately hol ding out on a chronoscope
t hey' ve got. Maybe they haven't got it in the first place.”

"But Sterbinski lived. He built a chronoscope. That much is a fact."

"The books say so," said Foster coldly.

"Now listen." Potterley actually reached over and snatched at Foster's
jacket sleeve. "I need the chronoscope. | nust have it. Don't tell nme it
doesn't exist. What we're going to do is find out enough about neutrinics to
be able to--"

Potterley drew hinself up short.

Foster drew his sleeve away. He needed no ending to that sentence. He
supplied it hinself. He said, "Build one of our own?"

Potterl ey | ooked sour as though he would rather not have said it
poi nt - bl ank. Neverthel ess, he said, "Wy not?"

"Because that's out of the question," said Foster. "If what |'ve read is
correct, then it took Sterbinski twenty years to build his machine and severa
mllions in composite grants. Do you think you and | can duplicate that

illegally? Suppose we had the tine, which we haven't, and suppose | could

| earn enough out of books, which | doubt, where would we get the noney and
equi prent ? The chronoscope is supposed to fill a five-story building, for

Heaven's sake."

"Then you won't help ne?"

"Well, 1'lIl tell you what. | have one way in which | may be able to find
out somet hi ng--"

"What is that?" asked Potterley at once.

"Never mind. That's not inportant. But | may be able to find out enough
to tell you whether the governnent is deliberately suppressing research by
chronoscope. | may confirmthe evidence you already have or | may be able to
prove that your evidence is misleading. | don't know what good it will do you
in either case, but it's as far as | can go. It's ny limt."

Potterl ey watched the young man go finally. He was angry with hinsel f.
Why had he allowed hinself to grow so careless as to pernmit the fellowto
guess that he was thinking in ternms of a chronoscope of his own. That was
pr emat ur e.

But then why did the young fool have to suppose that a chronoscope m ght
not exist at all?

It had to exist. It had to. What was the use of saying it didn't?

And why couldn't a second one be built? Science had advanced in the
fifty years since Sterbinski. Al that was needed was know edge.

Let the youngster gather know edge. Let himthink a small gathering
woul d be his limt. Having taken the path to anarchy, there would be no limt.
If the boy were not driven onward by something in hinmself, the first steps
woul d be error enough to force the rest. Potterley was quite certain he would
not hesitate to use bl ackmail.

Potterl ey waved a | ast good-by and | ooked up. It was beginning to rain.



Certainly! Blackmail if necessary, but he would not be stopped.

Foster steered his car across the bleak outskirts of town and scarcely
noti ced the rain.

He was a fool, he told hinmself, but he couldn't |eave things as they
were. He had to know. He dammed his streak of undisciplined curiosity, but he
had to know.

But he would go no further than Uncle Ral ph. He swore mghtily to
hinself that it would stop there. In that way, there would be no evidence
agai nst him no real evidence. Uncle Ral ph woul d be discreet.

In a way, he was secretly ashaned of Uncle Ral ph. He hadn't nentioned
himto Potterley partly out of caution and partly because he did not wish to
witness the lifted eyebrow, the inevitable half-snmle. Professional science
witers, however useful, were a little outside the pale, fit only for
patroni zi ng contenpt. The fact that, as a class, they made nore noney than did
research scientists only nmade matters worse, of course

Still, there were tines when a science witer in the famly could be a
conveni ence. Not being really educated, they did not have to specialize.
Consequently, a good science witer knew practically everything. . . . And

Uncl e Ral ph was one of the best.

Ral ph Ni mm had no col | ege degree and was rather proud of it. "A
degree," he once said to Jonas Foster, when both were considerably younger
"is a first step down a ruinous highway. You don't want to waste it so you go
on to graduate work and doctoral research. You end up a thoroughgoing
i gnoramus on everything in the world except for one subdivisional sliver of
not hi ng.

"On the other hand, if you guard your mind carefully and keep it blank
of any clutter of information till maturity is reached, filling it only with
intelligence and training it only in clear thinking, you then have a powerful
i nstrument at your disposal and you can becone a science witer."

Ni Mo received his first assignment at the age of twenty-five, after he
had conpl eted his apprenticeship and been out in the field for less than three
months. It cane in the shape of a clotted manuscript whose | anguage woul d
i mpart no glinmering of understanding to any reader, however qualified,
wi t hout careful study and some inspired guesswork. NimmD took it apart and put
it together again (after five | ong and exasperating interviews with the
aut hors, who were biophysicists), making the | anguage taut and neani ngful and
snoot hing the style to a pleasant gl oss.

"Way not?" he would say tolerantly to his nephew, who countered his
strictures on degrees by berating himw th his readi ness to hang on the
fringes of science. "The fringe is inportant. Your scientists can't wite. Wy
shoul d they be expected to? They aren't expected to be grand masters at chess
or virtuosos at the violin, so why expect themto know how to put words
t oget her ? Why not | eave that for specialists, too?"

"Good Lord, Jonas, read your literature of a hundred years ago. Di scount
the fact that the science is out of date and that sone of the expressions are
out of date. Just try to read it and make sense out of it. It's just
j aw cracki ng, amateurish. Pages are published usel essly; whole articles which
are either nonconprehensible or both."

"But you don't get recognition, Uncle Ral ph," protested young Foster
who was getting ready to start his college career and was rather starry-eyed
about it. "You could be a terrific researcher.”

"I get recognition," said Nimmo. "Don't think for a mnute | don't.
Sure, a biochem st or a strato-neteorologist won't give ne the tinme of day,
but they pay ne well enough. Just find out what happens when sone first-class
; chem st finds the Conm ssion has cut his year's all owance for science
witing. He'll fight harder for enough funds to afford me, or soneone |ike ne,
, than to get a recording ionograph.”

He grinned broadly and Foster grinned back. Actually, he was proud of
hi s paunchy, round-faced, stub-fingered uncle, whose vanity made hi m brush his
fringe of hair futilely over the desert on his pate and made himdress |ike an



unnmade hayst ack because such negligence was his trademark. Ashanmed, but proud,
t 0o.

And now Foster entered his uncle's cluttered apartment in no nood at al
for grinning. He was nine years ol der now and so was Uncl e Ral ph. For nine
nore years, papers in every branch of science had come to himfor polishing
and a little of each had crept into his capaci ous m nd

Ni o was eating seedl ess grapes, popping theminto his nouth one at a
time. He tossed a bunch to Foster who caught themby a hair, then bent to
retrieve individual grapes that had torn | oose and fallen to the floor

"Let them be. Don't bother," said Ninmm carel essly. "Soneone cones in
here to clean once a week. Wat's up? Having trouble with your grant
application wite-up?"

"I haven't really got into that yet."

"You haven't? Get a nove on, boy. Are you waiting for me to offer to do
the final arrangenent?"

"I couldn't afford you, Uncle."

"Aw, cone on. It's all in the famly. Grant ne all popul ar publication
rights and no cash need change hands."

Foster nodded. "If you're serious, it's a deal."

"It's a deal."

It was a ganble, of course, but Foster knew enough of N mm's science
witing to realize it could pay off. Some dramatic discovery of public
interest on primtive man or on a new surgical technique, or on any branch of
spationautics could nean a very cash-attracting article in any of the mass
medi a of conmuni cati on

It was Nimo, for instance, who had witten up, for scientific
consunption, the series of papers by Bryce and co-workers that elucidated the
fine structure of two cancer viruses, for which job he asked the picayune
payment of fifteen hundred dollars, provided popul ar publication rights were
i ncluded. He then wote up, exclusively, the same work in semdramatic form
for use in trinensional video for a twenty-thousand-dollar advance plus rental
royalties that were still coming in after five years.

Foster said bluntly, "Wat do you know about neutrinics, Uncle?"

"Neutrinics?" NNmo's snall eyes | ooked surprised. "Are you working in
that? I thought it was pseudo-gravitic optics."

"It is p.g.o0. | just happen to be asking about neutrinics.”

"That's a devil of a thing to be doing. You're stepping out of line. You
know that, don't you?"

"I don't expect you to call the Conmi ssion because |I'ma little curious
about things."

"Maybe | should before you get into trouble. Curiosity is an
occupational danger with scientists. |I've watched it work. One of themw Il be
nmoving quietly along on a problem then curiosity |leads himup a strange
creek. Next thing you know they've done so little on their proper problem
they can't justify for a project renewal. |'ve seen nore--"

"All 1 want to know," said Foster patiently, "is what's been passing
t hrough your hands lately on neutrinics."

Ni mo | eaned back, chewing at a grape thoughtfully. "Nothing. Nothing

ever. | don't recall ever getting a paper on neutrinics."
"What!" Foster was openly astoni shed. "Then who does get the work?"
"Now that you ask," said Nimo, "I don't know. Don't recall anyone
tal king about it at the annual conventions. | don't think much work is being
done there.”
"Why not ?"

"Hey, there, don't bark. |I'mnot doing anything. My guess would be--"

Foster was exasperated. "Don't you know?"

"Hp. I'11 tell you what | know about neutrinics. It concerns the
applications of neutrino nmovenents and the forces invol ved--"

"Sure. Sure. Just as electronics deals with the applications of electron
nmoverents and the forces involved, and pseudo-gravities deals with the



applications of artificial gravitational fields. | didn't conme to you for
that. Is that all you know?"

"And," said NNmoD with equaninmty, "neutrinics is the basis of tine
viewing and that is all | know"

Foster slouched back in his chair and nassaged one | ean cheek with great
intensity. He felt angrily dissatisfied. Wthout forrmulating it explicitly in
his own nmind, he had felt sure, sonehow, that N nmo woul d come up with sone
|ate reports, bring up interesting facets of nobdern neutrinics, send him back
to Potterley able to say that the elderly historian was m staken, that his
data was m sl eadi ng, his deductions m staken

Then he could have returned to his proper work

But now . .

He told hinmself angrily: So they're not doing nuch work in the field.
Does that make it deliberate suppression? What if neutrinics is a sterile
di scipline? Maybe it is. | don't know Potterley doesn't. Wy waste the
intell ectual resources of humanity on nothing? O the work might be secret for
some legitimate reason. It mght be ..

The trouble was, he had to know. He couldn't |eave things as they were
now. He coul dn't!

He said, "lIs there a text on neutrinics, Uncle Ralph? | mean a clear and
simpl e one. An el enentary one."

Ni mmo t hought, his plunp cheeks puffing out with a series of sighs. "You
ask the dammedest questions. The only one | ever heard of was Sterbinski and

somebody. 1've never seen it, but | viewed sonething about it once.
Sterbinski and LaMarr, that's it."

"I's that the Sterbinski who invented the chronoscope?" i "I think so.
Proves the book ought to be good." - "I's there a recent edition? Sterbinski

died thirty years ago."

Ni mmo shrugged and sai d not hi ng.

"Can you find out?"

They sat in silence for a monent, while NNmo shifted his bulk to the
creaking tune of the chair he sat on. Then the science witer said, "Are you
going to tell me what this is all about?"

"I can't. WII you help me anyway, Uncle Ralph? WIIl you get nme a copy
of the text?"

"Well, you've taught nme all | know on pseudo-gravities. | should be
grateful. Tell you what--1"11 help you on one condition."
"Wich is?"

The ol der man was suddenly very grave. "That you be careful, Jonas.

You' re obviously way out of |ine whatever you're doing. Don't blow up your
career just because you're curious about sonething you haven't been assigned
to and which is none of your business. Understand?"

Fost er nodded, but he hardly heard. He was thinking furiously.

A full week later, Ralph Ninm eased his rotund figure into Jonas
Foster's on-canpus two-room conbi nati on and said, in a hoarse whisper, "I've
got something."

"What ?" Foster was i medi ately eager.

"A copy of Sterbinski and LaMarr." He produced it, or rather a corner of
it, fromhis anple topcoat.

Foster al most automatically eyed door and wi ndows to make sure they were
cl osed and shaded respectively, then held out his hand.

The filmcase was flaking with age, and when he cracked it the fil mwas
faded and growing brittle. He said sharply, "Is this all?"

"Gratitude, ny boy, gratitude!" Ninmo sat down with a grunt, and reached
into a pocket for an apple.

"Ch, I'mgrateful, but it's so old."

"And lucky to get it at that. 1 tried to get a filmrun fromthe
Congressional Library. No go. The book was restricted."

"Then how did you get this?"

"Stole it." He was biting crunchingly around the core. "New York



Public."

"What ?"

"Si nmpl e enough. | had access to the stacks, naturally. So | stepped over
a chained railing when no one was around, dug this up, and wal ked out with it.
They're very trusting out there. Meanwhile, they won't miss it in years.

Only you'd better not |let anyone see it on you, nephew "

Foster stared at the filmas though it were literally hot.

Ni mo di scarded the core and reached for a second apple. "Funny thing,
now. There's nothing nore recent in the whole field of neutrinics. Not a
nmonogr aph, not a paper, not a progress note. Nothing since the chrono-scope."

"Uh- huh, " said Foster absently.

Foster worked evenings in the Potterley honme. He could not trust his own
on- campus roomns for the purpose. The evening work grew nore real to himthan
his own grant applications. Sometinmes he worried about it but then that
st opped, too.

H s work consisted, at first, sinply in viewing and review ng the text
film Later it consisted in thinking (sonmetines while a section of the book
ran itself off through the pocket projector, disregarded).

Sonetimes Potterley would conme down to watch, to sit with prim eager
eyes, as though he expected thought processes to solidify and becone visible
in all their convolutions. He interfered in only two ways. He did not all ow
Foster to snoke and sonetines he tal ked.

It wasn't conversation talk, never that. Rather it was a | ow voiced
nmonol ogue with which, it seemed, he scarcely expected to conmand attention. It
was much nmore as though he were relieving a pressure within hinself.

Cart hage! Al ways Cart hage!

Cart hage, the New York of the ancient Mediterranean. Carthage,
commer ci al enpire and queen of the seas. Carthage, all that Syracuse and
Al exandria pretended to be. Carthage, nmaligned by her enenmies and inarticul ate
in her own defense.

She had been defeated once by Rome and then driven out of Sicily and
Sardinia, but came back to nore than recoup her | osses by new domninions in
Spai n, and raised up Hanni bal to give the Romans sixteen years of terror

In the end, she lost again a second tine, reconciled herself to fate and
built again with broken tools a linping life in shrunken territory, succeeding
so well that jealous Rome deliberately forced a third war. And then Cart hage,
wi t h not hi ng but bare hands and tenacity, built weapons and forced Ronme into a
two-year war that ended only with conpl ete destruction of the city, the
i nhabitants throwi ng thenselves into their flam ng houses rather than
surrender.

"Coul d people fight so for a city and a way of life as bad as the
ancient witers painted it? Hanni bal was a better general than any Roman and
his soldiers were absolutely faithful to him Even his bitterest enemi es
prai sed him There was a Carthaginian. It is fashionable to say that he was an
atypi cal Carthagi nian, better than the others, a dianmond placed in garbage.

But then why was he so faithful to Carthage, even to his death after years of
exil e? They tal k of Ml och--"

Foster didn't always listen but sonmetines he couldn't help hinmself and
he shuddered and turned sick at the bloody tale of child sacrifice.

But Potterley went on earnestly, "Just the same, it isn't true. It's a
twenty-five-hundred-year-old canard started by the G eeks and Romans. They had
their own slaves, their crucifixions and torture, their gladiatorial contests.
They weren't holy. The Mol och story is what |ater ages woul d have call ed war
propaganda, the big lie. | can prove it was a lie. | can prove it and, by
Heaven, | will--1 will--"

He woul d munbl e that prom se over and over again in his earnestness.

Ms. Potterley visited himalso, but less frequently, usually on
Tuesdays and Thursdays when Dr. Potterley hinself had an evening course to
take care of and was not present.

She would sit quietly, scarcely talking, face slack and doughy, eyes



bl ank, her whole attitude distant and wi thdrawn.

The first time, Foster tried, uneasily, to suggest that she | eave.

She said tonelessly, "Do | disturb you?"

"No, of course not," lied Foster restlessly. "It's just that--that--" He
couldn't conplete the sentence.

She nodded, as though accepting an invitation to stay. Then she opened a
cloth bag she had brought with her and took out a quire of vitron sheets which
she proceeded to weave together by rapid, delicate nmovenents of a pair of
sl ender, tetra-faceted depol arizers, whose battery-fed wires made her | ook as
t hough she were hol ding a | arge spi der

One evening, she said softly, "My daughter, Laurel, is your age."
Foster started, as nuch at the sudden unexpected sound of speech as at
the words. He said, "I didn't know you had a daughter, Ms. Potterley."

"She died. Years ago."

The vitron grew under the deft manipul ations into the uneven shape of
some garment Foster could not yet identify. There was nothing left for himto
do but nutter inanely, "I'msorry."

Ms. Potterley sighed. "I dream about her often.
di stant eyes to him

Foster wi nced and | ooked away.

Anot her eveni ng she asked, pulling at one of the vitron sheets to | oosen
its gentle clinging to her dress, "Wat is tine view ng anyway?"

That remark broke into a particularly involved chain of thought, and
Foster said snappishly, "Dr. Potterley can explain."

"He's tried to. Oh, ny, yes. But | think he's a little inmpatient with
me. He calls it chronoscopy nost of the tine. Do you actually see things in
the past, like the trinensionals? O does it just nmake little dot patterns
i ke the conputer you use?"

Foster stared at his hand computer with distaste. It worked well enough
but every operation had to be manually controlled and the answers were
obtained in code. Now if he could use the school computer . . . WVell, why
dream he felt conspi cuous enough, as it was, carrying a hand conputer under
his armevery evening as he left his office.

He said, "I've never seen the chronoscope nyself, but |I'munder the
i mpression that you actually see pictures and hear sound.™

"You can hear people talk, too?"

"I think so." Then, half in desperation, "Look here, Ms. Potterley,

She rai sed her bl ue,

this must be awfully dull for you. | realize you don't like to | eave a guest
all to hinself, but really, Ms. Potterley, you nmustn't feel conpelled--"

"I don't feel conpelled,"” she said. "lI'msitting here, waiting."

"Wai ting? For what?"

She said conposedly, "I listened to you that first evening. The tine you
first spoke to Arnold. | listened at the door."

He said, "You did?"

"I know | shouldn't have, but | was awfully worried about Arnold. | had
a notion he was going to do something he oughtn't and | wanted to hear what.
And then when | heard--" She paused, bending close over the vitron and peering
at it.

"Heard what, Ms. Potterley?"

"That you wouldn't build a chronoscope."

"Well, of course not."

"I thought maybe you ni ght change your mnd."

Foster glared at her. "Do you nean you're coning down here hoping I'I1
build a chronoscope, waiting for me to build one?" | "I hope you do, Dr.
Foster. Ch, | hope you do."

It was as though, all at once, a fuzzy veil had fallen off her face,
| eaving all her features clear and sharp, putting color into her cheeks, life
into her eyes, the vibrations of sonething approaching excitenent into her
voi ce.

"Wuldn't it be wonderful," she whispered, "to have one? People of the



past could |ive again. Pharaohs and kings and--just people. | hope you build
one, Dr. Foster. | really--hope--"

She choked, it seened, on the intensity of her own words and let the
vitron sheets slip off her lap. She rose and ran up the basenment stairs, while
Foster's eyes foll owed her awkwardly fleeing body with astoni shnment and
di stress.

It cut deeper into Foster's nights and left himsleepless and painfully
stiff with thought. It was alnmost a nental indigestion

H s grant requests went linping in, finally, to Ralph NimvD. He scarcely
had any hope for them He thought nunbly: They won't be approved.

If they weren't, of course, it would create a scandal in the departnent
and probably mean his appointnment at the university would not be renewed, cone
the end of the academ c year

He scarcely worried. It was the neutrino, the neutrino, only the
neutrino. Its trail curved and veered sharply and | ed hi mbreathlessly al ong
uncharted pat hways that even Sterbinski and LaMarr did not follow

He called Nimo. "Uncle Ralph, | need a fewthings. I'mcalling from off
t he campus. "

Nimo's face in the video plate was jovial, but his voice was sharp. He
said, "What you need is a course in conmunication. |I'mhaving a hell of a tine

pul ling your application into one intelligible piece. If that's what you're
calling about--"

Foster shook his head inpatiently. "That's not what |'mcalling about. |
need these." He scribbled quickly on a piece of paper and held it up before
the receiver.

Ni mo yi ped. "Hey, how many tricks do you think I can wangl e?"

"You can get them Uncle. You know you can."

Nimo reread the list of items with silent notions of his plunp lips and
| ooked grave.

"\What happens when you put those things together?" he asked. Foster
shook his head. "You'll have exclusive popul ar publication rights to whatever
turns up, the way it's always been. But please don't ask any questions now. "

"I can't do miracles, you know. "

"Do this one. You ve got to. You're a science witer, not a research
man. You don't have to account for anything. You ve got friends and
connecti ons.

They can | ook the other way, can't they, to get a break from you next
publication tine?"

"Your faith, nephew, is touching. I'Il try."

Ni o succeeded. The material and equi pment were brought over |ate one
evening in a private touring car. Nimm and Foster lugged it in with the
grunting of nen unused to nanual | abor

Potterley stood at the entrance of the basenent after NimmbD had left. He
asked softly, "What's this for?"

Foster brushed the hair off his forehead and gently nmassaged a sprai ned
wist. He said, "I want to conduct a few sinple experinents."

"Real | y?" The historian's eyes glittered with excitenent.

Foster felt exploited. He felt as though he were being |l ed along a
danger ous hi ghway by the pull of pinching fingers on his nose; as though he
could see the ruin clearly that lay in wait at the end of the path, yet wal ked
eagerly and determ nedly. Wrst of all, he felt the conpelling grip on his
nose to be his own.

It was Potterley who began it, Potterley who stood there now, gloating;
but the compul sion was his own.

Foster said sourly, "I'Il be wanting privacy now, Potterley. | can't
have you and your wi fe running down here and annoying ne."

He thought: If that offends him Ilet himkick ne out. Let himput an end
to this.

In his heart, though, he did not think being evicted would stop
anyt hi ng.



But it did not come to that. Potterley was showi ng no signs of offense.
Hs mld gaze was unchanged. He said, "Of course, Dr. Foster, of course. Al
the privacy you w sh."

Foster watched himgo. He was left still marching al ong the hi ghway,
perversely glad of it and hating hinself for being glad.

He took to sl eeping over on a cot in Potterley's basement and spendi ng
hi s weekends there entirely.

During that period, prelinmnary word came through that his grants (as
doctored by Nimmw) had been approved. The Departnment Head brought the word and
congratul ated him

Foster stared back distantly and nmunbled, "Good. I'mglad," with so
little conviction that the other frowned and turned away w t hout another word.

Foster gave the matter no further thought. It was a mnor point, worth
no notice. He was planning sonething that really counted, a climactic test for
t hat eveni ng.

One evening, a second and third and then, haggard and hal f beside
hinself with excitenent, he called in Potterley.

Potterl ey came down the stairs and | ooked about at the honemade
gadgetry. He said, in his soft voice, "The electric bills are quite high. |
don't mnd the expense, but the City may ask questions. Can anythi ng be done?"

It was a warm evening, but Potterley wore a tight collar and a
sem jacket. Foster, who was in his undershirt, lifted bleary eyes and said
shakily, "It won't be for much longer, Dr. Potterley. |'ve called you down to
tell you sonething. A chronoscope can be built. A small one, of course, but it
can be built."

Potterley seized the railing. Hs body sagged. He managed a whi sper
"Can it be built here?"

"Here in the basenent,’

"Cood Lord. You said--"

"I know what | said," cried Foster inpatiently. "I said it couldn't be
done. | didn't know anything then. Even Sterbinski didn't know anything."

Potterl ey shook his head. "Are you sure? You're not nistaken, Dr.
Foster? | couldn't endure it if--"

Foster said, "lI'mnot nistaken. Damm it, sir, if just theory had been
enough, we could have had a time viewer over a hundred years ago, when the
neutrino was first postulated. The trouble was, the original investigators
considered it only a mysterious particle wi thout mass or charge that could not
be detected. It was just sonmething to even up the bookkeepi ng and save the | aw
of conservation of mass energy."

He wasn't sure Potterley knew what he was tal king about. He didn't care.
He needed a breather. He had to get sone of this out of his clotting thoughts.

And he needed background for what he would have to tell Potterley next.

He went on. "It was Sterbinski who first discovered that the neutrino
broke through the space-tine cross-sectional barrier, that it traveled through
time as well as through space. It was Sterbinski who first devised a nethod
for stopping neutrinos. He invented a neutrino recorder and | earned how to
interpret the pattern of the neutrino stream Naturally, the stream had been
af fected and deflected by all the matter it had passed through in its passage
through time, and the deflections could be anal yzed and converted into the
i mages of the matter that had done the deflecting. Tine view ng was possible.
Even air vibrations could be detected in this way and converted into sound.”

Potterley was definitely not listening. He said, "Yes. Yes. But when can
you build a chronoscope?"

Foster said urgently, "Let ne finish. Everything depends on the method
used to detect and anal yze the neutrino stream Sterbinski's nethod was
difficult and roundabout. It required nountains of energy. But |'ve studied
pseudo-gravities, Dr. Potterley, the science of artificial gravitationa
fields. I've specialized in the behavior of light in such fields. It's a new
sci ence. Sterbinski knew nothing of it. If he had, he would have seen--anyone
woul d have--a nuch better and nore efficient method of detecting neutrinos

said Foster wearily.



using a pseudo-gravitic field. If I had known nore neutrinics to begin with,
woul d have seen it at once."

Potterley brightened a bit. "I knewit," he said. "Even if they stop
research in neutrinics there is no way the government can be sure that
di scoveries in other segments of science won't reflect know edge on
neutrinics. So nmuch for the value of centralized direction of science. 1
t hought this long ago, Dr. Foster, before you ever came to work here."

"I congratulate you on that," said Foster, "but there's one thing--"

"Ch, never nmind all this. Answer ne. Please. Wen can you build a
chronoscope?"

"I"'mtrying to tell you sonething, Dr. Potterley. A chronoscope won't do
you any good." (This is it, Foster thought.)

Slowy, Potterley descended the stairs. He stood facing Foster. "What do
you mean? Wiy won't it help ne?"

"You won't see Carthage. It's what |'ve got to tell you. It's what |'ve
been | eading up to. You can never see Carthage."

Potterl ey shook his head slightly. "Oh, no, you're wong. |If you have
t he chronoscope, just focus it properly--"

"No, Dr. Potterley. It's not a question of focus. There are random
factors affecting the neutrino stream as they affect all subatomic particles.
What we call the uncertainty principle. Wien the streamis recorded and
interpreted, the random factor comes out as fuzziness, or 'noise' as the
conmuni cati ons boys speak of it. The further back in tine you penetrate, the
nore pronounced the fuzziness, the greater the noise. After a while, the noise
drowns out the picture. Do you understand?"

"More power," said Potterley in a dead kind of voice.

"That won't help. Wen the noise blurs out detail, magnifying detai
magni fi es the noise, too. You can't see anything in a sun-burned fil m by
enlarging it, can you? Get this through your head, now. The physical nature of
the universe sets limts. The randomthermal notions of air nolecul es set
l[imts to how weak a sound can be detected by any instrunent. The length of a
[ight wave or of an electron wave sets linmts to the size of objects that can
be seen by any instrunent. It works that way in chronoscopy, too. You can only
tine view so far."

"How far? How far?"

Foster took a deep breath. "A century and a quarter. That's the nost."

"But the nonthly bulletin the Comm ssion puts out deals wth ancient
history alnost entirely."” The historian | aughed shakily. "You must be w ong.
The government has data as far back as 3000 b.c."

"When did you switch to believing then?" demanded Foster, scornfully.
"You began this business by proving they were lying; that no historian had
made use of the chronoscope. Don't you see why now? No historian, except one
interested in contenporary history, could. No chronoscope can possibly see
back in tinme further than 1920 under any conditions."

"You're wong. You don't know everything," said Potterley.

"The truth won't bend itself to your convenience either. Face it. The
government's part in this is to perpetuate a hoax."

" \Npy 2"

"I don't know why."

Potterley's snubby nose was twitching. H s eyes were bul ging. He
pl eaded, "It's only theory, Dr. Foster. Build a chronoscope. Build one and
try. "

Foster caught Potterley's shoulders in a sudden, fierce grip. "Do you
think I haven't? Do you think I would tell you this before |I had checked it
every way | knew? | have built one. It's all around you. Look!"

He ran to the switches at the power |eads. He flicked them on, one by
one. He turned a resistor, adjusted other knobs, put out the cellar lights.
"Wait. Let it warmup."

There was a small gl ow near the center of one wall. Potterley was
gi bbering incoherently, but Foster only cried again, "Look!"



The Iight sharpened and bri ghtened, broke up into a |ight-and-dark
pattern. Men and wonen! Fuzzy. Features blurred. Arnms and | egs nmere streaks.
An ol d-fashi oned ground car, unclear but recognizabl e as one of the kind that
had once used gasol i ne-powered internal -conbusti on engi nes, sped by.

Foster said, "Md-twentieth century, somewhere. | can't hook up an audio
yet so this is soundless. Eventually, we can add sound. Anyway, md-twentieth
is alnpbst as far back as you can go. Believe ne, that's the best focusing that
can be done."

Potterley said, "Build a |l arger machine, a stronger one. |nprove your
circuits."

"You can't lick the Uncertainty Principle, man, any nore than you can
live on the sun. There are physical limts to what can be done."

"You're lying. I won't believe you. |--"

A new voi ce sounded, raised shrilly to make itself heard.

"Arnold! Dr. Foster!"

The young physicist turned at once. Dr. Potterley froze for a |long
nmonent, then said, without turning, "Wat is it, Caroline? Leave us."

"No!" Ms. Potterley descended the stairs. "I heard. | couldn't help
hearing. Do you have a tinme viewer here, Dr. Foster? Here in the basenent?"
"Yes, | do, Ms. Potterley. A kind of time viewer. Not a good one.

can't get sound yet and the picture is darned blurry, but it works."

Ms. Potterley clasped her hands and held themtightly agai nst her
breast. "How wonderful. How wonderful."

"I't's not at all wonderful," snapped Potterley. "The young fool can't
reach further back than--"

"Now, | ook," began Foster in exasperation. .

"Please!" cried Ms. Potterley. "Listen to me. Arnold, don't you see
that as long as we can use it for twenty years back, we can see Laurel once
agai n? \What do we care about Carthage and ancient times? It's Laurel we can
see.

She'll be alive for us again. Leave the machine here, Dr. Foster. Show
us howto work it."

Foster stared at her then at her husband. Dr. Potterley's face had gone
white. Though his voice stayed | ow and even, its cal mess was sonmehow gone. He
said, "You're a fool!'"

Caroline said weakly, "Arnold!"

"You're a fool, | say. Wat will you see? The past. The dead past. WII
Laurel do one thing she did not do? WIIl you see one thing you haven't seen?
WIl you live three years over and over again, watching a baby who'll never

grow up no matter how you wat ch?"

H s voice came near to cracking, but held. He stopped closer to her
sei zed her shoul der and shook her roughly. "Do you know what w || happen to
you if you do that? They'll cone to take you away because you'll go mad. Yes,
mad. Do you want nmental treatnent? Do you want to be shut up, to undergo the
psychi ¢ probe?"

Ms. Potterley tore away. There was no trace of softness or vagueness
about her. She had twisted into a virago. "I want to see ny child, Arnold.
She's in that machine and | want her."

"She's not in the machine. An inage is. Can't you understand? An inage!
Sonething that's not real!"

"I want my child. Do you hear nme?" She flew at him screamng, fists
beating. "I want ny child."

The historian retreated at the fury of the assault, crying out. Foster
noved to step between, when Ms. Potterley dropped, sobbing wildly, to the
fl oor.

Potterl ey turned, eyes desperately seeking. Wth a sudden heave, he
snatched at a Lando-rod, tearing it fromits support, and whirling away before
Foster, nunmbed by all that was taking place, could nove to stop him

"Stand back!" gasped Potterley, "or I'Il kill you. | swear it."

He swng with force, and Foster jumped back



Potterley turned with fury on every part of the structure in the cellar
and Foster, after the first crash of glass, watched dazedly.

Potterl ey spent his rage and then he was standing quietly am d shards
and splinters, with a broken Lando-rod in his hand. He said to Foster in a
whi sper, "Now get out of here! Never cone back! If any of this cost you
anything, send ne a bill and 1'll pay for it. 1'll pay double.™

Foster shrugged, picked up his shirt and noved up the basenment stairs.
He could hear Ms. Potterley sobbing loudly, and, as he turned at the head of
the stairs for a last |ook, he saw Dr. Potterley bending over her, his face
convul sed with sorrow.

Two days later, with the school day drawing to a cl ose, and Foster
| ooking wearily about to see if there were any data on his newy approved
projects that he wished to take hone, Dr. Potterley appeared once nore. He was
standing at the open door of Foster's office.

The historian was neatly dressed as ever. He lifted his hand in a
gesture that was too vague to be a greeting, too abortive to be a plea. Foster
stared stonily.

Potterley said, "I waited till five, till you were . . . May | cone in?"

Fost er nodded.

Potterley said, "I suppose | ought to apol ogi ze for my behavior. | was
dreadful |y di sappointed; not quite master of myself. Still, it was

i nexcusabl e. "

"I accept your apol ogy," said Foster

"I's that all?"

"My wife called you, | think."

"Yes, she has."

"She has been quite hysterical. She told nme she had but | couldn't be
quite sure--"

"Could you tell me--would you be so kind as to tell ne what she wanted?"

"She wanted a chronoscope. She said she had sonme nmoney of her own. She
was willing to pay."

"Did you--nake any conmitments?"

"I said | wasn't in the manufacturing business."

"Good," breathed Potterley, his chest expanding with a sigh of relief.
"' Please don't take any calls fromher. She's not--quite--"

"Look, Dr. Potterfey," said Foster, "lI'mnot getting into any donestic
quarrels, but you'd better be prepared for sonething. Chronoscopes can be
built by anybody G ven a few sinple parts that can be bought through sone
etherics sales center, it can be built in the home workshop. The video part,
anyway. "

"But no one else will think of it beside you, will they? No one has."

"I don't intend to keep it secret."

"But you can't publish. It's illegal research."

"That doesn't matter any nore, Dr. Potterley. If | |ose ny grants,
lose them If the university is displeased, I'Il resign. It just doesn't
matter."

"But you can't do that!"

"Till now," said Foster, "you didn't mnd ny risking | oss of grants and
position. Wiy do you turn so tender about it now? Now |l et nme expl ai n somnet hing
to you. When you first cane to me, | believed in organized and directed
research; the situation as it existed, in other words. | considered you an
intell ectual anarchist, Dr. Potterley, and dangerous. But, for one reason or
another, |'ve been an anarchist myself for nonths now and | have achi eved
great things.

"Those things have been achi eved not because | ama brilliant scientist.
Not at all. It was just that scientific research had been directed from above
and holes were left that could be filled in by anyone who | ooked in the right
direction. And anyone might have if the governnment hadn't actively tried to
prevent it.

"Now understand nme. | still believe directed research can be useful. I'm



not in favor of a retreat to total anarchy. But there must be a m ddle ground.
Directed research can retain flexibility. A scientist nust be allowed to
follow his curiosity, at least in his spare tine."

Potterley sat down. He said ingratiatingly, "Let's discuss this, Foster
| appreciate your idealism You' re young. You want the mpon. But you can't
destroy yoursel f through fancy notions of what research must consist of. | got
you into this. | amresponsible and | blame nyself bitterly. | was acting
enotionally. My interest in Carthage blinded ne and | was a damed fool ."

Foster broke in. "You nean you've changed conpletely in tw days?

Cart hage i s nothing? Government suppression of research is nothing?"

"Even a dammed fool l|ike nyself can learn, Foster. My wife taught ne
somet hing. | understand the reason for government suppression of neutrinics
now. | didn't two days ago. And, understanding, | approve. You saw t he way ny
wife reacted to the news of a chronoscope in the basenent. | had envisioned a
chronoscope used for research purposes. Al she could see was the persona
pl easure of returning neurotically to a personal past, a dead past. The pure
researcher, Foster, is in the mnority. People like nmy wife would outweigh us.

"For the governnent to encourage chronoscopy woul d have neant that
everyone's past would be visible. The governnent officers would be subjected
to blackmail and inproper pressure, since who on Earth has a past that is
absol utely cl ean? Organized governnent m ght become inpossible.”

Foster licked his lips. "Maybe. Maybe the government has sone
justification in its own eyes. Still, there's an inportant principle involved
here. Who knows what other scientific advances are being stym ed because
scientists are being stifled into wal king a narrow path? If the chronoscope
becomes the terror of a few politicians, it's a price that nmust be paid. The
public nmust realize that science nust be free and there is no nore dramatic
way of doing it than to publish ny discovery, one way or another, legally or
illegally."

Potterley's brow was danp with perspiration, but his voice remai ned
even. "Ch, not just a few politicians, Dr. Foster. Don't think that. It would
be my terror, too. My wife would spend her tine l[iving with our dead daughter
She woul d retreat further fromreality. She would go mad living the sane
scenes over and over. And not just ny terror. There would be others |ike her
Children searching for their dead parents or their own youth. W'IlIl have a
whole world living in the past. Mdsumer madness."

Foster said, "Mral judgnents can't stand in the way. There isn't one
advance at any tine in history that mankind hasn't had the ingenuity to
pervert. Mankind rmust al so have the ingenuity to prevent. As for the

chronoscope, your delvers into the dead past will get tired soon enough
They' Il catch their | oved parents in some of the things their |oved parents
did and they'Il lose their enthusiasmfor it all. But all this is trivial

Wth me, it's a matter of inportant principle."
Potterley said, "Hang your principle. Can't you understand men and womnen

as well as principle? Don't you understand that my wife will live through the
fire that killed our baby? She won't be able to help herself. | know her
She' Il follow through each step, trying to prevent it. She'll live it over and
over again, hoping each tine that it won't happen. How nany tinmes do you want
to kill Laurel?" A huskiness had crept into his voice.

A thought crossed Foster's mnd. "Wat are you really afraid she'll find

out, Dr. Potterley? \Wat happened the night of the fire?"
The historian's hands went up quickly to cover his face and they shook
with his dry sobs. Foster turned away and stared unconfortably out the w ndow

Potterley said after a while, "It's a long time since |I've had to think
of it. Caroline was away. | was baby-sitting. | went into the baby's bedroom
m devening to see if she had kicked off the bedclothes. |I had ny cigarette
with me ... | snoked in those days. | nust have stubbed it out before putting
it in the ashtray on the chest of drawers. | was always careful. The baby was
all right. | returned to the living roomand fell asleep before the video.

awoke, choking, surrounded by fire. I don't know how it started."



"But you think it may have been the cigarette, is that it?" said Foster
"A cigarette which, for once, you forgot to stub out?"

"I don't know. | tried to save her, but she was dead in ny arns when
got out."

"You never told your wi fe about the cigarette, | suppose.”

Potterl ey shook his head. "But |I've lived with it."

"Only now, with a chronoscope, she'll find out. Maybe it wasn't the

cigarette. Maybe you did stub it out. Isn't that possible?"

The scant tears had dried on Potterley's face. The redness had subsi ded.
He said, "I can't take the chance. . . . But it's not just nyself, Foster. The
past has its terrors for nost people. Don't |oose those terrors on the human
race."

Foster paced the floor. Somehow, this explained the reason for
Potterley's rabid, irrational desire to boost the Carthaginians, deify them
nost of all disprove the story of their fiery sacrifices to Ml och. By freeing
them of the guilt of infanticide by fire, he synmbolically freed hinmself of the
same guilt.

So the sanme fire that had driven himon to causing the construction of a
chronoscope was now driving himon to the destruction

Foster | ooked sadly at the older man. "l see your position, Dr.
Potterl ey, but this goes above personal feelings. |I've got to smash this
throttling hold on the throat of science."

Potterl ey said, savagely, "You mean you want the fanme and weal th that
goes with such a discovery."

"I don't know about the wealth, but that, too, | suppose. |I'mno nore
t han human. "

"You won't suppress your know edge?"

"Not under any circumnstances. "

"Well, then--" and the historian got to his feet and stood for a nonent,
gl ari ng.

Foster had an odd nonment of terror. The man was ol der than he, snmaller
feebler, and he didn't ook armed. Still

Foster said, "If you're thinking of killing me or anything insane |ike
that, I've got the information in a safety-deposit vault where the proper
people will find it in case of ny disappearance or death."

Potterley said, "Don't be a fool," and stal ked out.

Foster closed the door, |locked it and sat down to think. He felt silly.
He had no information in any safety-deposit vault, of course. Such a
nmel odramati ¢ acti on woul d not have occurred to himordinarily. But now it had.

Feeling even sillier, he spent an hour witing out the equations of the
application of pseudo-gravitic optics to neutrinic recording, and sone
di agrams for the engineering details of construction. He sealed it in an
envel ope and scrawl ed Ral ph Ni Mo’ s nane over the outside.

He spent a rather restless night and the next norning, on the way to
school, dropped the envel ope off at the bank, with appropriate instructions to
an official, who made him sign a paper pernmitting the box to be opened after
hi s deat h.

He called Nimmo to tell himof the existence of the envel ope, refusing
querul ously to say anything about its contents.

He had never felt so ridiculously self-conscious as at that nonent.

That night and the next, Foster spent in only fitful sleep, finding
hinself face to face with the highly practical problemof the publication of
dat a unethically obtai ned.

The Proceedi ngs of the Society for Pseudo-Gavities, which was the
journal with which he was best acquainted, would certainly not touch any paper
that did not include the nagic footnote: "The work described in this paper was
made possible by Grant No. so-and-so fromthe Conmi ssion of Research of the
United Nations."

Nor, doubly so, would the Journal of Physics.

There were always the mnor journals who m ght overl ook the nature of



the article for the sake of the sensation, but that would require a little
financial negotiation on which he hesitated to enbark. It mght, on the whole,
be better to pay the cost of publishing a small panphlet for genera

di stribution anmong scholars. In that case, he would even be able to dispense
with the services of a science witer, sacrificing polish for speed. He woul d
have to find a reliable printer. Uncle Ral ph m ght know one.

He wal ked down the corridor to his office and wondered anxiously if
per haps he ought to waste no further time, give hinself no further chance to
| apse into indecision and take the risk of calling Ralph fromhis office
phone. He was so absorbed in his own heavy thoughts that he did not notice
that his roomwas occupied until he turned fromthe clothes cl oset and
approached hi s desk.

Dr. Potterley was there and a nan whom Foster did not recognize.

Foster stared at them "Wat's this?"

Potterley said, "I'"msorry, but I had to stop you."

Foster continued staring. "Wat are you talking about?"

The stranger said, "Let me introduce nyself." He had large teeth, a
little uneven, and they showed prom nently when he smiled. "I am Thaddeus
Araman, Departnent Head of the Division of Chronoscopy. | amhere to see you
concerning information brought to ne by Professor Arnold Potterley and
confirmed by our own sources--"

Potterley said breathlessly, "I took all the blame, Dr. Foster.
explained that it was | who persuaded you against your will into unethica
practices. | have offered to accept full responsibility and puni shrent.

don't wish you harnmed in any way. It's just that chronoscopy nust not be
pernmitted! "

Araman nodded. "He has taken the blame as he says, Dr. Foster, but this
thing is out of his hands now. "

Foster said, "So? What are you going to do? Bl ackball ne from al
consi deration for research grants?"

"That is in nmy power," said Araman.

"Order the university to discharge ne?"

"That, too, is in ny power."

"Al'l right, go ahead. Consider it done. 1'Il leave nmy office now, wth
you. | can send for my books later. If you insist, I'll |eave ny books. Is
that all?"

"Not quite," said Araman. "You nust engage to do no further research in
chronoscopy, to publish none of your findings in chronoscopy and, of course,
to build no chronoscope. You will remain under surveillance indefinitely to
make sure you keep that promse."

"Supposing | refuse to pronise? What can you do? Doi ng research out of
my field may be unethical, but it isn't a crimnal offense.”

"I'n the case of chronoscopy, my young friend," said Aranan patiently,
"it is a crimnal offense. If necessary, you will be put in jail and kept
there."”

"Why?" shouted Foster. "Wat's magi c about chronoscopy?"

Araman said, "That's the way it is. W cannot allow further devel opnents
inthe field. My own job is, primarily, to make sure of that, and I intend to
do ny job. Unfortunately, | had no know edge, nor did anyone in the
department, that the optics of pseudo-gravity fields had such i nedi ate
application to chronoscopy. Score one for general ignorance, but henceforward
research will be steered properly in that respect, too."

Foster said, "That won't hel p. Something el se may apply that neither you
nor | dreamof. All science hangs together. It's one piece. If you want to
stop one part, you've got to stop it all."

"No doubt that is true," said Araman, "in theory. On the practical side
however, we have managed quite well to hold chronoscopy down to the origina
Sterbinski level for fifty years. Having caught you in time, Dr. Foster, we
hope to continue doing so indefinitely. And we woul dn't have come this close
to disaster, either, if | had accepted Dr. Potterley at something nore than



face val ue."

He turned toward the historian and lifted his eyebrows in a kind of
hunorous sel f-deprecation. "lI'mafraid, sir, that | dismssed you as a history
prof essor and no nore on the occasion of our first interview Had | done ny
job properly and checked on you, this would not have happened."

Foster said abruptly, "lIs anyone allowed to use the government
chrono- scope?"

"No one outside our division under any pretext. | say that since it is
obvious to nme that you have al ready guessed as nuch. | warn you, though, that
any repetition of that fact will be a crimnal, not an ethical, offense."

"And your chronoscope doesn't go back nmore than a hundred twenty-five
years or so, does it?"

"It doesn't."

"Then your bulletin with its stories of tine viewing ancient tines is a
hoax?"

Araman said coolly, "Wth the know edge you now have, it is obvious you
know that for a certainty. However, | confirmyour remark. The nonthly
bulletin is a hoax."

"In that case," said Foster, "I will not prom se to suppress ny
know edge of chronoscopy. If you wish to arrest ne, go ahead. My defense at
the trial will be enough to destroy the vicious card house of directed
research and bring it tunbling dowmn. Directing research is one thing
suppressing it and depriving mankind of its benefits is quite another."

Araman said, "Ch, let's get sonething straight, Dr. Foster. If you do
not co-operate, you will go to jail directly. You will not see a |l awer, you
will not be charged, you will not have a trial. You will sinply stay injail."

"Ch, no," said Foster, "you're bluffing. This is not the twentieth
century, you know. "

There was a stir outside the office, the clatter of feet, a high-pitched
shout that Foster was sure he recognized. The door crashed open, the |ock
splintering, and three intertw ned figures stunbled in.

As they did so, one of the nen raised a blaster and brought its butt
down hard on the skull of another

There was a whoosh of expiring air, and the one whose head was struck
went |inp.

"Uncl e Ral ph!" cried Foster.

Araman frowned. "Put himdown in that chair,’
wat er. "

Ral ph Ni mmo, rubbing his head with a gingerly sort of disgust, said,
"There was no need to get rough, Araman.”

Araman said, "The guard shoul d have been rough sooner and kept you out
of here, Ninmo. You'd have been better off."

"You know each ot her?" asked Foster

he ordered, "and get sone

"I"ve had dealings with the man," said Nimo, still rubbing. "If he's
here in your office, nephew, you're in trouble."
"And you, too," said Araman angrily. "I know Dr. Foster consulted you on

neutrinics literature."

Ni mmo corrugated his forehead, then straightened it with a wince as
t hough the action had brought pain. "So?" he said. "Wat else do you know
about me?"

"We will know everything about you soon enough. Meanwhile, that one item
is enough to inplicate you. What are you doi ng here?"

"My dear Dr. Araman," said Nimo, sone of his jauntiness restored, "day
bef ore yesterday, ny jackass of a nephew called ne. He had placed sone
nmysterious information--"

"Don't tell him Don't say anything!" cried Foster

Araman gknced at himcoldly. "W know all about it, Dr. Foster. The
saf ety-deposit box has been opened and its contents renoved."

"But how can you know -" Foster's voice died away in a kind of furious
frustration.



"Anyway," said Nimo, "I decided the net must be closing around hi mand,
after | took care of a fewitenms, | came down to tell himto get off this
thing he's doing. It's not worth his career.”

"Does that mean you know what he's doi ng?" asked Araman.

"He never told ne," said NNnmmp, "but I'ma science witer with a hell of
a lot of experience. I know which side of an atomis electronified. The boy,
Foster, specializes in pseudo-gravitic optics and coached me on the stuff
hinself. He got me to get hima textbook on neutrinics and | kind of
ship-viewed it myself before handing it over. | can put the two together. He
asked me to get himcertain pieces of physical equipnment, and that was
evi dence, too. Stop ne if |I'mwong, but ny nephew has built a sem portable,
| ow power chronoscope. Yes, or--yes?"

"Yes." Araman reached thoughtfully for a cigarette and paid no attention
to Dr. Potterley (watching silently, as though all were a drean) who shied

away, gasping, fromthe white cylinder. "Another mstake for ne. | ought to
resign. | should have put tabs on you, too, N mmp, instead of concentrating
too hard on Potterley and Foster. | didn't have much time of course and you' ve

ended up safely here, but that doesn't excuse me. You're under arrest,
N nmmo. "

"What for?" demanded the science witer.

"Unaut hori zed research."

"I wasn't doing any. | can't, not being a registered scientist. And even
if I did, it's not a crimnal offense.”

Foster said savagely, "No use, Uncle Ral ph. This bureaucrat is making
his own | aws. "

"Li ke what ?" demanded Ni nmo.

"Like life inprisonment wthout trial."

"Nuts," said Ninmmp. "This isn't the twentieth cen--"

"I tried that," said Foster. "It doesn't bother him"

"Well, nuts,"” shouted Nimmo. "Look here, Araman. My nephew and | have
rel ati ves who haven't lost touch with us, you know. The professor has sone
al so, | imgine. You can't just make us di sappear. There'll be questions and a

scandal . This isn't the twentieth century. So if you're trying to scare us, it
isn't working."
The cigarette snapped between Aranman's fingers and he tossed it away

violently. He said, "Damm it, | don't know what to do. It's never been like
this before. . . . Look! You three fools know nothing of what you're trying to
do. You understand nothing. WIIl you listen to ne?"

"Ch, we'll listen," said Nmmo grimy.

(Foster sat silently, eyes angry, lips conpressed. Potterley's hands

withed like two intertw ned snakes.)

Araman said, "The past to you is the dead past. If any of you have
di scussed the matter, it's dollars to nickels you' ve used that phrase. The
dead past. If you knew how many tines |'ve heard those three words, you'd
choke on them too.

"When people think of the past, they think of it as dead, far away and
gone, long ago. W encourage themto think so. When we report time view ng, we
al ways tal k of views centuries in the past, even though you gentl enen know
seeing nmore than a century or so is inpossible. People accept it. The past
nmeans Greece, Rone, Carthage, Egypt, the Stone Age. The deader the better

"Now you three know a century or a little nore is the limt, so what
does the past mean to you? Your youth. Your first girl. Your dead nother
Twenty years ago. Thirty years ago. Fifty years ago. The deader the better

But when does the past really begin?"

He paused in anger. The others stared at himand NimbD stirred uneasily.

"Well," said Araman, "when did it begin? A year ago? Five m nutes ago?
One second ago? Isn't it obvious that the past begins an instant ago? The dead
past is just another name for the living present. What if you focus the
chronoscope in the past of one-hundredth of a second ago? Aren't you watching
the present? Does it begin to sink in?"



Ni o said, "Dammation."

"Damation,"” mmcked Araman. "After Potterley came to ne with his story
ni ght before last, how do you suppose | checked up on both of you? |I did it
wi th the chronoscope, spotting key nonments to the very instant of the
present."

"And that's how you knew about the safety-deposit box?" said Foster.

"And every other inportant fact. Now what do you suppose woul d happen if
we | et news of a hone chronoscope get out? People might start out by watching
their youth, their parents and so on, but it wouldn't be |ong before they'd
catch on to the possibilities. The housewife will forget her poor, dead nother
and take to watching her neighbor at hone and her husband at the office. The
busi nessman will watch his conpetitor; the enployer his enpl oyee.

"There will be no such thing as privacy. The party line, the prying eye
behind the curtain will be nothing conpared to it. The video stars will be
closely watched at all times by everyone. Every man his own peepi ng Tom and
there'll be no getting away fromthe watcher. Even darkness will be no escape
because chronoscopy can be adjusted to the infrared and human figures can be
seen by their own body heat. The figures will be fuzzy, of course, and the
surroundings will be dark, but that will nake the titillation of it all the
greater, perhaps. . . . Hmp, the nmen in charge of the machi ne now experi nment
sometines in spite of the regulations against it."

Ni mmo seemed sick. "You can always forbid private manufacture--"

Araman turned on himfiercely. "You can, but do you expect it to do
good? Can you | egislate successfully against drinking, snoking, adultery or
gossi pi ng over the back fence? And this m xture of nosiness and prurience wll
have a worse grip on humanity than any of those. Good Lord, in a thousand
years of trying we haven't even been able to wipe out the heroin traffic and
you tal k about |egislating against a device for watchi ng anyone you pl ease at
any time you please that can be built in a hone workshop."

Foster said suddenly, "I won't publish."”

Potterley burst out, half in sobs, "None of us will talk. | regret--"

Ni o broke in. "You said you didn't tab nme on the chronoscope, Araman.”

"No time," said Araman wearily. "Things don't nove any faster on the
chronoscope than in real life. You can't speed it up like the filmin a book
viewer. W spent a full twenty-four hours trying to catch the inportant
monents during the last six nmonths of Potterley and Foster. There was no tine
for anything else and it was enough."

"It wasn't," said N nmo.

"What are you tal king about?" There was a sudden infinite alarm on
Araman's face.

"I told you ny nephew, Jonas, had called me to say he had put inportant
information in a safety-deposit box. He acted as though he were in trouble.
He's ny nephew. | had to try to get himoff the spot. It took a while, then |
cane here to tell himwhat | had done. | told you when | got here, just after
your man conked ne that | had taken care of a fewitens."

"What ? For Heaven's sake--"

"Just this: | sent the details of the portable chronoscope off to half a
dozen of ny regular publicity outlets.™

Not a word. Not a sound. Not a breath. They were all past any
denonstrati on.

"Don't stare like that,"” cried NNmo. "Don't you see ny point? | had

popul ar publication rights. Jonas will adnmit that. | knew he couldn't publish
scientifically in any legal way. | was sure he was planning to publish
illegally and was preparing the safety-deposit box for that reason, i thought

if I put through the details prematurely, all the responsibility would be
mne. Hs career would be saved. And if 1 were deprived of ny science-witing
license as a result, ny exclusive possession of the chrononetric data woul d
set me up for life. Jonas would be angry, | expected that, but | could explain
the nmotive and we would split the take fifty-fifty. . . Don't stare at nme |like
that. How did | know-"



"Nobody knew anything," said Araman bitterly, "but you all just took it
for granted that the government was stupidly bureaucratic, vicious,
tyrannical, given to suppressing research for the hell of it. It never
occurred to any of you that we were trying to protect mankind as best we
could."”

"Don't sit there talking," wailed Potterley. "Get the names of the
peopl e who were told--"

"Too late," said Nimmo, shrugging. "They've had better than a day.
There's been time for the word to spread. My outfits will have called any
nunber of physicists to check my data before going on with it and they'll cal
one another to pass on the news. Once scientists put neutrinics and
pseudo-gravities together, hone chronoscopy becones obvi ous. Before the week
is out, five hundred people will know how to build a small chronoscope and how
will you catch themall?" Hi s plum cheeks sagged. "I suppose there's no way of
putting the rmushroom cl oud back into that nice, shiny uranium sphere.”

Araman stood up. "We'll try, Potterley, but | agree with NNmo. It's too
late. What kind of a world we'll have fromnow on, | don't know, | can't tell
but the world we know has been destroyed conmpletely. Until now, every custom
every habit, every tiniest way of life has always taken a certain anount of
privacy for granted, but that's all gone now. "

He saluted each of the three with elaborate formality.

"You have created a new world anong the three of you. | congratul ate
you. Happy gol dfish bowl to you, to me, to everyone, and may each of you fry
in hell forever. Arrest rescinded.”

The Dying N ght
Part 1

It was al most a class reunion, and though it was marked by joyl essness, there
was no reason as yet to think it would be marred by tragedy.

Edward Talliaferro, fresh fromthe Moon and without his gravity |egs
yet, nmet the other two in Stanley Kaunas's room Kaunas rose to greet himin a
subdued manner. Battersley Ryger nerely sat and nodded.

Talliaferro I owered his |l arge body carefully to the couch, very aware of
its unusual weight. He grinmaced a little, his plunmp lips twi sting inside the
rimof hair that surrounded his nouth on lip, chin, and cheek

They had seen one another earlier that day under nore fornmal conditions.
Now for the first time they were alone, and Talliaferro said, "This is a kind
of occasion. We're neeting for the first time in ten years. First tine since
graduation, in fact."

Ryger's nose twitched. It had been broken shortly before that sane
graduation and he had received his degree in astronony with a bandage
di sfiguring his face. He said grunpily, " Anyone ordered, chanpagne? O
somet hi ng?"

Talliaferro said, "Come on! First big interplanetary astronom ca
convention in history is no place for glooning. And anpong friends, too!"

Kaunas said suddenly, "It's Earth. It doesn't feel right. | can't get
used to it." He shook his head but his | ook of depression was not detachabl e.
It renmined.

Talliaferro said, "I know. |I'mso heavy. It takes all the energy out of
me. At that, you're better off than | am Kaunas. Mercurian gravity is 0.4
normal. On the Moon, it's only 0.16." He interrupted Ryger's beginning of a
sound by saying, " And on Ceres they use pseudo-grav fields adjusted to O.8.
You have no problemat all, Ryger."

The Cerian astrononer | ooked annoyed, "It's the open air. Going outside
wi thout a suit gets ne."

"Right," agreed Kaunas, "and letting the sun beat down on you. Just
letting it."



Talliaferro found hinself insensibly drifting back in time. They had not
changed much. Nor, he thought, had he hinself. They were all ten years ol der
of course. Ryger had put on some wei ght and Kaunas's thin face had grown a bit
| eat hery, but he would have recogni zed either if he had net hi mwi thout
war ni ng.

He said, "I don't think it's Earth getting us. Let's face it."

Kaunas | ooked up sharply. He was a little fellow wi th quick, nervous
nmoverents of his hands. He habitually wore clothes that | ooked a shade too
large for him

He said, "Villiers! | know | think about him sonetimes." Then, with an
air of desperation, "I got a letter fromhim"

Ryger sat upright, his olive conpl exion darkening further and said with
energy, "You did? When?"

" A nmonth ago."

Ryger turned to Talliaferro. "How about you?"

Tal liaferro blinked placidly and nodded.

Ryger said, "He's gone crazy. He clainms he's discovered a practica
nmet hod of nass-transference through space. --He told you two also?--That's it,
then. He was always a little bent. Now he's broken."

He rubbed his nose fiercely and Talliaferro thought of the day Villiers
had broken it.

For ten years, Villiers had haunted themlike the vague shadow of a
guilt that wasn't really theirs. They had gone through their graduate work
toget her, four picked and dedi cated nen being trained for a profession that
had reached new heights in this age of interplanetary travel

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

There was the Lunar Observatory, fromwhich Earth and the inner planets
could be studied; a silent world in whose sky the hone-pl anet hung suspended.

Mercury Observatory, closest to the sun, perched at Mercury's north
pol e, where the term nator noved scarcely at all, and the sun was fixed on the
hori zon and could be studied in the mnutest detail

Ceres (bservatory, newest, nost nmodern, with its range extending from
Jupiter to the outernost gal axies.

There were di sadvant ages, of course. Wth interplanetary travel stil
difficult, leaves would be few, anything like normal life virtually
i mpossi ble, but this was a |ucky generation. Com ng scientists would find the
fields of know edge wel |l -reaped and, until the invention of an interstellar
drive, no new horizon as capacious as this one woul d be opened.

Each of these lucky four, Talliaferro, Ryger, Kaunas, and Villiers, was
to be in the position of a Galileo, who by owning the first real telescope,
could not point it anywhere in the sky w thout naking a major discovery.

But then Ronero Villiers had fallen sick and it was rheumatic fever.
Whose fault was that? H s heart had been left |eaking and Iinping.
He was the nost brilliant of the four, the nost hopeful, the nost

i ntense--and he could not even finish his schooling and get his doctorate.

Wrse than that, he could never |eave Earth; the acceleration of a
spaceshi p's take-off would kill him

Talliaferro was marked for the Moon, Ryger for Ceres, Kaunas for
Mercury. Only Villiers stayed behind, a life-prisoner of Earth.

They had tried telling their synmpathy and Villiers had rejected it with
somet hi ng approaching hate. He had railed at them and cursed them Wen Ryger
lost his tenmper and lifted his fist, Villiers had sprung at him screaning
and had broken Ryger's nose.

Oovi ously Ryger hadn't forgotten that, as he caressed his nose gingerly
wi th one finger.

Kaunas's forehead was an uncertain washboard of winkles. "He's at the
Convention, you know. He's got a roomin the hotel--405."

"I won't see him" said Ryger. "He's conming up here. He said he wanted
to see us. | thought--He said nine. He'll be here any minute."



"In that case," said Ryger, "if you don't nmind, I'mleaving." He rose.
Talliaferro said, "Ch, wait a while. What's the harmin seeing hinP"
"Because there's no point. He's mad."

"Even so. Let's not be petty about it. Are you afraid of hin®"

" Afraid!'" Ryger | ooked contenptuous.

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

"I"'mnot nervous," said Ryger.

"Sure you are. W all feel guilty about him and w thout real reason
Not hi ng that happened was our fault." But he was speaking defensively and he
knew it.

And then, at that point, the door signal sounded, all three junped and
turned to stare uneasily at the barrier that stood between thensel ves and
Villiers.

The door opened and Ronero Villiers walked in. The others rose stiffly
to greet him then renai ned standing in enbarrassnent, w thout one hand being
rai sed.

He stared them down sardonically.

He's changed, thought Talliaferro.

He had. He had shrunken in al nost every dinmension. A gathering stoop
made hi m seen even shorter. The skin of his scalp 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 himto the nenory of the
past except for his trick of shading his eyes with one hand when he stared
intently and, when he spoke, the even, controlled baritone of his voice.

He said, "My friends! My space-trotting friends! W' ve |ost touch."

Talliaferro said, "Hello, Villiers."
Villiers eyed him "Are you wel|?"
"Wel |l enough.”

" And you two?"

Kaunas managed a weak smile and a murmur. Ryger snapped, "Al right,
Villiers. Wat's up?"

"Ryger, the angry nman," said Villiers. "How s Ceres?"

"I't was doing well when | left How s Earth?"

"You can see for yourself,"” but Villiers tightened as he said that.

He went on, "I am hoping that the reason all three of you have cone to
the Convention is to hear my paper day after tonorrow "

"Your paper? \What paper?" asked Talliaferro.

"I wote you all about it. My method of mass-transference.”

Ryger smiled with one corner of his mouth. "Yes, you did. You didn't say
anyt hi ng about a paper, though, and I don't recall that you're listed as one

of the speakers. | would have noticed it if you had been."

"You're right. I"'mnot |isted. Nor have | prepared an abstract for
publication."

Villiers had flushed and Talliaferro said soothingly, "Take it easy,
Villiers. You don't ook well."

Villiers whirled on him |ips contorted. "My heart's hol ding out, thank
you. "

Kaunas said, "Listen, Villiers, if you're not |isted or abstracted--"

"You listen. |I've waited ten years. You have the jobs in space and

have to teach school on Earth, but I'ma better nman than any of you or all of
you. "

"Granted--" began Talliaferro.
"And | don't want your condescension either. Mandel w tnessed it. |
suppose you' ve heard of Mandel. Well, he's chairman of the astronautics

division at the Convention and | denonstrated mass-transference for him It
was a crude device and it burnt out after one use but--Are you listening?"
"We're listening," said Ryger coldly, "for what that counts."
"He'll let me talk about it ny way. You bet he will. No warning. No
advertisenment. I'mgoing to spring it at themlike a bonbshell. Wen | give



them t he fundanental relationships involved it will break up the Convention
They' || scatter to their hone |abs to check on nme and build devices. And
they'Il find it works. | nade a live nouse di sappear at one spot in ny |ab and
appear in another. Mandel witnessed it."

He stared at them glaring first at one face, then at another. He said,
"You don't believe nme, do you?"

Ryger said, "If you don't want advertisement, why do you tell us?"

"You're different. You're ny friends, ny classmates. You went out into
space and |l eft ne behind."

"That wasn't a matter of choice,"” objected Kaunas in a thin, high

Voi ce.

Villiers ignored that. He said, "So |I want you to know now. What will
work for a nouse will work for a human. What will nove sonething ten feet
across a lab will nove it a mllion mles across space. |I'l|l be on the Mon
and on Mercury, and on Ceres and anywhere | want to go. |I'll match every one
of you and nore. And I'll have done nore for astronony just teaching schoo

and thinking, than all of you with your observatories and tel escopes and
caneras and spaceships.”

"Well," said Talliaferro, "I'm pl eased. More power to you. May | see a
copy of the paper?"

"Ch, no." Villiers' hands clenched close to his chest as though he were
hol di ng phant om sheets and shi el ding them from observation. "You wait |ike
everyone el se. There's only one copy and no one will see it till |I'mready.
Not even Mandel ."

"One copy," cried Talliaferro. "If you msplace it--"

"I won't. And if | do, it's all in my head."

"I'f you--" Talliaferro al nost finished that sentence with "die" but
stopped hinmself. Instead, he went on after an al nost inperceptible pause,
"--have any sense, you'll scan it at least. For safety's sake.™

"No," said Villiers, shortly. "You'll hear me day after tonorrow. You'l
see the human horizon expanded at one 6troke as it never has been before.”

Again he stared intently at each face. "Ten years," he said. "Good-by."

"He's mad," said Ryger explosively, staring at the door as though
Villiers were still standing before it.

"I's he?" said Talliaferro thoughtfully. "I suppose he is, in a way. He
hates us for irrational reasons. And, then, not even to scan his paper as a
precaution--"

Talliaferro fingered his own snmall scanner as he said that. It was just
a neutrally col ored, undistinguished cylinder, somewhat thicker and sonmewhat
shorter than an ordinary pencil. In recent years, it had become the hall mark
of the scientist, nuch as the stethoscope was that of the physician and the
m cro-conputer that of the statistician. The scanner was worn in a jacket
pocket, or clipped to a sleeve, or slipped behind the ear, or swung at the end
of a string.

Talliaferro sonetinmes, in his nore phil osophical noments, wondered how
it was in the days when research men had to nmake | aborious notes of the
literature or file away fullsized reprints. How unwi el dy!

Now it was only necessary to scan anything printed or witten to have a
nm cro-negative which could be devel oped at leisure. Talliaferro had al ready
recorded every abstract included in the program booklet of the Convention. The
other two, he assumed with full confidence, had done |ike.. w se.

Talliaferro said, "Under the circunstances, refusal to scan is mad."

"Space!" said Ryger hotly. "There is no paper. There is no discovery.
Scoring one on us would be worth any lie to him"

"But then what will he do day after tonorrow?" asked Kaunas.
"How do | know? He's a madman."
Talliaferro still played with his scanner and wondered idly if he ought

to renmove and devel op sone of the small slivers of filmthat |ay stored away
inits vitals. He decided against it. He said, "Don't underestimte Villiers.



He's a brain.”

"Ten years ago, maybe," said Ryger. "Now he's a nut. | propose we forget
him"

He spoke loudly, as though to drive away Villiers and all that concerned
hi m by the sheer force with which he di scussed other things. He tal ked about
Ceres and his work--the radio-plotting of the MIky Way w th new radi oscopes
capabl e of the resolution of single stars.

Kaunas |istened and nodded, then chimed in with information concerning
the radi o em ssions of sunspots and his own paper, in press, on the
associ ation of proton storns with the gigantic hydrogen flares on the sun's
sur f ace.

Talliaferro contributed little. Lunar work was ungl anorous in
conparison. The latest information on |ong-scal e weather forecasting through
direct observation of terrestrial jet-streams would not conpare with
radi oscopes and proton storns.

More than that, his thoughts could not leave Villiers. Villiers was the
brain. They all knewit. Even Ryger, for all his bluster, nust feel that if
mass-transference were at all possible then Villiers was a | ogica

di scoverer.

The di scussion of their own work amounted to no nore than an uneasy
admi ssion that none of them had conme to nuch. Talliaferro had foll owed the
literature and knew. H's own papers had been nminor. The others had authored
not hi ng of great inportance.

None of them-face the fact--had devel oped into space-shakers. The
col ossal dreams of school days had not cone true and that was that. They were
conpetent routine workmen. No |less. Unfortunately, no nore. They knew that.

Villiers would have been nore. They knew that, too. It was that
know edge, as well as guilt, which kept them antagonistic.
Talliaferro felt uneasily that Villiers, despite everything, was yet to

be nmore. The others must be thinking so, too, and nediocrity could grow
qui ckly unbear abl e. The mass-transference paper would come to pass and
Villiers would be the great man after all, as he was always fated to be
apparently, while his classmates, with all their advantages, would be
forgotten. Their role would be no nore than to applaud fromthe crowd.

He felt his own envy and chagrin and was ashanmed of it, but felt it none
the | ess.

Conversation died, and Kaunas said, his eyes turning away, "Listen, why
don't we drop in on old Villiers?"

There was a fal se heartiness about it, a conpletely unconvincing effort
at casual ness. He added, "No use | eaving bad feelings--unnecessarily--"

Talliaferro thought: He wants to nake sure about the mass-transference.
He's hoping it is only a madman's nightrmare so he can sl eep tonight.

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

It was a little before el even then.

Tal li aferro was awakened by the insistent ringing of his door signal. He
hitched hinself to one elbow in the darkness and felt distinctly outraged. The
soft glow of the ceiling indicator showed it to be not quite four in the
nor ni ng.

He cried out, "Wo is it?"

The ringing continued in short, insistent spurts.

Gowing, Talliaferro slipped into his bathrobe. He opened the door and
blinked in the corridor light. He recognized the man who faced himfromthe
trimensi onals he had seen often enough

Nevert hel ess, the man said in an abrupt whisper, "My name is Hubert
Mandel . "

"Yes, sir," said Talliaferro. Mandel was one of the Nanmes in astronony,
prom nent enough to have an inportant executive position with the Wrld
Astronom cal Bureau, active enough to be Chairnman of the Astronautics section



here at the Conventi on.

It suddenly struck Talliaferro that it was Mandel for whomVilliers
clained to have denonstrated mass-transference. The thought of Villiers was
somehow a sobering one.

Mandel said, "You are Dr. Edward Talliaferro?"

"Yes, sir."

"Then dress and cone with ne. It is very inportant. It concerns a nutua
acquai nt ance. "

"Dr. Villiers?"

Mandel 's eyes flickered a bit. His brows and | ashes were so fair as to
gi ve those eyes a naked, unfringed appearance. H's hair was silky-thin, his
age about fifty.

He said, "Wy Villiers?"

"He nentioned you last evening. | don't know any other nutua
acquai nt ance. "

Mandel nodded, waited for Talliaferro to finish slipping into his
clothes, then turned and | ed the way. Ryger and Kaunas were waiting in a room
one fl oor above Talliaferro's. Kaunas's eyes were red and troubl ed. Ryger was
snoking a cigarette with inpatient puffs

Talliaferro said, "We're all here. Another reunion.” It fell flat.

He took a seat and the three stared at one anot her. Ryger shrugged.

Mandel paced the floor, hands deep in his pockets. He said, '"lI
apol ogi ze for any inconveni ence, gentlenen, and | thank you for your
co-operation. | would like nore of it. Qur friend, Romero Villiers, is dead.
About an hour ago, his body was renoved fromthe hotel. The nedical judgment
is heart failure.”

There was a stunned silence. Ryger's cigarette hovered halfway to his
lips, then sank slowy without conpleting its journey.

"Poor devil," said Talliaferro.

"Horrible," whispered Kaunas hoarsely. "He was--" His voice played out.

Ryger shook hinself. "Well, he had a bad heart. There's nothing to be

done. "

"One little thing," corrected Mandel quietly. "Recovery."

"What does that mean?" asked Ryger sharply.

Mandel said, "Wen did you three see himlast?"

Talliaferro spoke, "Last evening. It turned out to be a reunion. W al
met for the first time in ten years. It wasn't a pleasant neeting, |'msorry
to say. Villiers felt he had cause for anger with us, and he was angry."

"That was--when?"

" About nine, the first time."

"The first tine?"

"W saw himagain later in the evening."

Kaunas | ooked troubled. "He had left angrily. Wt couldn't leave it at
that. W had to try. It wasn't as if we hadn't all been friends at one tine.
So we went to his room and--"

Mandel pounced on that. "You were all in his roon"

"Yes," said Kaunas, surprised.

" About when?"

"Eleven, | think." He |ooked at the others. Talliaferro nodded.

"And how long did you stay?"

"Two mnutes,” put in Ryger. "He ordered us out as though we were after
hi s paper." He paused as though expecting Mandel to ask what paper, but Mande
said nothing. He went on. "I think he kept it under his pillow. At |east he
lay across the pillow as he yelled at us to | eave."

"He may have been dying then," said Kaunas, in a sick whisper

"Not then," said Mandel shortly. "So you probably all left
fingerprints.”

"Probably," said Talliaferro. He was | osing some of his automatic
respect for Mandel and a sense of inpatience was returning. It was four in the
nor ni ng, Mandel or no. He said, "Now what's all this about?"



"Well, gentlemen," said Mandel, "there's nore to Villiers' death than
the fact of death. Villiers' paper, the only copy of it as far as | know, was
stuffed into the cigarette flash-di sposal unit and only scraps of it were
left. 1've never seen or read the paper, but |I knew enough about the matter to
be willing to swear in court if necessary that the remants of unflashed paper
in the disposal unit were of the paper he was planning to give at this
Convention. --You seemdoubtful, Dr. Ryger."

Ryger smiled sourly. "Doubtful that he was going to give it. If you want
my opinion, sir, he was mad. For ten years he was a prisoner of Earth and he
fantasi ed mass-transference as escape. It was all that kept himalive
probably. He rigged up sonme sort of fraudul ent denonstration. | don't say it
was deliberate fraud. He was probably nmadly sincere, and sincerely mad. Last
evening was the climax. He came to our roons--he hated us for having escaped
Earth--and triunphed over us. It was what he had lived for for ten years. It
may have shocked hi m back to some formof sanity. He knew he couldn't actually
gi ve the paper; there was nothing to give. So he burnt it and his heart gave
out. It is too bad."

Mandel listened to the Cerian astrononmer, wearing a | ook of sharp
di sapproval. He said, "Very glib, Dr. Ryger, but quite wong. | amnot as
easily fooled by fraudul ent denonstrations as you may believe. Now accordi ng
to the registration data, which | have been forced to check rather hastily,
you three were his classmates at college. Is that right?"

They nodded.

"Are there any other classmates of yours present at the Convention?"

"No," said Kaunas. "We were the only four qualifying for a doctorate in
astronony that year. At |east he would have qualified except--"

"Yes, | understand," said Mandel. "Well, then, in that case one of you
three visited Villiers in his roomone last time at m dnight."
There was a short silence. Then Ryger said coldly, "Not |I." Kaunas, eyes

wi de, shook his head.

Talliaferro said, "What are you inplying?"

"One of you came to himat mdnight and insisted on seeing his paper. |
don't know the notive. Conceivably, it was with the deliberate intention of
forcing himinto heart failure. Wen Villiers collapsed, the crimnal, if |
may call him so, was ready. He snatched the paper which. | night add, probably
was kept under his pillow and scanned it. Then he destroyed the paper itself
in the flash-disposal, but he was in a hurry and destructi on wasn't
conplete. ™

Ryger interrupted. "How do you know all this? Wre you a w tness?"

" Alnost," said Mandel. "Villiers was not quite dead at the nonent of
his first collapse. Wien the crinmnal left, he managed to reach the phone and
call my room He choked out a few phrases, enough to outline what had
occurred. Unfortunately I was not in my room a |late conference kept nme away.
However, my recording attachment taped it. | always play the recording tape
back whenever | return to ny roomor office. Bureaucratic habit. | called
back. He was dead."

"Well, then," said Ryger, "who did he say did it?"

"He didn't. O if he did, it was unintelligible. But one word rang out
clearly. It was 'classmate.' "

Talliaferro detached his scanner fromits place in his inner jacket
pocket and held it out toward Mandel. Quietly he said, "If you would like to
develop the filmin ny scanner, you are welcone to do so. You will not find
Villiers' paper there.”

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

Mandel took all three scanners and said dryly, "Presumably, whichever
one of you has done this has already di sposed of the piece of exposed film
with the paper on it. However--"

Talliaferro raised his eyebrows. "You may search ny person or nmy room"

But Ryger was still scowing. "Now wait a mnute, wait one bl oody
m nute. Are you the police?"



Mandel stared at him "Do you want the police? Do you want a scandal and
a murder charge? Do you want the Convention disrupted and the System press to
make a holiday out of astronony and astrononers? Villiers' death m ght well
have been accidental. He did have a bad heart. Whichever one of you was there
may well have acted on inpulse. It may not have been a preneditated crinme. If

whoever it is will return the negative, we can avoid a great deal of trouble."
"Even for the crimnal?" asked Talliaferro.
Mandel shrugged. "There may be trouble for him | will not pronise

i Mmunity. But whatever the trouble, it won't be public disgrace and life
i mprisonnent, as it might be if the police are called in."

Si | ence.

Mandel said, "It is one of you three."

Si | ence.

Mandel went on, "I think | can see the original reasoning of the guilty

person. The paper woul d be destroyed. Only we four knew of the
mass-transference and only | had ever seen a denonstration. Moreover you had
only his word, a madnman's word perhaps, that | had seen it. Wth Villiers dead
of heart failure and the paper gone, it would be easy to believe Dr. Ryger's
theory that there was no nass-transference and never had been. A year or two
m ght pass and our crimnal, in possession of the mass-transference data,
could reveal it little by little, rig experinents, publish careful papers, and
end as the apparent discoverer with all that would inply in terns of nobney and
renown. Even his own cl assmates woul d suspect nothing. At nost they woul d
believe that the long-past affair with Villiers had inspired himto begin
i nvestigations in the field. No nore."

Mandel | ooked sharply fromone face to another. "But none of that wll
work now. Any of the three of you who cones through with mass-transference is

proclaimng hinmself the crimnal. |'ve seen the denonstration; | knowit is
legitimate; | know that one of you possesses a record of the paper. The
information is therefore useless to you. Gve it up then."

Si | ence.

Mandel wal ked to the door and turned again, "lI'd appreciate it if you
woul d stay here till | return. I won't be long. | hope the guilty one will use
the interval to consider. If he's afraid a confession will |lose himhis job,

I et himrenenber that a session with police may lose himhis liberty and cost
hi mthe Psychic Probe." He hefted the three scanners, |ooked grimand sonewhat
in need of sleep. "I'lIl devel op these."

Kaunas tried to smle. "What if we nake a break for it while you're
gone?"

"Only one of you has reason to try," said Mandel. "I think |I can rely on
the two innocent ones to control the third, if only out of self-protection.”

He left.

It was five in the norning. Ryger |ooked at his watch indignantly. " A
hell of a thing. I want to sleep.”

"We can curl up here," said Talliaferro philosophically. "Is anyone

pl anni ng a confessi on?"

Kaunas | ooked away and Ryger's lip lifted.

"I didn't think so." Talliaferro closed his eyes, |eaned his |arge head
back against the chair and said in a tired voice, "Back on the Mon, they're
in the slack season. W've got a two-week night and then it's busy, busy. Then
there's two weeks of sun and there's nothing but cal cul ations, correlations

and bull -sessions. That's the hard time. | hate it. If there were nore wonen,
if I could arrange sonethi ng permanent--"
In a whisper, Kaunas tal ked about the fact that it was still inpossible

to get the entire Sun above the horizon and in view of the tel escope on
Mercury. But with another two nmiles of track soon to be laid down for the
oservatory--move the whol e thing, you know, tremendous forces involved, solar
energy used directly--it mght be managed. It woul d be nanaged.

Even Ryger consented to talk of Ceres after listening to the | ow nurnur



of the other voices. There was the problemthere of the two hour rotation
peri od, which meant the stars whipped across the sky at an angul ar velocity
twelve tines that in Earth's sky. A net of three |ight scopes, three radio
scopes, three of everything, caught the fields of study from one another as
t hey whirl ed past.

"Coul d you use one of the pol es?" asked Kaunas.

"You're thinking of Mercury and the Sun," said Ryger inpatiently. "Even
at the poles, the sky would still tw st, and half of it would be forever
hi dden. Now i f Ceres showed only one face to the Sun, the way Mercury does, we
could have a permanent night sky with the stars rotating slowy once in three
years. "

The sky lightened and it dawned sl owy.

Talliaferro was half asleep, but he kept hold of half-consci ousness
firmy. He would not fall asleep and | eave the others awake. Each of the
t hree, he thought, was wondering, "Who? Wio?"--except the guilty one, of
cour se.

Talliaferro' s eyes snapped open as Mandel entered again. The sky, as
seen fromthe wi ndow, had grown blue. Talliaferro was glad the w ndow was
cl osed. The hotel was air-conditioned, of course, but w ndows could be opened
during the mld season of the year by those Earthnmen who fancied the illusion
of fresh air. Talliaferro, with Mon-vacuumon his mind, shuddered at the
t hought with real disconfort.

Mandel said, "Have any of you anything to say?"

They | ooked at himsteadily. Ryger shook his head.

Mandel said, "I have devel oped the filmin your scanners, gentlenen, and
viewed the results."” He tossed scanners and devel oped slivers of filmon to
the bed. "Nothing! --You'll have trouble sorting out the film |1'mafraid. For

that I'msorry. And now there is still the question of the mssing film"

"If any," said Ryger, and yawned prodigi ously.

Mandel said, "I would suggest we cone down to Villiers' room
gent | emen. "

Kaunas | ooked startled. "Why?"

Talliaferro said, "Is this psychology? Bring the crimnal to the scene
of the crime and renorse will wing a confession from hi n?"

Mandel said, " A less nelodramatic reason is that | would like to have
the two of you who are innocent help me find the mssing filmof Villiers
paper."

"Do you think it's there?" asked Ryger chall engingly.

"Possibly. It's a beginning. W can then search each of your rooms. The
symposi um on Astronautics doesn't start till tomorrow at 10 A M W have til
then. "

"And after that?"

"I't may have to be the police."

They stepped gingerly into Villiers' room Ryger was red, Kaunas pale.
Talliaferro tried to remain calm

Last night they had seen it under artificial lighting with a scow i ng,
di sheveled Villiers clutching his pillow, staring them down, ordering them
away. Now there was the scentless odor of death about it.

Mandel fiddled with the wi ndow polarizer to let nore light in, and
adjusted it too far, so that the eastern Sun slipped in.

Kaunas threw his armup to shade his eyes and screaned, "The Sun!" so
that all the others froze.

Kaunas's face showed a kind of terror, as though it were his Mercurian
sun that he had caught a blinding glinpse of.

Talliaferro thought of his own reaction to the possibility of open air
and his teeth gritted. They were all bent crooked by their ten years away from
Eart h.

Kaunas ran to the wi ndow, funmbling for the polarizer, and then the
breath canme out of himin a huge gasp



Mandel stepped to his side. "What's wong?" and the other two joi ned
t hem

The city lay stretched bel ow them and outward to the horizon in broken
stone and brick, bathed in the rising sun, with the shadowed portions toward
them Talliaferro cast it all a furtive and uneasy gl ance.

Kaunas, his chest seemngly contracted past the point where he could cry
out, stared at sonething much closer. There, on the outer wi ndow sill, one
corner secured in a trifling inmperfection, a crack in the cenent, was an
inch-long strip of mlky-gray film and on it were the early rays of the
rising sun.

Mandel , with an angry, incoherent cry, threw up the wi ndow and snat ched
it away. He shielded it in one cupped hand, staring out of hot and reddened
eyes.

He said, "Wait here!"

There was nothing to say. Wen Mandel |eft, they sat down and stared
stupidly at one another.

Mandel was back in twenty minutes. He said quietly (in a voice that gave
t he inpression, 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 a few words. It is Villiers' paper. The rest is ruined; nothing
can be salvaged. It's gone."

"What next?" said Talliaferro.

Mandel shrugged wearily. "Right now, | don't care. Mass-transference is
gone until someone as brilliant as Villiers works it out again. | shall work
on it but I have no illusions as to ny own capacity. Wth it gone, | suppose

you three don't matter, guilty or not. Wat's the difference?" H s whol e body
seened to have | oosened and sunk into despair.
But Talliaferro's voice grew hard. "Now, hold on. In your eyes, any of

the three of us mght be guilty. I, for instance. You are a big man in the
field and you will never have a good word to say for me. The general idea may
arise that | aminconpetent or worse. | will not be ruined by the shadow of

guilt. Now let's solve this thing."

"I amno detective," said Mandel wearily.

"Then call in the police, dam it."

Ryger said, "Wait a while, Tal. Are you inplying that I'mguilty?"

"I"msaying that I'minnocent."

Kaunas raised his voice in fright. "It will mean the Psychic Probe for
each of us. There nmay be nental damage--"

Mandel raised both arms high in the air. "Gentlemen! Gentlenen! Please!
There is one thing we m ght do short of the police; and you are right, Dr.
Talliaferro, it would be unfair to the innocent to |eave this matter here.”

They turned to himin various stages of hostility. Ryger said, "Wat do
you suggest ?"

"I have a friend named Wendell Urth. You may have heard of him or you
may not, but perhaps | can arrange to see himtonight."

"What if you can?" demanded Talliaferro. "Were does that get us?"

"He's an odd man," said Mandel hesitantly, "very odd. And very brilliant
in his way. He has hel ped the police before this and he may be able to help us
now. '

Part 2

Edward Talliaferro could not forbear staring at the roomand its
occupant with the greatest astonishnment. It and he seermed to exist in
i solation, and to be part of no recogni zable world. The sounds of Earth were
absent in this well-padded, w ndow ess nest. The light and air of Earth had
been bl anked out in artificial illumnation and conditi oni ng.

It was a large room dimand cluttered. They had picked their way across
alittered floor to a couch fromwhich book-filns had been brusquely cleared



and dunped to one side in a tangle.

The man who owned the room had a | arge, round face on a stunpy, round
body. He noved quickly about on his short |egs, jerking his head as he spoke
until his thick glasses all but bounced off the thoroughly inconspicuous
nubbl e that served as a nose. H s thick-Iidded, sonewhat protuberant eyes
gl eaned in nyopic good nature at themall, as he seated hinself in his own
chair-desk combination, lit directly by the one bright light in the room

"So good of you to conme, gentlenen. Pray excuse the condition of ny
room" He waved stubby fingers in a w de-sweeping gesture. "l am engaged in
cat al ogui ng the many objects of extraterrological interest | have accumul at ed.
It is a trenendous job. For instance--"

He dodged out of his seat and burrowed in a heap of objects beside the
desk till he cane up with a snoky-gray object, sem -translucent and roughly
cylindrical. "This," he said, "is a Callistan object that may be a relic of
intelligent nonhurman entities. It is not decided. Not nmore than a dozen have
been di scovered and this is the nbst perfect single specimen | know of."

He tossed it to one side and Talliaferro junped. The plunp man stared in
his direction and said, "It's not breakable." He sat down again, clasped his
pudgy fingers tightly over his abdonen and I et them punp slowy in and out as
he breathed. " And now what can | do for your'

Hubert Mandel had carried through the introductions and Talliaferro was
consi dering deeply. Surely it was a man naned Wendell Wth who had witten a
recent book entitled Conparative Evolutionary Processes on \Water-Oxygen
Pl anets, and surely this could not be the man.

He said, " Are you the author of Conparative Evol utionary Processes, Dr.
Uth?"

A beatific smle spread across Urth's face, "You' ve read it?"

"Well, no, I haven't, but--"

Uth's expression grew instantly censorious. "Then you should. Ri ght
now. Here, | have a copy--"

He bounced out of his chair again and Mandel cried at once, "Now wait,
Uth, first things first. This is serious."

He virtually forced Uth back into his chair and began speaking rapidly
as though to prevent any further side issues fromerupting. He told the whole
story with adm rabl e word-econony.

Uth reddened slowy as he listened. He seized his glasses and shoved
t hem hi gher up on his nose. "Mass-transference!" he cried.

"I sawit with ny own eyes," said Mandel.

"And you never told ne."

"I was sworn to secrecy. The man was--peculiar. | explained that."

U th pounded the desk. "How could you allow such a discovery to remain
the property of an eccentric, Mndel? The know edge shoul d have been forced
from himby Psychic Probe, if necessary."

"I't would have killed him" protested Mandel

But Urth was rocking back and forth with his hands clasped tightly to
his cheeks. "Mass-transference. The only way a decent, civilized man shoul d
travel . The only possible way. The only conceivable way. If | had known it. If
I could have been there. But the hotel is nearly thirty mles away."

Ryger, who |listened with an expression of annoyance on his face,

i nterposed, "I understand there's a flitter line direct to Convention Hall. It
could have gotten you there in ten mnutes."

Uth stiffened and | ooked at Ryger strangely. Hi s cheeks bul ged. He
junped to his feet and scurried out of the room

Ryger said, "What the devil ?"

Mandel muttered, "Damm it. | should have warned you."

" About what ?"

"Dr. Uth doesn't travel on any sort of conveyance. It's a phobia. He
noves about only on foot."

Kaunas bl i nked about in the dimess. "But he's an extraterrol ogist,
isn't he? An expert on life fornms of other planets?"



Talliaferro had risen and now stood before a Galactic Lens on a
pedestal . He stared at the inner gleamof the star systens. He had never seen
a Lens so large or so el aborate.

Mandel said, "He's an extraterrol ogist, yes, but he's never visited any
of the planets on which he is expert and he never will. In thirty years, |
doubt if he's ever been nore than a nmile fromthis room"

Ryger | aughed.

Mandel flushed angrily. "You may find it funny, but 1'd appreciate your
bei ng careful what you say when Dr. Urth cones back."

Uth sidled in a nonent later. "My apol ogies, gentlemen," he said in a
whi sper. "And now | et us approach our problem Perhaps one of you w shes to
confess."

Talliaferro's lips quirked sourly. This plunp, self-inprisoned
extraterrol ogi st was scarcely form dabl e enough to force a confession from
anyone. Fortunately, there would be no need of his detective talents, if any,
after all.

Talliaferro said, "Dr. Uth, are you connected with the police?"

A certain snugness seened to suffuse Uth's ruddy face. "I have no
of ficial connection, Dr. Talliaferro, but ny unofficial relationships are very
good i ndeed. "

"In that case, | will give you sone information which you can carry to
the police."

Uth drew in his abdonmen and hitched at his shirttail. It came free, and
slowy he polished his glasses with it. Wen he was quite through and had
perched t hem precariously on his nose once nore, he said, " And what is
t hat ?"

"I will tell you who was present when Villiers died and who scanned his
paper."

"You have sol ved the nystery?"

"I"ve thought about it all day. | think I've solved it." Talliaferro
rat her enjoyed the sensation he was creating.

"Vell, then?"

Talliaferro took a deep breath. This was not going to be easy to do,
t hough he had been planning it for hours. "The guilty man," he said, "is
obvi ously Dr. Hubert Mandel."

Mandel stared at Talliaferro in sudden, hard-breathing indignation
"Look here, Doctor," he began, loudly, "if you have any basis for such a
ridicul ous--"

Uth's tenor voice soared above the interruption. "Let himtalk, Hubert,
| et us hear him You suspected himand there is no law that forbids himto
suspect you."

Mandel fell angrily silent.

Talliaferro, not allowing his voice to falter, said, "It is nore than
just suspicion, Dr. Uth. The evidence is perfectly plain. Four of us knew
about mass-transference, but only one of us, Dr. Mandel, had actually seen a
denonstration. He knewit to be a fact. He knew a paper on the subject
exi sted. W three knew only that Villiers was nore or |ess unbal anced. Ch, we
m ght have thought there was just a chance. W visited himat eleven, | think
just to check on that, though none of us actually said so--but he just acted
crazier than ever.

"Check special knowl edge and notive then on Dr. Mandel's side. Now, Dr.
Uth, picture sonething el se. Woever it was who confronted Villiers at
m dni ght, saw hi m col | apse, and scanned his paper (let's keep hi m anonynous
for a noment) nust have been terribly startled to see Villiers apparently cone
to life again and to hear himtalking into the tel ephone. Qur crinmnal, in the
pani c of the nonent, realized one thing: he nust get rid of the one piece of
incrimnating material evidence.

"He had to get rid of the undevel oped filmof the paper and he had to do
it in such a way that it would be safe fromdiscovery so that he mght pick it



up once nore if he remai ned unsuspected. The outer w ndow sill was ideal

Quickly he threwup Villiers' w ndow, placed the strip of film outside, and
left. Now, even if Villiers survived or if his tel ephoning brought results, it
woul d be merely Villiers' word against his owm and it would be easy to show
that Villiers was unbal anced. "

Talliaferro paused in sonmething like triunph. This would be
i rrefutable.

Wendell Urth blinked at himand 'wi ggled the thunbs of his clasped hands
so that they slapped against his anple shirt front. He said, " And the
significance of all that?"

"The significance is that the w ndow was thrown open and the fil m pl aced
in open air. Now Ryger has lived for ten years on Ceres, Kaunas on Mercury,
lon the Moon--barring short |eaves and not nany of them W conmented to one
anot her several tinmes yesterday on the difficulty of growing acclinated to
Eart h.

"Qur work-worlds are each airless objects. W never go out in the open
wi thout a suit. To expose ourselves to unencl osed space is unthinkable. None
of us coul d have opened the wi ndow w thout a severe inner struggle. Dr.
Mandel , however, has lived on Earth exclusively. Opening a windowto himis
only a matter of a bit of nuscular exertion. He could do it. W couldn't Ergo,
he did it."

Talliaferro sat back and smiled a bit.

"Space, that's it!" cried Ryger, with enthusiasm

"That's not it at all," roared Mandel, half rising as though tenpted to
throw himself at Talliaferro. "I deny the whole mserable fabrication. Wat
about the record | have of Villiers' phone call? He used the word 'classmate."
The entire tape makes it obvious--"

"He was a dying man," said Talliaferro. "Mich of what he said you

adm tted was inconprehensible. | ask you, Dr. Mandel, wi thout having heard the
tape, if it isn't true that Villiers' voice is distorted past recognition."
"Well--" said Mandel in confusion

"I"'msure it is. There is no reason to suppose, then, that you m ght not
have rigged up the tape in advance, conplete with the daming word
'cl assmates. ' "

Mandel said, "Good Lord, how would | know there were classmates at the
Conventi on? How would | know t hey knew about the mass-transference?"

"Villiers nmight have told you. | presume he did."

"Now, |ook," said Mandel, "you three saw Villiers alive at eleven. The
nmedi cal exam ner, seeing Villiers' body shortly after 3 A M declared he had
been dead at |east two hours. That was certain. The tinme of death, therefore,
was between 11 PP.M and 1 AM | was at a late conference last night. | can
prove my whereabouts, miles fromthe hotel, between 10:00 and 2: 00 by a dozen
wi t nesses no one of whom anyone can possibly question. |Is that enough for
you?"

Talliaferro paused a nonent. Then he went on stubbornly, "Even so.
Suppose you got back to the hotel by 2:30. You went to Villiers' roomto
di scuss his talk. You found the door open, or you had a duplicate key. Anyway,
you found hi mdead. You seized the opportunity to scan the paper--"

"And if he were already dead, and coul dn't make phone calls, why should
| hide the fil nP"

"To renmove suspicion. You may have a second copy of the filmsafe in
your possession. For that matter, we have only your own word that the paper
itself was destroyed."

"Enough. Enough," cried Uth. "It is an interesting hypothesis, Dr.
Talliaferro, but it falls to the ground of its own weight."

Talliaferro frowned. "That's your opinion, perhaps--"

"I't would be anyone's opinion. Anyone, that is, with the power of human
t hought. Don't you see that Hubert Mandel did too much to be the crim nal?"

"No," said Talliaferro.

Wendell Urth smiled benignly. "As a scientist, Dr. Talliaferro, you



undoubt edly know better than to fall in love with your own theories to the
exclusion of facts and reasoning. Do nme the pleasure of behaving simlarly as
a detective.

"Consider 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 really have had to do! Wiy scan the paper or even pretend
t hat anyone had done so? He could sinply have taken the paper. Wo el se knew

of its existence? Nobody, really. There is no reason to think Villiers told
anyone el se about it. Villiers was pathologically secretive. There would have
been every reason to think that he told no one.

"No one knew Villiers was giving a talk, except Dr. Mandel. It wasn't

announced. No abstract was published. Dr. Mandel could have wal ked of f with
t he paper in perfect confidence.

"Even if he had discovered that Villiers had tal ked to his cl assnates
about the matter, what of it? What evidence would his cl assmates have except
the word of one whomthey are thenselves half willing to consider a nadnan.

"By announcing instead that Villiers' paper had been destroyed, by
declaring his death to be not entirely natural, by searching for a scanned
copy of the film-in short by everything Dr. Mandel has done--he has aroused a
suspi cion that only he coul d possibly have aroused when he need only have
remai ned quiet to have cormtted a perfect crinme. If he were the crimnal, he
woul d be nmore stupid, nore col ossally obtuse than anyone | have ever known.
And Dr. Mandel, after all, is none of that."

Tal liaferro thought hard but found nothing to say.

Ryger said, "Then who did do it?"

"One of you three. That's obvious."

"But which?"

"Ch, that's obvious, too. | knew which of you was guilty the nonent Dr.
Mandel had conpl eted his description of events.™

Talliaferro stared at the plunp extraterrol ogist with distaste. The
bluff did not frighten him but it was affecting the other two. Ryger's lips
were thrust out and Kaunas's |ower jaw had rel axed noronically. They | ooked
like fish, both of them

He said, "Wich one, then? Tell us."

Uth blinked. "First, | want to nake it perfectly plain that the
i mportant thing is mass-transference. It can still be recovered.”
Mandel , scowing still, said querul ously, "Wat the devil are you

tal ki ng about, Urth?"

"The man who scanned the paper probably | ooked at what he was scanni ng.
| doubt that he had the time or presence of mind to read it, and if he did, |
doubt if he could renenber it--consciously. However, there is the Psychic
Probe. If he even glanced at the paper, what inpinged on his retina could be
Probed. "

There was an uneasy stir.

Uth said at once, "No need to be afraid of the Probe. Proper handling
is safe, particularly if a man offers hinself voluntarily. Wen danmage is
done, it is usually because of unnecessary resistance, a kind of nental
tearing, you know. So if the guilty man will voluntarily confess, place
hinsel f in ny hands--"

Tal liaferro | aughed. The sudden noi se rang out sharply in the di m quiet
of the room The psychol ogy was so transparent and artl ess.

Wendel I Urth | ooked al nost bew | dered at the reaction and stared

earnestly at Talliaferro over his glasses. He said, "I have enough influence
with the police to keep the Probing entirely confidential."
Ryger said savagely, "I didn't do it."

Kaunas shook his head.

Tal l i af erro di sdai ned any answer.

Uth sighed. "Then | will have to point out the guilty man. It will be
traumatic. It will make things harder.” He tightened the grip on his belly and



his fingers twitched. "Dr. Talliaferro pointed out that the filmwas hi dden on

the outer window sill so that it mght remain safe fromdiscovery and from
harm | agree with him™"

"Thank you," said Talliaferro dryly.

"However, why should anyone think that an outer window ssill is a

particul arly safe hiding place? The police would certainly ook there. Even in
t he absence of the police it was discovered. Who would tend to consider
anything outside a building as particularly safe? Obviously, sone person who
has lived a long tinme on an airless world and has had it drilled into himthat
no one goes outside an encl osed pl ace w thout detail ed precautions.

"To someone on the Mon, for instance, anything hidden outside a Lunar
Dome woul d be conparatively safe. Men venture out only rarely and then only on
speci fic business. So he woul d overconme the hardship of opening a wi ndow and
exposi ng hinmself to what he woul d subconsciously consider a vacuum for the
sake of a safe hiding place. The reflex thought, Qutside an inhabited
structure is safe,' would do the trick."

Talliaferro said between cl enched teeth, "Wy do you mention the noon,
Dr. Uth?"

Uth said blandly, "Only as an exanple. Wat |'ve said so far applies to
all three of you. But now cones the crucial point, the matter of the dying
ni ght."

Talliaferro frowned. "You nmean the night Villiers died?"

"I mean any night. See here, even granted that an outer w ndow sill was
a safe hiding place, which of you would be mad enough to consider it a safe
hi di ng place for a piece of unexposed filn? Scanner filmisn't very sensitive,
to be sure, and is made to be devel oped under all sorts of hit-and-mss
conditions. Diffuse nighttime illunmination wouldn't seriously affect it, but
di ffuse daylight would ruinit in a few m nutes, and direct sunlight would
ruin it at once. Everyone knows that."

Mandel said, "Go ahead, Uth. Wat is this |eading to?"

"You're trying to rush ne," said Urth, with a massive pout.

"I want you to see this clearly. The crimnal wanted, above all, to keep
the filmsafe. It was his only record of sonething of suprenme value to hinself
and to the world. Why would he put it where it would inevitably be ruined by
the norning sun? --Only because he did not expect the norning sun ever to
cone. He thought the night, so to speak, was immortal

"But nights aren't immortal. On Earth, they die and give way to daytine.
Even the six-nonth polar night is a dying night eventually. The nights on
Ceres last only two hours; the nights on the Moon | ast two weeks. They are
dyi ng nights, too, and Dr. Talliaferro and Ryger know that day nust always
cone. "

Kaunas was on his feet. "But wait--"

Wendell Urth faced himfull. "No | onger any need to wait, Dr. Kaunas.
Mercury is the only sizable object in the Solar Systemthat turns only one
face to the sun. Even taking libration into account, fully three-eighths of
its surface is true dark-side and never sees the sun. The Pol ar Observatory is
at the rimof that dark-side. For ten years, you have grown used to the fact
that nights are inmortal, that a surface in darkness remains eternally in
dar kness, and so you entrusted unexposed filmto Earth's night, forgetting in
your excitenent that night rmust die--"

Kaunas stunbled forward. "Wait--"

Uth was inexorable. "I amtold that when Mandel adjusted the polarizer
in Villiers' room you screamed at the sunlight. WAs that your ingrained fear
of Mercurian sun, or your sudden realization of what sunlight meant to your
pl ans? You rushed forward. Was that to adjust the polarizer or to stare at the
ruined fil nP"

Kaunas fell to his knees. "I didn't nmean it. | wanted to speak to him
only to speak to him and he screaned and col | apsed. | thought he was dead and
t he paper was under his pillowand it all just followed. One thing led on to
anot her and before | knewit, | couldn't get out of it anynore. But | mneant



none of it. | swear it."
They had forned a senicircle about himand Wendell Wth stared at the
nmoani ng Kaunas with pity in his eyes.

An anmbul ance had cone and gone. Talliaferro finally brought hinself to

say stiffly to Mandel, "I hope, sir, there will be no hard feelings for
anyt hing said here."
And Mandel had answered, as stiffly, "I think we had all better forget

as much as possible of what has happened during the |ast twenty-four hours."

They were standing in the doorway, ready to | eave, and Wendell Urth
ducked his smling head, and said, "There's the question of ny fee, you
know. "

Mandel | ooked startl ed.

"Not money," said Uth at once. "But when the first nmass-transference
setup for humans is established, | want a trip arranged for ne."

Mandel continued to | ook anxious. "Now, wait. Trips through outer space
are a long way off."

Uth shook his head rapidly. "Not outer space. Not at all. | would Iike
to step across to Lower Falls, New Hampshire."

" Al right. But why?"

Uth | ooked up. To Talliaferro's outright surprise, the
extraterrologist's face wore an expressi on conpounded of shyness and
eager ness.

Uth said, "I once--quite a long tinme ago--knew a girl there. It's been
many years--but | sonetines wonder--"

Afterword

Sone readers may realize that this story, first published in 1956, has
been overtaken by events. In 1965, astrononers 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 tine
or anot her.

Wl l, what can | do except say that | wi sh astrononmers woul d get things
right to begin wth?

And | certainly refuse to change the story to suit their whins.

Anni versary

The annual ritual was all set.

It was the turn of Mdore's house this year, of course, and Ms. Mbore
and the children had resignedly gone to her nother's for the evening.

Warren Moore surveyed the roomwith a faint smle. Only Mark Brandon's
ent husi asm kept it going at the first, but he hinmself had cone to like this
mld remenbrance. It cane with age, he supposed; twenty additional years of
it. He had grown paunchy, thin-haired, soft-jow ed, and--worst of
all --sentinental

So all the wi ndows were polarized into conpl ete darkness and the drapes
were drawn. Only occasional stipples of wall were illum nated, thus
celebrating the poor lighting and the terrible isolation of that day of
wr eckage | ong ago.

There were spaceship rations in sticks and tubes on the table and, of
course, in the center an unopened bottle of sparkling green Jabra water, the
potent brew that only the chemi cal activity of Mrtian fungi could supply.

Moore | ooked at his watch. Brandon would be here soon; he was never |ate
for this occasion. The only thing that disturbed himwas the nmenory of
Brandon's voice on the tube: "Warren, | have a surprise for you this tine.
Wit and see. Wait and see.”

Brandon, it always seened to Moore, aged little. The younger man had



kept his slimess, and the intensity with which he greeted all inlife, to the
verge of his fortieth birthday. He retained the ability to be in high
excitement over the good and in deep despair over the bad. H s hair was going
gray, but except for that, when Brandon wal ked up and down, talking rapidly at
the top of his voice about anything at all, More didn't even have to close
his eyes to see the panicked youngster on the weck of the Silver Queen

The door signal sounded and Mdore kicked the rel ease w thout turning
around. "Come, Mark."

It was a strange voice that answered, though; softly, tentatively, "M.
Moor e?"

Moore turned quickly. Brandon was there, to be sure, but only in the
background, grinning with excitenent. Soneone el se was standi ng before him
short, squat, quite bald, nut-brown and with the feel of space about him

Moore said wonderingly, "M ke Shea--M ke Shea, by all space.™

They pounded hands toget her, | aughing.

Brandon said, "He got in touch with me through the office. He renenbered
I was with Atom ¢ Products--"

"It's been years," said More. "Let's 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 space to a place he's buying in Arizona. He
cane to say hello before he left--stopped off at the city just for that--and
was sure he cane for the anniversary. 'Wat anniversary? says the old jerk."

Shea nodded, grinning. "He said you made a ki nd of celebration out of it
every year.".

"You bet," said Brandon enthusiastically, "and this will be the first
one with all three of us here, the first real anniversary. It's twenty years,
M ke; twenty years since Warren scranbl ed over what was |left of the weck and
brought us down to Vesta."

Shea | ooked about. "Space ration, eh? That's old home week to nme. And

Jabra. Onh, sure, | renmenber...twenty years. | never give it a thought and now,
all of a sudden, it's yesterday. Remember when we got back to Earth finally?"
"Do I!" said Brandon. "The parades, the speeches. Warren was the only

real hero of the occasion and we kept saying so, and they kept paying no
attenti on. Renenber?"

"Ch, well,” said Moore. "W were the first three nen ever to survive a
spaceshi p crash. W were unusual and anything unusual is worth a celebration
These things are irrational ."

"Hey," said Shea. "any of you remenber the songs they wote? That
mar chi ng one? ' You can sing of routes through Space and the weary maddened
pace of the--' "

Brandon joined in with his clear tenor and even Moore added his voice to
the chorus so that the last |ine was | oud enough to shake the drapes. "On the
wreck of the Silver Que-e-en," they roared out, and ended |aughing wldly.

Brandon said, "Let's open the Jabra for the first little sip. This one
bottle has to last all of us all night."

Moore said, "Mark insists on conplete authenticity. |I'msurprised he
doesn't expect ne to clinb out the wi ndow and human-fly my way around the
bui I di ng. "

"Well, now, that's an idea," said Brandon

"Remenber the |ast toast we made?" Shea held his enpty gl ass before him
and intoned, " 'Gentlenen, | give you the year's supply of good old H20 we
used to have.' Three drunken bunms when we | anded. Well, we were kids. | was
thirty and I thought | was old. And now," his voice was suddenly wi stful
"they've retired nme."

"Drink!" said Brandon. "Today you're thirty again, and we renenber the
day on the Silver Queen even if no one else does. Dirty, fickle public.”

Moor e | aughed. "What do you expect? A national holiday every year with
space ration and Jabra, the ritual food and drink?"

"Listen, we're still the only men ever to survive a spaceship crash and



now | ook at us. W're in oblivion."

"It's pretty good oblivion. W had a good time to begin with and the
publicity gave us a healthy boost up the |adder. W are doing well, Mrk. And
so would M ke Shea be if he hadn't wanted to return to space.”

Shea grinned and shrugged his shoulder. "That's where | like to be. I'm
not sorry, either. What with the insurance conpensation | got, | have a nice
pi ece of cash nowto retire on."

Brandon said reminiscently, "The weck set back Transspace. |nsurance a

real packet Just the sane, there's still something mssing. 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 nonsurvivors on the
ship. You say to anyone, "Wat about the three nmen who survived?" and they'l
just stare at you. 'Huh?' they'll say."

Moore said calmy, "Cone, Mark, face it. Dr. Quentin was one of the
world's great scientists and we three are just three of the world's
not hi ngs. "

"We survived. We're still the only men on record to survive."

"So? Look, John Hester was on the ship, and he was an inportant
scientist too. Not in Quentin's |eague, but inportant. As a matter of fact, |
was next to himat the last dinner before the rock hit us. Well, just because
Quentin died in the same weck, Hester's death was drowned out. No one ever
renenbers Hester died on the Silver Queen. They only remenber Quentin. W may
be forgotten too, but at least we're alive."

"I tell you what," said Brandon after a period of silence during which
Moore's rationale had obviously 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 |ast, and what
happened before can happen again. Twenty years ago, Warren pulled us down to
Vesta. Now let's solve this new problem™

"W pe out the oblivion, you nean?" said Mdore. "Make ourselves famus?"

"Sure. Wy not? Do you know of any better way of celebrating a twentieth
anni ver sary?"

"No, but I'd be interested to know where you expect to start. | don't
t hi nk peopl e remenber the Silver Queen at all, except for Quentin, so you'l
have to think of some way of bringing the weck back to nmind. That's just to
begin with."

Shea stirred uneasily and a thoughtful expression crossed his blunt
count enance. "Some people renenber the Silver Queen. The insurance conpany
does, and you know that's a funny thing, now that you bring up the matter.
was on Vesta about ten-el even years ago, and | asked if the piece of weck we
brought down was still there and they said sure, who would cart it away? So |
thought 1'd take a look at it and shot over by reaction notor strapped to ny
back. Wth Vestan gravity, you know, a reaction notor is all you need. Anyway,
| didn't get to see it except froma distance. It was circled off by force
field."

Brandon' s eyebrows went sky-high. "Qur Silver Queen? For what reason?"

"I went back and asked how come? They didn't tell ne and they said they
didn't know | was going there. They said it belonged to the insurance
conpany. "

Moore nodded. "Surely. They took over when they paid off. | signed a
rel ease, giving up nmy salvage rights when | accepted the compensati on check
You did too, |I'msure.”

Brandon said, "But why the force field? Wy all the privacy?"

"l don't know "

"The weck isn't worth anything even as scrap nmetal. It would cost too
much to transport it."

Shea said, "That's right. Funny thing, though; they were bringing pieces
back from space. There was a pile of it there. | could see it and it | ooked



like just junk, tw sted pieces of frane, you know | asked about it and they
sai d ships were always | andi ng and unl oadi ng nore scrap, and the insurance
conpany had a standard price for any piece of the Silver Queen brought back
so ships in the neighborhood of Vesta were always | ooking. Then, on ny | ast
voyage in, | went to see the Silver Queen again and that pile was a | ot

bi gger. "

"You mean they're still |ooking?" Brandon's eyes glittered.

"I don't know. Maybe they've stopped. But the pile was bigger than it
was ten-el even years ago so they were still [ooking then."

Brandon | eaned back in his chair and crossed his legs. "Wll, now,
that's very queer. A hard-headed insurance conmpany is spending all kinds of
noney, sweepi ng space near Vesta, trying to find pieces of a twenty-year-old
wreck. "

"Maybe they're trying to prove sabotage,” said Miore. "After twenty
years? They won't get their nmoney back even if they do. It's a dead issue."

"They may have quit | ooking years ago."

Brandon stood up with decision. "Let's ask. There's sonething funny here
and |'mjust Jabrified enough and anni versaried enough to want to find out."

"Sure," said Shea, "but ask who?"

"Ask Multivac," said Brandon

Shea's eyes opened wide. "Miltivac! Say, M. More, do you have a
Mul tivac outlet here?"

"Yes."

"I'"ve never seen one, and |I've always wanted to."

"I't's nothing to look at, Mke. It looks just like a typewiter. Don't
confuse a Multivac outlet with Multivac itself. | don't know anyone who's seen
Mul tivac."

Moore smiled at the thought. He doubted if ever in his life he would
nmeet any of the handful of technicians who spent nost of their working days in
a hidden spot in the bowels of Earth tending a mle-long super-conputer that
was the repository of all the facts known to man, that guided nan's econony,
directed his scientific research, hel ped make his political decisions, and had

mllions of circuits left over to answer individual questions that did not
violate the ethics of privacy.
Brandon said as they nmoved up the power ranp to the second floor, "I've

been thinking of installing a Miultivac, Jr., outlet for the kids. Homework and
t hi ngs, you know. And yet | don't want to make it just a fancy and expensive
crutch for them How do you work it, Warren?"

Moore said tersely. "They show nme the questions first. If | don't pass
them Miltivac does not see them"™

The Multivac outlet was indeed a sinple typewiter arrangenent and
little nore.

Moore set up the co-ordinates that opened his portion of the planet-w de
network of circuits and said, "Now listen. For the record, |I'magainst this
and I'monly going al ong because it's the anniversary and because |'mj ust
j ackass enough to be curious. Now how ought | to phrase the question?"

Brandon said, "Just ask: Are pieces of the weck of the Silver Queen
still being searched for in the nei ghborhood of Vesta by Trans-space
I nsurance? It only requires a sinple yes or no."

Moore shrugged and tapped it out, while Shea watched with awe.

The spacenman said, "How does it answer? Does it talk?"

Moor e | aughed gently, "Oh, no. | don't spend that kind of money. This
nodel just prints the answer on a slip of tape that comes out that slot.”

A short strip of tape did come out as he spoke. Mbore renoved it and,
after a glance, said, "Well, Miltivac says yes."

"Hah!" cried Brandon. "Told you. Now ask why."

"Now that's silly. A question like that woul d obvi ously be agai nst
privacy. You'll just get a yellow state-your-reason."

"Ask and find out. They haven't made the search for the pieces secret.
Maybe they're not maeking the reason secret."



Moore shrugged. He tapped out: Wiy is Trans-space | nsurance conducting
its Silver Queen search-project to which reference was made in the previous
guesti on?

A yellow slip clicked out al mbst at once: State Your Reason For
Requi ring The Informati on Request ed.

"Al'l right," said Brandon unabashed. "You tell it we're the three
survivors and have a right to know. Go ahead. Tell it."

Moore tapped that out in unemptional phrasing and another yellow slip
was pushed out at them Your Reason Is Insufficient. No Answer Can Be G ven

Brandon said, "I don't see they have a right to keep that secret.”

"That's up to Multivac," said More. "It judges the reasons given it and
if it decides the ethics of privacy is against answering, that's it. The
government itself couldn't break those ethics without a court order, and the
courts don't go against Miultivac once in ten years. So what are you going to
do?"

Brandon junped to his feet and began the rapid wal k up and down the room
that was so characteristic of him' Al right, then let's figure it out for
ourselves. It's sonething inportant to justify all their trouble. W're agreed
they're not trying to find evidence of sabotage, not after twenty years. But
Trans- space nust be | ooking for something, something so valuable that it's
worth looking for all this time. Now what could be that val uabl e?"

"Mark, you're a dreaner," said More

Brandon obviously didn't hear him "It can't be jewels or noney or
securities. There just couldn't be enough to pay them back for what the search
has already cost them Not if the Silver Queen were pure gold. What woul d be
nor e val uabl e?"

"You can't judge value, Mark," said Mbore. "A letter night be worth a
hundredth of a cent as wastepaper and yet nmake a difference of a hundred

mllion dollars to a corporation, depending on what's in the letter."
Brandon nodded his head vigorously. "R ght. Docurments. Val uabl e papers.
Now who woul d be nost likely to have papers worth billions in his possession

on that trip?"

"How coul d anyone possibly say?"

"How about Dr. Horace Quentin? How about that, Warren? He's the one
peopl e remenber because he was so inportant. \Wat about the papers he m ght
have had with hin? Details of a new discovery, maybe. Damm it, if | had only
seen himon that trip, he mght have told nme sonething, just in casua
conversation, you know. Did you ever see him Wrren?"

"Not that | recall. Not to talk to. So casual conversation with ne is
out too. O course, | mght have passed himat sone time wi thout knowing it."
"No, you wouldn't have," said Shea, suddenly thoughtful. "I think I

renmenber sonethi ng. There was one passenger who never left his cabin. The
steward was tal king about it. He wouldn't even cone out for neals."”

"And that was Quentin?" said Brandon, stopping his pacing and staring at
t he spaceman eagerly.

"It m ght have been, M. Brandon. It night have been him | don't know
that anyone said it was. | don't remenber. But it must have been a big shot,
because on a spaceship you don't fool around bringing nmeals to a man's cabin
unless he is a big shot."

"And Quentin was the big shot on the trip," said Brandon, with
sati sfaction. "So he had something in his cabin. Something very inportant.
Sonet hi ng he was conceal i ng. "

"He m ght just have been space sick," said More, "except that--" He
frowned and fell silent.

"Go ahead," said Brandon urgently. "You renenber something too?"

"Maybe. | told you | was sitting next to Dr. Hester at the |ast dinner
He was sayi ng sonet hi ng about hoping to nmeet Dr. Quentin on the trip and not
havi ng any | uck."

"Sure," cried Brandon, "because Quentin wouldn't conme out of his
cabin."



"He didn't say that. We got to tal king about Quentin, though. Now what
was it he said?" Mdore put his hands to his tenples as though trying to
squeeze out the nmenory of twenty years ago by main force. "I can't give you
t he exact words, of course, but it was sonething about Quentin being very
theatrical or a slave of drama or sonething |ike that, and they were headi ng
out to sone scientific conference on Ganymede and Quentin woul dn't even
announce the title of his paper.”

"It all fits." Brandon resumed his rapid pacing. "He had a new, great
di scovery, which he was keeping absolutely secret, because he was going to
spring it on the Ganynede conference and get maxi num drama out of it. He
woul dn't cone out of his cabin because he probably thought Hester would punp
him-and Hester would, I'Il bet. And then the ship hit the rock and Quentin
was killed. Trans-space Insurance investigated, got runors of this new
di scovery and figured that if they gained control of it they could rmake back
their | osses and plenty nore. So they took ownership of the ship and have been
hunting for. Quentin's papers anong the pieces ever since."

Moore smiled, in absolute affection for the other man. "Mark, that's a
beautiful story. The whole evening is worth it, just watching you make
somet hi ng out of nothing."

"Ch, yeah? Somet hing out of nothing? Let's ask Multivac again. I'll pay
the bill for it this nmonth."

"It's all right. Be ny guest. If you don't mind, though, I'mgoing to
bring up the bottle of Jabra. I want one nore little shot to catch up with
you. "

"Me, too," said Shea

Brandon took his seat at the typewiter. His fingers trenbled with
eagerness as he tapped out: \What was the nature of Dr. Horace Quentin's fina
i nvestigations?

Moore had returned with the bottle and gl asses, when the answer cane
back, on white paper this time. The answer was |long and the print was fine,
consisting for the nost part of references to scientific papers in journals
twenty years ol d.

Moore went over it. "I'mno physicist, but it |ooks to me as though he
was interested in optics.”

Brandon shook his head inpatiently. "But all that is published. W want
somet hi ng he had not published yet."

"We' || never find out anything about that."

"The insurance conpany did."

"That's just your theory."

Brandon was kneadi ng his chin with an unsteady hand. "Let me ask
Mul ti vac one nore question.”

He sat down again and tapped out: G ve nme the name and tube nunber of
t he surviving coll eagues of Dr. Horace Quentin from anong those associ at ed
with himat the University on whose faculty he served.

"How do you know he was on a University faculty?" asked Moore.

"I'f not, Multivac will tell us. "

A slip popped out. It contained only one nane.

Moore said, " Are you planning to call the man?"

"l sure am" said Brandon. "Qtis Fitzsimons, with a Detroit tube
nunber. Warren, may |--"

"Be ny guest, Mark. It's still part of the gane."

Brandon set up the conbi nati on on More's tube keyboard. A woman's voice
answer ed. Brandon asked for Dr. Fitzsimons and there was a short wait.

Then a thin voice said, "Hello." It sounded ol d.

Brandon said, "Dr. Fitzsinmmons, |'mrepresenting Transspace |nsurance in
the matter of the late Dr. Horace Quentin--"

"For heaven's sake, Mark," whispered More, but Brandon held up a
sharply restraini ng hand.

There was a pause so long that a tube breakdown began to seem possible
and then the old voice said, " After all these years? Agai n?"



Brandon snapped his fingers in an irrepressible gesture of triunph. But
he said snmoothly, alnmost glibly, "We're still trying to find out, Doctor, if
you have renenbered further details about what Dr. Quentin m ght have had with
himon that last trip that would pertain to his last unpublished discovery."

"Well"--there was an inpatient clicking of the tongue--"1"ve told you,
don't know. | don't want to be bothered with this again. | don't know that
there was anything. The man hinted, but he was al ways hinting about sone
gadget or other."

"\What gadget, sir?"

"I tell you I don't know He used a nanme once and | told you about that.
| don't think it's significant."

"We don't have the name in our records, sir."

"Well, you should have. Un, what was that nane? An optikon, that's it."

"Wth a K?"
"Cor K | don't know or care. Now, please, | do not wi sh to be
di sturbed agai n about this. Good-bye." He was still nunbling querul ously when

the |line went dead.

Brandon was pl eased.

Moore said, "Mark, that was the stupidest thing you could have done.
Caimng a fraudulent identity on the tube is illegal. If he wants to make
trouble for you--"

"Why should he? He's forgotten about it already. But don't you see,
Warren? Trans-space has been asking himabout this. He kept saying he'd
explained all this before."

"Al'l right. But you'd assuned that nuch. What el se do you know?"

"W al so know," said Brandon, "that Quentin's gadget was called an
opti kon. "

"Fitzsimmons didn't sound certain about that. And even so, since we
al ready know he was specializing in optics toward the end, a nane |ike optikon
does not push us any further forward."

" And Trans-space Insurance is |ooking either for the optikon or for
papers concerning it. Maybe Quentin kept the details in his hat and just had a
nodel of the instrument. After all, Shea said they were picking up netal
obj ects. Right?"

"There was a bunch of metal junk in the pile," agreed Shea.

"They'd |l eave that in space if it were papers they were after. So that's
what we want, an instrument that mght be called an optikon."

"Even if all your theories were correct, Mark, and we're |ooking for an
opti kon, the search is absolutely hopel ess now," said More flatly. "I doubt
that nore than ten per cent of the debris would remain in orbit about Vesta.
Vesta's escape velocity is practically nothing. It was just a lucky thrust in
a lucky direction and at a lucky velocity that put our section of the weck in
orbit. The rest is gone, scattered. all over the Solar Systemin any
concei vabl e orbit about the Sun."

"They' ve been picking up pieces," said Brandon

"Yes, the ten per cent that nanaged to nake a Vestan orbit out of it.
That's all."

Brandon wasn't giving up. He said thoughtfully, "Suppose it were there
and they hadn't found it. Could soneone have beat themto it?"

M ke Shea | aughed. "We were right there, but we sure didn't wal k off
wi th anything but our skins, and glad to do that nuch. Wo el se?"

"That's right," agreed Moore, "and if anyone el se picked it up, why are
they keeping it a secret?"

"Maybe they don't know what it is."

"Then how do we go about--" More broke off and turned to Shea, "What
did you say?"

Shea | ooked bl ank. "Who, ne?"

"Just now, about us being there." Myore's eyes narrowed. He shook his
head as though to clear it, then whispered, "Geat Galaxy!"

"What is it?" asked Brandon tensely. "Wat's the matter, \Warren?"



"I"'mnot sure. You're driving me mad with your theories; so mad, |'m

begi nning to take them seriously, | think. You know, we did take sone things
out of the weck with us. | nean besides our clothes and what persona
bel ongi ngs we still had. O a~ least | did."

"What ?"

"I't was when | was making ny way across the outside of the
wr eckage--space, | seemto be there now, | see it so clearly--1 picked up sone
items and put themin the pocket of nmy spacesuit. | don't know why; | wasn't
nmyself, really. | did it wthout thinking. And then, well, | held on to them
Souvenirs, | suppose. | brought them back to Earth."

"Where are they?"

"I don't know. W haven't stayed in one place, you know. "

"You didn't throw themout, did you?"

"No, but things do get |ost when you nove."

"I'f you didn't throw them out, they nust be somewhere in this house.".
"If they didn't get lost. | swear | don't recall seeing themin fifteen
years."

"What were they?"

Warren Moore said, "One was a fountain pen, as | recall; a real antique,
the kind that used an ink-spray cartridge. What gets me, though, is that the
other was a small field glass, not nore than about six inches |ong. You see
what | nmean? A field gl ass?"

"An optikon," shouted Brandon. "Sure!"

"I't's just a coincidence," said More, trying to remain |evel - headed.
"Just a curious coincidence."

But Brandon wasn't having it. "A coincidence, nuts! Transspace coul dn't
find the opti kon on the weck and they couldn't find it in space because you
had it all along."

"You're crazy."

"Come on, we've got to find the thing now "

Moore bl ew out his breath. "Well, 1'Il look, if that's what you want,
but | doubt that I'Il find it. Okay, let's start with the storage |evel.
That's the |ogical place."

Shea chuckl ed. "The | ogical place is usually the worst place to | ook."
But they all headed for the power ramp once nore and the additional flight
upwar d.

The storage | evel had a nmusty, unused odor to it. Moore turned on the

precipitron. "I don't think we've precipitated the dust in two years. That
shows you how often I'mup here. Now, let's see--if it's anywhere at all, it
woul d be in with the bachelor collection. | nmean the junk |I've been hangi ng on

to since bachel or days. W can start here.”

Moore started leafing through the contents of plastic collapsibles while
Brandon kept peering anxiously over his shoul der.

Moore said, "What do you know? My coll ege yearbook. | was a sonist in
t hose days; a real bug on it. In fact, | nanaged to get a voice recording with
the picture of every senior in this book." He tapped its cover fondly. "You
could swear there was nothing there but the usual trimensional photos, but
each one has an inprisoned--"

He grew aware of Brandon's frown and said, "Okay, |'ll keep | ooking."

He gave up the collapsibles and opened a trunk of heavy, ol d-fashioned
woodi te. He separated the contents of the various conpartnents.

Brandon said, "Hey, is that it?"

He pointed to a small cylinder that rolled out on the floor with a small
cl unk.

Moore said, "I don't--Yes! That's the pen. There it is. And here's the
field gl ass. Neither one works, of course. They're both broken. At |east,
suppose the pen's broken. Sonething's |oose and rattles init. Hear?
woul dn't have the slightest idea about howto fill it so |I can check whet her
it really works. They haven't even made ink-spray cartridges in years."



Brandon held it under the light. "It has initials on it."

"Ch? | don't renenber noticing any."

"It's pretty worn down. It |ooks like J.K Q"

"Q "

"Right, and that's an unusual letter with which to start a |ast nane.
Thi s pen mi ght have bel onged to Quentin. An heirloomhe kept for luck or
sentiment. It m ght have bel onged to a great-grandfather in the days when they
used pens like this; a great-grandfather called Jason Knight Quentin or Judah
Kent Quentin or sonmething like that. W can check the nanes of Quentin's
ancestors through Multivac."

Moore nodded. "I think maybe we shoul d. See, you've got ne as crazy as
you are."

"And if this is so, it proves you picked it up in Quentin's room So you
pi cked up the field glass there too."

"Now hold it. | don't remenber that | picked themboth up in the sane
place. | don't renmenber the scroungi ng over the outside of the weck that
well."

Brandon turned the small field glass over and over under the light. "No
initials here."

"Did you expect any?"

"I don't see anything, in fact, except this narrow joining mark here."
He ran his thunbnail into the fine groove that circled the glass near its
thicker end. He tried to twist it unsuccessfully. "One piece." He put it to
his eye. "This thing doesn't work."

"I told you it was broken. No | enses--"

Shea broke in. "You' ve got to expect a little damage when a spaceship
hits a good-sized nmeteor and goes to pieces."

"So even if this were it," said More, pessimstic again, "if this were
the optikon, it would not do us any good."

He took the field glass fromBrandon and felt along the enpty rins. "You
can't even tell where the | enses belonged. There's no groove | can feel into
whi ch they mi ght have been seated. It's as if there never--Hey!" He expl oded
the syllable violently.

"Hey what ?" sai d Brandon

"The nane! The nanme of the thing!"

"Opti kon, you nean?"

"Optikon, | don't nmean! Fitzsimons, on the tube, called it an optikon
and we thought he said 'an optikon." "

"Well, he did," said Brandon

"Sure," said Shea. "I heard him"

"You just thought you heard him He said 'anoptikon.' Don't you get it?
Not 'an optikon,' two words, 'anoptikon,' one word."

"Ch," said Brandon blankly. "And what's the difference?"

" A hell of a difference. ' An optikon' would mean an instrunent with
| enses, but 'anoptikon,' one word, has the G eek prefix 'an-' which nmeans
'no.' Words of Greek derivation use it for 'no.' Anarchy means 'no
government,' anem a neans 'no bl ood,' anonynous means 'no nane,' and anoptikon
nmeans- - "

"No | enses,"” cried Brandon.

"Right! Quentin nmust have been working on an optical device wthout
Il enses and this may be it and it may not be broken."

Shea said, "But you don't see anything when you | ook through it."

"It nust be set to neutral," said Mbore. "There nmust be sone way of
adjusting it." Like Brandon, he placed it in both hands and tried to twi st it
about that circunscribing groove. He placed pressure on it, grunting.

"Don't break it," said Brandon

"It's giving. Either it's supposed to be stiff or else it's corroded
shut." He stopped, |ooked at the instrument inpatiently, and put it to his eye
again. He whirled, unpolarized a wi ndow and | ooked out at the lights of the
city.



"I'"1l be dunped in space," he breathed.

Brandon sai d, "What? Wat ?"

Moore handed the instrument to Brandon wordl essly. Brandon put it to his
eyes and cried out sharply, "It's a tel escope.™

Shea said at once, "Let nme see.”

They spent nearly an hour with it, converting it into a telescope with
turns in one direction, a mcroscope with turns in the other.
"How does it work?" Brandon kept asking.

"I don't know," Mbore kept saying. In the end he said, "lI'msure it
i nvol ves concentrated force fields. W are turning agai nst considerable field
resi stance. Wth larger instruments, power adjustment will be required."
"It's a pretty cute trick," said Shea.
"It's more than that," said Miore. "I'Il bet it represents a conpletely

new turn in theoretical physics. It focuses light without |enses, and it can
be adjusted to gather |ight over a wider and wi der area w thout any change in

focal length. I'lIl bet we could duplicate the five-hundred-inch Ceres
tel escope in one direction and an el ectron mcroscope in the other. \Wat's
nore, | don't see any chromatic aberration, so it must bend light of al

wavel engt hs equal ly. Maybe it bends radi o waves and ganma rays al so. Maybe it
distorts gravity, if gravity is sone kind of radiation. Maybe--"

"Wirth noney?" asked Shea, breaking in dryly.

"Al'l kinds if someone can figure out how it works."

"Then we don't go to Trans-space Insurance with this. W go to a | awer
first. Did we sign these things away with our salvage rights or didn't we? You
had them already in your possession before signing the paper. For that matter
is the paper any good if we didn't know what we were signing anyway? Mybe it
m ght be considered fraud."

" As a matter of fact," said Mdoore, "with sonething like this, | don't
know i f any private company ought to own it. W ought to check with sone
government agency. If there's noney in it--"

But Brandon was poundi ng both fists on his knees. "To hell with the
nmoney, Warren. | nean, |'ll take any noney that cones my way but that's not
the inmportant thing. W're going to be fanous, man, fanous! |magine the story.
A fabul ous treasure lost in space. A giant corporation conbing space for
twenty years to find it and all the tine we, the forgotten ones, have it in
our possession. Then, on the twentieth anniversary of the original |oss, we
find it again. If this thing works, if anoptics becone a great new scientific
techni que, they'll never forget us."

Moore grinned, then started |aughing. "That's right. You did it, Mark
You did just what you set out to do. You've rescued us from being marooned in
oblivion."

"We all didit," said Brandon. "M ke Shea started us off with the

necessary basic information. | worked out the theory, and you had the
i nstrument . "

"Ckay. It's late, and the wife will be back soon, so let's get the bal
rolling right away. Multivac will tell us which agency woul d be appropriate
and who--"

"No, no," said Brandon. "Ritual first. The cl osing toast of the
anni versary, please, and with the appropriate change. Wn't you obli ge,
Warren?" He passed over the still half-full bottle of Jabra water
Carefully, More filled each small glass precisely to the brim
"CGentlenen," he said solemly, "a toast." The three raised the glasses in
uni son. "Gentlenen, | give you the Silver Queen souvenirs we used to have."

The Billiard Ball

James Priss--1 suppose | ought to say Professor James Priss, though
everyone is sure to know whom | mean even without the title--always spoke



sl ow y.

| know. | interviewed himoften enough. He had the greatest nind since
Einstein, but it didn't work quickly. He adnmitted his sl owness often. Maybe it
was because he had so great a mind that it didn't work quickly.

He woul d say sonething in slow abstraction, then he would think, and
then he woul d say sonething nore. Even over trivial matters, his giant nind
woul d hover uncertainly, adding a touch here and then another there.

Wuld the Sun rise tonorrow, | can inmagi ne hi mwondering. What do we
mean by "rise"? Can we be certain that tonmorrow will conme? Is the term"Sun"
conpl et el y unanbi guous in this connection?

Add to this habit of speech a bland countenance, rather pale, with no
expression except for a general |ook of uncertainty; gray hair, rather thin,
neatly conbed; business suits of an invariably conservative cut; and you have
what Professor Janmes Priss was--a retiring person, conpletely lacking in
magnet i sm

That's why nobody in the world, except myself, could possibly suspect
him of being a nurderer. And even | amnot sure. After all, he was
sl owt hi nki ng; he was always slowthinking. Is it conceivable that at one
cruci al monent he managed to think quickly and act at once?

It doesn't matter. Even if he nurdered, he got away with it. It is far
too late nowto try to reverse matters and | wouldn't succeed in doing so even
if | decided to let this be published.

Edward Bl oomwas Priss's classmate in college, and an associate, through
circunmst ance, for a generation afterward. They were equal in age and in their
propensity for the bachelor life, but opposites in everything else that
matt ered

Bloomwas a living flash of light; colorful, tall, broad, |oud, brash,
and self-confident. He had a mnd that resenbled a neteor strike in the sudden
and unexpected way it could seize the essential. He was no theroetician, as
Priss was; Bl oomhad neither the patience for it, nor the capacity to
concentrate intense thought upon a single abstract point. He admtted that; he
boasted of it.

What he did have was an uncanny way of seeing the application of a
t heory; of seeing the manner in which it could be put to use. In the cold
mar bl e bl ock of abstract structure, he could see, without apparent difficulty,
the intricate design of a marvel ous device. The block would fall apart at his
touch and | eave the devi ce.

It is a well-known story, and not too badly exaggerated, that nothing
Bl oom 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 the richest nen on Earth.

And if Bloomthe Technician were adapted to one particular matter nore
than anything else, it was to the way of thought of Priss the Theoretician
Bl oom s greatest gadgets were built upon Priss's greatest thoughts, and as
Bl oom grew weal thy and fampus, Priss gai ned phenonenal respect anong his
col | eagues.

Naturally it was to be expected that when Priss advanced his Two-Field
Theory, Bl oom would set about at once to build the first practica
anti-gravity device.

My job was to find human interest in the Two-Field Theory for the
subscribers to Tel e-News Press, and you get that by trying to deal with human
bei ngs and not with abstract ideas. Since ny interviewee was Professor Priss,
that wasn't easy.

Naturally, | was going to ask about the possibilities of anti-gravity,
whi ch interested everyone; and not about the Two-Field Theory, which no one
coul d under st and- -

"Anti-gravity?" Priss conpressed his pale |ips and considered. "I'm not
entirely sure that it is possible, or ever will be. | haven't--uh--worked the
matter out to my satisfaction. | don't entirely see whether the Two-Field

equations would have a finite solution, which they would have to have, of



course, if--" And then he went off into a brown study.

| prodded him "Bl oom says he thinks such a device can be built."

Priss nodded. "Well, yes, but | wonder. Ed Bl oom has had an amazi ng
knack at seeing the unobvious in the past. He has an unusual nmind. It's
certainly nmade himrich enough."

W were sitting in Priss's apartment. Ordinary nmiddle-class. | couldn't
hel p a quick glance this way and that. Priss was not wealthy.

| don't think he read ny mnd. He saw ne look. And I think it was on his
mnd. He said, "Wealth isn't the usual reward for the pure scientist. O even
a particularly desirable one."

Maybe so, at that, | thought. Priss certainly had his own kind of
reward. He was the third person in history to win two Nobel Prizes, and the
first to have both of themin the sciences and both of then unshared. You
can't complain about that. And if he wasn't rich, neither was he poor

But he didn't sound like a contented man. Maybe it wasn't Bloomls wealth
al one that irked Priss; maybe it was Bloom s fane anong the people of Earth
generally; maybe it was the fact that Bl oomwas a celebrity wherever he went,
whereas Priss, outside scientific conventions and faculty clubs, was largely
anonynous.

| can't say how nuch of all this was in nmy eyes or in the way I winkled
the creases in nmy forehead, but Priss went on to say, "But we're friends, you
know. We play billiards once or twice a week. | beat himregularly."

(I never published that statenent. | checked it with Bl oom who nade a
| ong counterstatenent that began "He beats me at billiards. That jackass--"
and grew i ncreasingly personal thereafter. As a matter of fact, neither one
was a novice at billiards. | watched them play once for a short while, after
t he statenent and counterstatenent, and both handl ed the cue wth professiona
apl onb. What's nore, both played for blood, and there was no friendship in the
gane that | could see.)

| said, "Wuld you care to predict whether Bloomw ||l nanage to build an
anti-gravity device?"
"You mean would | conmit nyself to anything? Hm Well, let's consider

young man. Just what do we nean by anti-gravity? Qur conception of gravity is
built around Einstein's General Theory of Relativity, which is now a century
and a half old but which, withinits limts, remains firm W can picture
it--"

| listened politely. I'd heard Priss on the subject before, but if I was
to get anything out of him-which wasn't certain--1'd have to let himwork his
way through in his own way.

"We can picture it," he said, "by imagining the Universe to be a Cat,
thin, superflexible sheet of untearable rubber. If we picture mass as being
associated with weight, as it 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 nmass, the deeper the indentation

"I n the actual Universe," he went on, "all sorts of masses exist, and so
our rubber sheet nust be pictured as riddled with indentations. Any object
rolling along the sheet would dip into and out of the indentations it passed,
veering and changing direction as it did so. It is this veer and change of
direction that we interpret as denonstrating the exi stence of a force of
gravity. If the noving object comes close enough to the center of the
i ndentation and is nmoving slowy enough, it gets trapped and whirls round and
round that indentation. In the absence of friction, it keeps up that whirl
forever. In other words, what |saac Newton interpreted as a force, Al bert
Einstein interpreted as geonetrical distortion."

He paused at this point. He had been speaking fairly frequently--for
hi m -si nce he was saying sonet hing he had said often before. But now he began
to pick his way.

He said, "So in trying to produce anti-gravity, we are trying to alter
the geonmetry of the Universe. If we carry on our netaphor, we are trying to
strai ghten out the indented rubber sheet. We could inagine ourselves getting



under the indenting mass and lifting it upward, supporting it so as to prevent
it frommaking an indentation. If we nake the rubber sheet CGat in that way,
then we create a Universe--or at |east a portion of the Universe--in which
gravity doesn't exist. A rolling body would pass the non-indenting mass
without altering its direction of travel a bit, and we could interpret this as
meani ng that the nmass was exerting no gravitational force. In order to
acconplish this feat, however, we need a mass equivalent to the indenting
mass. To produce antigravity on Earth in this way, we would have to nmake sure
of a mass equal to that of Earth and poise it above our heads, so to speak."

| interrupted him "But your Two-Field Theory--"

"Exactly. General Relativity does not explain both the gravitationa
field and the el ectromagnetic field in a single set of equations. Einstein
spent half his Iife searching for that single set--for a Unified Field
Theory--and failed. All who followed Einstein also failed. |, however, began
with the assunption that there were two fields that could not be unified and
foll owed the consequences, which | can explain, in part, in ternms of the
"rubber sheet' netaphor.”

Now we came to sonething I wasn't sure | had ever heard before. "How
does that go?" | asked.

"Suppose that, instead of trying to lift the indenting nass, we try to
stiffen the sheet itself, nake it less indentable. It would contract, at |east
over a small area, and becone flatter. Gavity wuld weaken, and so would
mass, for the two are essentially the sane phenonenon in terns of the indented
Uni verse. If we could make the rubber sheet conmpletely flat, both gravity and
mass woul d di sappear altogether.

"Under the proper conditions, the electromagnetic field could be made to
counter the gravitational field, and serve to stiffen the indented fabric of
t he Universe. The el ectronagnetic field is trenendously stronger than the
gravitational field, so the forner could be nade to overcone the latter."

| said uncertainly, "But you say 'under the proper conditions. ' Can
t hose proper conditions you speak of be achi eved, Professor?"

"That is what | don't know," said Priss thoughtfully and slowy. "If the
Uni verse were really a rubber sheet, its stiffness would have to reach an
infinite value before it could be expected to remain conpletely flat under an
indenting mass. If that is also so in the real Universe, then an infinitely
i ntense el ectromagnetic field woul d be required and that woul d nmean
anti-gravity would be inmpossible.™

"But Bl oom says--"

"Yes, | imagine Bloomthinks a finite field will do, if it can be
properly applied. Still, however ingenious he is,"” and Priss smled narrowy,
"we needn't take himto be infallible. His grasp on theory is quite faulty.
He- - he never earned his coll ege degree, did you know t hat ?"

| was about to say that | knew that. After all, everyone did. But there
was a touch of eagerness in Priss's voice as he said it and | |ooked up in
time to catch animation in his eye, as though he were delighted to spread that
pi ece of news. So | nodded nmy head as if | were filing it for future
ref erence.

"Then you woul d say, Professor Priss," | prodded again, "that Bloomis
probably wong and that anti-gravity is inpossible?"

And finally Priss nodded and said, "The gravitational field can be
weakened, of course, but if by anti-gravity we nmean a true zero-gravity
field--no gravity at all over a significant volume of space--then | suspect
anti-gravity may turn out to be inpossible, despite Bloom"

And | had, after a fashion, what | wanted.

| wasn't able to see Bloomfor nearly three nonths after that, and when
| did see himhe was in an angry nood.

He had grown angry at once, of course, when the news first broke
concerning Priss's statement. He let it be known that Priss would be invited
to the eventual display of the antigravity device as soon as it was



constructed, and would even be asked to participate in the denonstration. Sone
reporter--not |, unfortunately--caught him between appoi ntnments and asked him
to el aborate on that and he said:

"I"l1l have the device eventually; soon, maybe. And you can be there, and
so can anyone el se the press would care to have there. And Professor Janes
Priss can be there. He can represent Theoretical Science and after | have
denonstrated antigravity, he can adjust his theory to explain it. |I'msure he
wi Il know how to make his adjustnents in masterly fashion and show exactly why
I couldn't possibly have failed. He mght do it now and save tinme, but |
suppose he won't."

It was all said very politely, but you could hear the snarl under the
rapid fl ow of words

Yet he continued his occasional gane of billiards with Priss and when
the two met they behaved with conplete propriety. One could tell the progress
Bl oom was making by their respective attitudes to the press. Bl oom grew curt
and even snappi sh, while Priss devel oped an increasi ng good hunor.

VWhen ny unpteenth request for an interviewwith Bloomwas finally
accepted, | wondered if perhaps that nmeant a break in Bloomis quest. | had a
littl e daydream of hi m announcing final success to ne.

It didn't work out that way. He net me in his office at Bl oom
Enterprises in upstate New York. It was a wonderful setting, well away from
any popul ated area, el aborately | andscaped, and covering as nmuch ground as a
rather large industrial establishment. Edison at his height, two centuries
ago, had never been as phenonenally successful as Bl oom

But Bloomwas not in a good hunor. He cane striding in ten mnutes |ate
and went snarling past his secretary's desk with the barest nod in ny
direction. He was wearing a | ab coat, unbuttoned.

He threw hinself into his chair and said, "I"'msorry if |I've kept you
waiting, but I didn't have as nmuch tine as | had hoped." Bl oomwas a born
showran and knew better than to antagoni ze the press, but | had the feeling he
was having a great deal of difficulty at that nonent in adhering to this
princi pl e.

| had the obvious guess. "I amgiven to understand, sir, that your
recent tests have been unsuccessful ."”

"Who told you that?"

"I would say it was general know edge, M. Bloom"

"No, it isn't. Don't say that, young man. There is no general know edge
about what goes on in ny |aboratories and workshops. You're stating the
Prof essor's opinions, aren't you? Priss's, | mean."

"No I'm-"

"OfF course you are. Aren't you the one to whom he nade t hat
statement--that anti-gravity is inmpossible?"

"He didn't nmake the statement that flatly."

"He never says anything flatly, but it was flat enough for him and not
as flat as I'll have his dammed rubber-sheet Universe before I'mfinished."

"Then does that mean you're maki ng progress, M. Bl oonP"

"You know | am" he said with a snap. "Or you should know. Weren't you
at the denonstration | ast week?"

"Yes, | was."

| judged Bloomto be in trouble or he woul dn't be mentioning that
denonstration. It worked but it was not a world beater. Between the two pol es
of a magnet a region of |essened gravity was produced.

It was done very cleverly. A Mssbauer Effect Bal ance was used to probe
t he space between the poles. If you' ve never seen an ME Bal ance in action, it
consists primarily of a tight nmonochromati c beam of gamma rays shot down the
lowgravity field. The gammma rays change wavel ength slightly but neasurably
under the influence of the gravitational field and if anything happens to
alter the intensity of the field, the wavel ength change shifts
correspondingly. It is an extrenely delicate nethod for probing a
gravitational field and it worked |ike a charm There was no question but that



Bl oom had | owered gravity.

The trouble was that 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 achi eved--his systemwas typically ingenious and had been
duly patented--and he maintained that it was by this nmethod that anti-gravity
woul d becorme not merely a scientific curiosity but a practical affair with
i ndustrial applications.

Perhaps. But it was an inconplete job and he didn't usually make a fuss
over inconpleteness. He wouldn't have done so this tinme if he weren't
desperate to di splay something.

| said, "It's ny inpression that what you acconplished at that
prelimnary denmonstration was 0.82 g and better than that was achieved in

Brazil last spring."

"That so? Well, calculate the energy input in Brazil and here, and then
tell me the difference in gravity decrease per kilowatt-hour. You'll be
surprised.”

"But the point is, can you reach zero g-zero gravity? That's what
Prof essor Priss thinks may be inpossible. Everyone agrees that nerely
| essening the intensity of the field is no great feat."

Bl oom s fist clenched. | had the feeling that a key experiment had gone
wrong that day and he was annoyed al nost past endurance. Bl oom hated to be
bal ked by the Universe.

He said, "Theoreticians nmake nme sick.”" He said it in a low, controlled
voi ce, as though he were finally tired of not saying it, and he was going to
speak his mind and be damed. "Priss has won two Nobel Prizes for sloshing
around a few equations, but what has he done with it? Nothing! |I have done
something with it and I"'mgoing to do nore with it, whether Priss likes it or
not .

"I"'mthe one people will remenber. I'mthe one who gets the credit. He
can keep his dammed title and his prizes and his kudos fromthe schol ars.
Listen, I'lIl tell you what gripes him Plain old-fashioned jealousy. It kills
himthat | get what | get for doing. He wants it for thinking.

"I said to himonce--we play billiards together, you know-"

It was at this point that | quoted Priss's statement about billiards and
got Bl oom s counterstatement. | never published either. That was just trivia.

"We play billiards," said Bloom when he had cool ed down, "and |I've won
nmy share of games. We keep things friendly enough. Wat the hell--college
chunms and all that--though how he got through, I'll never know. He nmade it in

physics, of course, and in math, but he got a bare pass--out of pity, |
think--in every humanities course he ever took."

"You did not get your degree, did you, M. Bloon?" That was sheer
m schief on nmy part. | was enjoying his eruption.

"I quit to go into business, dam it. My academni c average, over the
three years | attended, was a strong B. Don't inmagine anything else, you hear?

Hell, by the time Priss got his Ph.D., I was working on ny second mllion."
He went on, clearly irritated, " Anyway, we were playing billiards and
said to him 'Jim the average man will never understand why you get the Nobe

Prize when |I'mthe one who gets the results. Wiy do you need two? G ve ne
one!, He stood there, chalking up his cue, and then he said in his soft

nanby- panby way, 'You have two billions, Ed. Gve me one.' So you see, he
wants the noney."
| said, "I take it you don't mind his getting the honor?"

For a minute | thought he was going to order me out, but he didn't. He
| aughed i nstead, waved his hand in front of him as though he were erasing
somet hing froman invisible blackboard in front of him He said, "Ch, well,
forget it. Al that is off the record. Listen, do you want a statenment? Okay.
Things didn't go right today and | blew nmy top a bit, but it will clear up. |
think I know what's wong. And if | don't, I'mgoing to know.

"Look, you can say that | say that we don't need infinite
el ectromagnetic intensity; we will flatten out the rubber sheet; we wll have



zero gravity. And when we get it, 1'll have the dammedest denonstration you

ever saw, exclusively for the press and for Priss, and you'll be invited. And
you can say it won't be long. Ckay?"

n (]<ay! n

| had tinme after that to see each man once or twice nore. | even saw
t hem t oget her when | was present at one of their billiard ganes. As | said

bef ore, both of them were good.

But the call to the denonstration did not conme as quickly as all that.
It arrived six weeks less than a year after Bloom gave me his statenent. And
at that, perhaps it was unfair to expect quicker work

| had a special engraved invitation, with the assurance of a cocktai
hour first. Bloom never did things by halves and he was planning to have a
pl eased and satisfied group of reporters on hand. There was an arrangenent for
trinmensional TV, too. Bloomfelt conpletely confident, obviously; confident
enough to be willing to trust the denonstration in every living roomon the
pl anet .

| called up Professor Priss, to nmake sure he was invited too. He was.

"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 denonstration of this sort is npbst unsuitable where
a serious scientific matter is in question. | do not |ike to encourage such
t hi ngs. "

| was afraid he would beg off, and the dramatics of the situation would
be greatly lessened if he were not there. But then, perhaps, he decided he
dared not play the chicken before the world. Wth obvious distaste he said,
"OfF course, Ed Bloomis not really a scientist and he nmust have his day in the
sun. 'l be there."

"Do you think M. Bl oomcan produce zero gravity, sir?"

"Uh... M. Bloomsent ne a copy of the design of his device and...and I'm
not certain. Perhaps he can do it, if...uh...he says he can do it. O
course"--he paused again for quite a long tine--"I think I would like to see
it."

So would I, and so would many ot hers.

The stagi ng was inpeccable. A whole floor of the main building at Bl oom
Enterprises--the one on the hilltop--was cleared. There were the proni sed
cocktails and a splendid array of hors d'oeuvres, soft nusic and lighting, and
a carefully dressed and thoroughly jovial Edward Bl oom pl ayi ng the perfect
host, while a nunber of polite and unobtrusive nenials fetched and carri ed.

Al was geniality and amazi ng confi dence.

James Priss was late and | caught Bl oom wat ching the corners of the
crowmd and beginning to grow a little grimabout the edges. Then Priss arrived,
draggi ng a volune of colorlessness in with him a drabness that was unaffected
by the noi se and the absol ute splendor (no other word world describe it--or
else it was the two martinis glowing inside me) that filled the room

Bl oom saw himand his face was illuninated at once. He bounced across
the floor, seized the smaller man's hand and dragged himto the bar

"Jim dad to see you! Wat'll you have? Hell, nman, |'d have called it
off if you hadn't showed. Can't have this thing without the star, you know. "
He wung Priss's hand. "It's your theory, you know. W poor nortals can't do a
thing wi thout you few, you dammed few few, pointing the way."

He was being ebullient, handing out the flattery, because he could
afford to do so now He was fattening Priss for the kill.

Priss tried to refuse a drink, with sone sort of nutter, but a glass was
pressed into his hand and Bl oomraised his voice to a bull roar

"Centl enen! A nmoment's quiet, please. To Professor Priss, the greatest
m nd since Einstein, two-tinme Nobel Laureate, father of the Two-Field Theory,
and inspirer of the denonstration we are about to see--even if he didn't think
it would work, and had the guts to say so publicly."



There was a distinct titter of laughter that quickly faded out and Priss
| ooked as grimas his face coul d nanage.

"But now that Professor Priss is here," said Bloom "and we've had our
toast, let's get on with it. Follow ne, gentlenen!"

The denonstration was in a much nore el aborate place than had housed the
earlier one. This tine it was on the top floor of the building. Different
magnets were invol ved--snall er ones, by heaven--but as nearly as | could tell,
the sane M E Bal ance was in place

One thing was new, however, and it staggered everybody, draw ng nuch
nore attention than anything else in the room It was a billiard table,
resting under one pole of the magnet. Beneath it was the conpanion pole. A
round hol e, about a foot across, was stanped out of the very center of the
table and it was obvious that the zero-gravity field, if it was to be
produced, woul d be produced through that hole in the center of the billiard
t abl e.

It was as though the whol e denonstrati on had been designed, surrealist
fashion, to point up the victory of Bloomover Priss. This was to be another
version of their everlasting billiards conpetition and Bl oomwas going to
Wi n.

| don't know if the other newsnen took matters in that fashion, but I
think Priss did. | turned to |l ook at himand saw that he was still holding the
drink that had been forced into his hand. He rarely drank, | knew, but now he
lifted the glass to his lips and enptied it in tw swallows. He stared at that
billiard table and I needed no gift of ESP to realize that he took it as a
del i berate snap of fingers under his nose.

Bloomled us to the twenty seats that surrounded three sides of the
table, leaving the fourth free as a working area. Priss was carefully escorted
to the seat commandi ng the nmost convenient view. Priss glanced quickly at the
trimensi onal cameras which were now working. | wondered if he were thinking of
| eavi ng but deciding that he couldn't in the full glare of the eyes of the
wor | d.

Essentially, the denbnstration was sinple; it was the production that
counted. There were dials in plain view that neasured the energy expenditure.
There were others that transferred the M E Bal ance readings into a position
and a size that were visible to all. Everything was arranged for easy
tri mensi onal vi ew ng.

Bl oom expl ai ned each step in a genial way, with one or two pauses in
which he turned to Priss for a confirmation that had to cone. He didn't do it
of ten enough to make it obvious, but just enough to turn Priss upon the spit
of his own torment. Fromwhere | sat | could | ook across the table and see
Priss on the other side.

He had the | ook of a man in Hell

As we all know, Bloom succeeded. The M E Bal ance showed t he
gravitational intensity to be sinking steadily as the el ectromagnetic field
was intensified. There were cheers when it dropped below the 0.52 g mark. A
red line indicated that on the dial

"The 0.52 g mark, as you know," said Bloomconfidently, "represents the
previous record lowin gravitational intensity. W are now | ower than that at
a cost in electricity that is less than ten percent what it cost at the tine
that mark was set. And we will go lower still."

Bl oom -1 think deliberately, for the sake of the suspense--slowed the
drop toward the end, letting the trinmensional canmeras switch back and forth
between the gap in the billiard table and the dial on which the ME Bal ance
readi ng was | oweri ng.

Bl oom sai d suddenly, "Gentlemen, you will find dark goggles in the pouch
on the side of each chair. Please put themon now. The zero gravity field wll
soon be established and it will radiate a light rich in ultraviolet."

He put goggles on hinmself, and there was a nonentary rustle as others
went on too.



I think no one breathed during the |ast mnute, when the dial reading
dropped to zero and held fast. And just as that happened a cylinder of |ight
sprang into existence frompole to pole through the hole in the billiard
t abl e.

There was a ghost of twenty sighs at that. Someone called out, "M.

Bl oom what is the reason for the Iight?"

"It's characteristic of the zero-gravity field," said Bl oom snoothly,
whi ch was no answer, of course

Reporters were standi ng up now, crowdi ng about the edge of the table.
Bl oom waved t hem back. "Please, gentlenen, stand clear!"

Only Priss remained sitting. He seenmed lost in thought and | have been
certain ever since that it was the goggles that obscured the possible

significance of everything that followed. | didn't see his eyes. | couldn't.
And that meant neither | nor anyone el se could even begin to nmake a guess as
to what was goi ng on behind those eyes. Wll, nmaybe we coul dn't have rmade such

a guess, even if the goggles hadn't been there, but who can say?

Bl oom was rai sing his voice again. "Please! The denonstration is not yet
over. So far, we've only repeated what | have done before. | have now produced
a zero-gravity field and I have shown it can be done practically. But | want
to denonstrate sonething of what such a field can do. Wat we are going to see
next will be sonething that has never been seen, not even by nyself. | have
not experinented in this direction, much as | would have |iked to, because
have felt that Professor Priss deserved the honor of--"

Priss | ooked up sharply. "Wat--what--"

"Professor Priss," said Bloom smling broadly, "I would like you to
performthe first experinent involving the interaction of a solid object with
a zero-gravity field. Notice that the field has been fornmed in the center of a

billiard table. The world knows your phenonenal skill in billiards, Professor
a talent second only to your amazing aptitude in theoretical physics. Wn't
you send a billiard ball into the zero-gravity vol une?"

Eagerly he was handing a ball and cue to the professor. Priss, his eyes
hi dden by the goggles, stared at themand only very slowy, very uncertainly,
reached out to take them

| wonder what his eyes were showi ng. | wonder, too, how nuch of the
decision to have Priss play billiards at the denonstration was due to Bl oonis
anger at Priss's remark about their periodic gane, the remark | had quoted.
Had | been, in ny way, responsible for what followed?

"Come, stand up, Professor,"” said Bloom "and let ne have your seat. The
show is yours fromnow on. Go ahead!"

Bl oom seated hinself, and still talked, in a voice that grew nore
organlike with each noment. "Once Professor Priss sends the ball into the
vol ume of zero gravity, it will no |onger be affected by Earth's gravitationa
field. It will remain truly notionless while the Earth rotates about its axis
and travels about the Sun. In this latitude, and at this time of day, | have
calculated that the Earth, in its notions, will sink dowward. W wll nove
with it and the ball will stand still. To us it will seemto rise up and away

fromthe Earth's surface. Watch."

Priss seemed to stand in front of the table in frozen paralysis. Was it
surprise? Astonishment? | don't know. I'Il never know Did he make a nmove to
interrupt Blooms little speech, or was he just suffering froman agonized
reluctance to play the ignom nious part into which he was being forced by his
adversary?

Priss turned to the billiard table, looking first at it, then back at
Bl oom Every reporter was on his feet, crowding as closely as possible in
order to get a good view. Only Bl oom hinself renained seated, snmiling and
i sol ated. He, of course, was not watching the table, or the ball, or the
zero-gravity field. As nearly as | could tell through the goggles, he was
wat chi ng Pri ss.

Perhaps he felt there was no way out. O perhaps--

Wth a sure stroke of his cue, he set the ball into notion. It was not



goi ng quickly, and every eye followed it. It struck the side of the table and
caroned. It was going even slower now as though Priss hinmself were increasing
t he suspense and naking Bloomis triunph the nore dranatic.

| had a perfect view, for | was standing on the side of the table
opposite fromthat where Priss was. | could see the ball noving toward the
glitter of the zero-gravity field and beyond it | could see those portions of
t he seated Bl oom which were not hidden by that glitter

The ball approached the zero-gravity volune, seemed to "hang on the edge
for a noment, and then was gone, with a streak of light, the sound of a
t hundercl ap, and the sudden snell of burning cloth.

Ve yelled. W all yelled.

|'ve seen the scene on television since--along with the rest of the
world. | can see nmyself in the filmduring the fifteen-second period of wild
confusion, but |I don't really recognize ny face.

Fi fteen seconds!

And then we di scovered Bloom He was still sitting in the chair, his
arms still folded, but there was a hole the size of a billiard ball through
forearm chest, and back. The better part of his heart, as it later turned out
under autopsy, had been neatly punched out.

They turned off the device. They called in the police. They dragged off

Priss, who was in a state of utter collapse. | wasn't nuch better off, to tel
the truth, and if any reporter then on the scene ever tried to say he remai ned
a cool observer of that scene, then he's a cool liar

It was some nmonths before | got to see Priss again. He had | ost sone
wei ght but seened well otherw se. |Indeed, there was color in his cheeks and an
air of decision about him He was better dressed than | had ever seen himto
be.

He said, "I know what happened now. If | had had tine to think, | would
have known then. But | ama slow thinker, and poor Ed Bl oomwas so intent on
running a great show and doing it so well that he carried ne along with him

Naturally, 1've been trying to make up for some of the damage | unwittingly
caused. "

"You can't bring Bloomback to life," | said soberly.

"No, | can't," he said, just as soberly. "But there's Bl oom Enterprises

to think of, too. Wat happened at the denonstration, in full view of the
worl d, was the worst possible advertisenent for zero gravity, and it's
i nportant that the story be made clear. That is why | have asked to see you."

"Yes?"
"I'f I had been a quicker thinker, | would have known Ed was speaking the
purest nonsense when he said that the billiard ball would slowy rise in the

zero-gravity field. It couldn't be so! If Bloomhadn't despised theory so, if
he hadn't been so intent on being proud of his own ignorance of theory, he'd
have known it hinself.

"The Earth's motion, after all, isn't the only notion involved, young
man. The Sun itself nmoves in a vast orbit about the center of the MIky \Vay
Gal axy. And the Gal axy noves too, in sone not very clearly defined way. If the
billiard ball were subjected to zero gravity, you mght think of it as being
unaffected by any of those notions and therefore of suddenly falling into a
state of absolute rest--when there is no such thing as absolute rest."

Priss shook his head slowy. "The trouble with Ed, | think, was that he
was thinking of the kind of zero gravity one gets in a spaceship in free fall,
when people float in md-air. He expected the ball to float in md-air.
However, in a spaceship, zero gravity is not the result of an absence of
gravitation, but nerely the result of two objects, a ship and a man within the
ship, falling at the sanme rate, responding to gravity in precisely the sane
way, so that each is notionless with respect to the other.

"In the zero-gravity field produced by Ed, there was a flattening of the
rubber - sheet Uni verse, which neans an actual |oss of nmass. Everything in that
field, including nolecules of air caught within it, and the billiard ball



pushed into it, was conpletely massless as long as it remained within it. A
conpl etely nmassl ess object can nove in only one way."

He paused, inviting the question. | asked, "Wat notion would that be?"

"Motion at the speed of light. Any massl ess object, such as a neutron or
a photon, nust travel at the speed of light as long as it exists. In fact,
light nmoves at that speed only because it is nade up of photons. As soon as
the billiard ball entered the zero-gravity field and lost its mass, it too
assuned the speed of light at once and left."

| shook ny head. "But didn't it regain its nass as soon as it left the
zero-gravity vol ume?"

"It certainly did, and at once it began to be affected by the
gravitational field and to slow up in response to the friction of the air and
the top of the billiard table. But inmagine how nuch friction it would take to
slow up an object the nass of a billiard ball going at the speed of light. It
went through the hundred-mile thickness of our atnmpbsphere in a thousandth of a
second and | doubt that it was slowed nore than a few mles a second in doing
so, a few mles 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
wi ndow t oo, punchi ng out neat circles because it had passed through before the
nei ghbori ng portions of sonething, even as brittle as glass had a chance to
split a splinter.

"It is extrenely fortunate we were on the top floor of a building set in
a countrified area. If we were in the city, it mght have passed through a
nunber of buildings and killed a nunber of people. By now that billiard bal

is off in space, far beyond the edge of the Solar Systemand it will continue
to travel so forever, at nearly the speed of light, until it happens to strike
an object large enough to stop it. And then it will gouge out a sizable
crater."”

| played with the notion and was not sure | liked it. "How is that
possi bl e? The billiard ball entered the zero-gravity volune al nost at a
standstill. | sawit. And you say it left with an incredible quantity of
ki netic energy. Were did the energy come fronf"

Priss shrugged. "It cane from nowhere! The | aw of conservation of energy

only holds under the conditions in which general relativity is valid; that is,
in an indented-rubber-sheet universe. Werever the indentation is flattened
out, general relativity no |longer holds, and energy can be created and
destroyed freely. That accounts for the radiation along the cylindrica
surface of the zero-gravity volume. That radiation, you remenber, Bloomdid
not explain, and, |I fear, could not explain. If he had only experinmented
further first; if he had only not been so foolishly anxious to put on his
show -"

"What accounts for the radiation, sir?"

"The mol ecul es of air inside the volune. Each, assumes the speed of
light and comes smashing outward. They're only nolecules, not billiard balls,
so they're stopped, but the kinetic energy of their notion is converted into
energetic radiation. It's continuous because new nol ecul es are always drifting
in, and attaining the speed of light and smashi ng out."

"Then energy is being created continuously?"

"Exactly. And that is what we nust make clear to the public.
Anti-gravity is not primarily a device to |lift spaceships or to revolutionize
nmechani cal nmovenment. Rather, it is the 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 Universe flat. Wat Ed Bl oominvented,
wi t hout knowing it, was not just anti-gravity, but the first successful
per petual -noti on nmachine of the first class--one that manufactures energy out

of nothing."
| said slowy, "Anyone of us could have been killed by that billiard
ball, is that right, Professor? It might have cone out in any direction.”
Priss said, "Well, nassless photons enmerge fromany |ight source at the

speed of light in any direction; that's why a candle casts light in al



directions. The massless air mol ecul es cone out of the zero-gravity volume in
all directions, which is why the entire cylinder radiates. But the billiard
ball was only one object. It could have cone out in any direction, but it had
to cone out in sonme one direction, chosen at random and the chosen direction
happened to be the one that caught Ed."

That was it. Everyone knows the consequences. 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 Bl oom Enterprises, and in time he was as rich

and famous as ever Edward Bl oom had been. And Priss still has two Nobel Prizes
in addition.
Only. ..

| keep thinking. Photons smash out froma light source in all directions
because they are created at the nonent and there is no reason for themto nove
in one direction nore than in another. Air nolecul es come out of a
zero-gravity field in all directions because they enter it in all directions.

But what about a single billiard ball, entering a zero-gravity field
fromone particular direction? Does it cone out in the sane direction or in
any direction?

I'"ve inquired delicately, but theoretical physicists don't seemto be
sure, and | can find no record that Bl oom Enterprises, which is the only
organi zation working with zero-gravity fields, has ever experimented in the
matter. Soneone at the organization once told nme that the uncertainty
principl e guarantees the random enersion of an object entering in any
direction. But then why don't they try the experinent?

Could it be, then..

Could it be that for once Priss's nind had been working quickly? Could
it be that, under the pressure of what Bloomwas trying to do to him Priss
had suddenly seen everything? He had been studying the radiation surroundi ng
the zero-gravity volunme. He might have realized its cause and been certain of
t he speed-of-1ight notion of anything entering the vol une.

Wy, then, had he said nothing?

One thing is certain. Nothing Priss would do at the billiard table could

be accidental. He was an expert and the billiard ball did exactly what he
wanted it to. | was standing right there. | saw himl ook at Bl oom and then at
the tabl e as though he were judgi ng angl es.

| watched himhit that ball. |I watched it bounce off the side of the

table and nmove into the zero-gravity volune, heading in one particular
direction.

For when Priss sent that ball toward the zero-gravity vol unme--and the
tri-di films bear me out--it was already ainmed directly at Bloom s heart!

Acci dent ? Coi nci dence?

... Murder?

Mrror |nmage

The Three Laws of Robotics

1. Arobot may not injure a human being or, through inaction, allow a human
being to cone to harm

2. A robot nmust obey the orders given it by human bei ngs except where such
orders would conflict with the First Law

3. Arobot rnmust protect its own existence as |long as such protection does not
conflict with the First or Second Law.

Lije Baley had just decided to relight his pipe, when the door of his
of fice opened without a prelimnary knock, or announcerent, of any kind. Baley
| ooked up in pronounced annoyance and then dropped his pipe. It said a good
deal for the state of his mind that he left it lie where it had fallen

"R Daneel Qivaw, " he said, in a kind of nystified excitenent.
"Jehoshaphat! It is you, isn't it?"



"You are quite right, " said the tall, bronzed newconer, his even
features never flicking for a noment out of their accustoned calm "I regret
surprising you by entering without warning, but the situation is a delicate
one and there nmust be as little involvenent as possible on the part of the nen
and robots even in this place. | am in any case, pleased to see you again,
friend Elijah."

And the robot held out his right hand in a gesture as thoroughly human
as was his appearance. It was Bal ey who was so unmanned by his astoni shnent as
to stare at the hand with a nonentary | ack of understandi ng.

But then he seized it in both his, feeling its warm firmess. "But
Daneel , why? You're welcone any time, but--What is this situation that is a
delicate one? Are we in trouble again? Earth, | nean?"

"No, friend Elijah, it does not concern Earth. The situation to which
refer as a delicate one is, to outward appearances, a small thing. A dispute
bet ween mat hemati ci ans, nothing nore. As we happened, quite by accident, to be
within an easy Junp of Earth--"

"This dispute took place on a starship, then?"

"Yes, indeed. A small dispute, yet to the humans invol ved astonishingly
| arge. "

Bal ey could not help but smile. "I'"mnot surprised you find hunans
ast oni shing. They do not obey the Three Laws."

"That is, indeed, a shortcoming," said R Daneel, Gavely, "and | think
humans thensel ves are puzzled by humans. It may be that you are | ess puzzled
than are the nmen of other worlds because so nmany nore human beings live on
Earth than on the Spacer worlds. If so, and | believe it is so, you could help
us."

R Daneel paused nonentarily and then said, perhaps a shade too quickly,
"And yet there are rules of human behavi or which | have learned. It would
seem for instance, that | amdeficient in etiquette, by human standards, not
to have asked after your wife and child."

"They are doing well. The boy is in college and Jessie is involved in
| ocal politics. The anenities are taken care of. Now tell ne how you come to
be here."

"As | said, we were within an easy J unp of Earth," said R Daneel, "so
| suggested to the captain that we consult you."

"And the captain agreed?" Baley had a sudden picture of the proud and
autocratic captain of a Spacer starship consenting to make a | andi ng on
Earth--of all worlds--and to consult an Earthman--of all people.

"I believe," said R Daneel, "that he was in a position where he would
have agreed to anything. In addition, | praised you very highly; although, to
be sure, | stated only the truth. Finally, | agreed to conduct al

negoti ati ons so that none of the crew, or passengers, would need to enter any
of the Earthman cities."”

"And talk to any Earthman, yes. But what has happened?"

"The passengers of the starship, Eta Carina, included two mathemati ci ans
who were traveling to Aurora to attend an interstellar conference on
neur obi ophysics. It is about these mathenmaticians, Alfred Ban Hunbol dt and
Gennao Sabbat, that the dispute centers. Have you perhaps, friend Elijah,
heard of one, or both, of thenP"

"Neither one," said Baley, firmy. "I know nothing about mathematics.
Look, Daneel, surely you haven't told anyone |I'ma mathematics buff or--"
"Not at all, friend Elijah. | know you are not. Nor does it matter

since the exact nature of the mathematics involved is in no way relevant to
the point at issue."”

"Well, then, go on."

"Since you do not know either man, friend Elijah, let me tell you that
Dr. Hunmboldt is well into his twenty-seventh decade--pardon nme, friend
Elijah?"

"Not hi ng. Nothing," said Baley, irritably. He had nerely nmuttered to



hi nsel f, nore or less incoherently, in a natural reaction to the extended
life-spans of the Spacers. "And he's still active, despite his age? On Earth,
mat hemati ci ans after thirty or so."

Daneel said, calmy; "Dr. Hunmboldt is one of the top three
mat hemat i ci ans, by | ong-established repute, in the galaxy. Certainly he is
still active. Dr. Sabbat, on the other hand, is quite young, not yet fifty,
but he has already established hinself as the nost renmarkable new talent in
the nost abstruse branches of mathematics.”

"They're both great, then," said Baley. He renenbered his pipe and
picked it up. He decided there was no point in lighting it now and knocked out
the dottle. "Wiat happened? Is this a nurder case? Did one of them apparently
kill the other?"

"OfF these two nmen of great reputation, one is trying to destroy that of

the other. By human values, | believe this may be regarded as worse than
physi cal murder."
"Sometines, | suppose. Wich one is trying to destroy the other?"
"Why, that, friend Elijah, is precisely the point at issue. Which?"
"Go on."

"Dr. Hunboldt tells the story clearly. Shortly before he boarded the
starship, he had an insight into a possible nethod for anal yzing neura
pat hways from changes in microwave absorption patterns of |ocal cortica
areas. The insight was a purely mat hemati cal technique of extraordinary
subtlety, but I cannot, of course, either understand or sensibly transmt the
details. These do not, however, matter. Dr. Hunbol dt considered the matter and
was nore convinced each hour that he had sonething revolutionary on hand,
somet hing that would dwarf all his previous acconplishnments in mathenmatics.
Then he di scovered that Dr. Sabbat was on board."

"Ah. And he tried it out on young Sabbat ?"

"Exactly. The two had met at professional neetings before and knew each
ot her thoroughly by reputation. Hunboldt went into it with Sabbat in great
detail. Sabbat backed Humbol dt's anal ysis conpletely and was unstinting in his
prai se of the inportance of the discovery and of the ingenuity of the
di scoverer. Heartened and reassured by this, Hunboldt prepared a paper
outlining, in summary, his work and, two days later, prepared to have it
forwarded subetherically to the co-chairmen of the conference at Aurora, in
order that he might officially establish his priority and arrange for possible
di scussion before the sessions were closed. To his surprise, he found that
Sabbat was ready with a paper of his own, essentially the sane as Hunbol dt's,
and Sabbat was al so preparing to have it subetherized to Aurora."

"I suppose Hunbol dt was furious."

"Quite!"

"And Sabbat ? What was his story?"

"Precisely the same as Hunmboldt's. Word for word."

"Then just what is the probl enf"

"Except for the mirror-inmge exchange of names. According to Sabbat, it
was he who had the insight, and he who consulted Hunboldt; it was Hunbol dt who
agreed with the analysis and praised it."

"Then each one clains the idea is his and that the other stole it. It
doesn't sound like a problemto me at all. In matters of scholarship, it would
seem only necessary to produce the records of research, dated and initial ed.
Judgnent as to priority can be made fromthat. Even if one is falsified, that
m ght be di scovered through internal inconsistencies."

"Ordinarily, friend Elijah, you would be right, but this is mathematics,
and not in an experinental science. Dr. Hunboldt clainms to have worked out the
essentials in his head. Nothing was put in witing until the paper itself was
prepared. Dr. Sabbat, of course, says precisely the sane."

"Well, then, be nore drastic and get it over with, for sure. Subject
each one to a psychic probe and find out which of the two is lying."

R Daneel shook his head slowy, "Friend Elijah, you do not understand
these nen. They are both of rank and schol arship, Fellows of the Inperial



Acadeny. As such, they cannot be subjected to trial of professional conduct
except by a jury of their peers--their professional peers--unless they
personal ly and voluntarily waive that right."

"Put it to them then. The guilty man won't waive the right because he
can't afford to face the psychic probe. The innocent nman will waive it at
once. You won't even have to use the probe.™

"I't does not work that way, friend Elijah. To waive the right in such a
case--to be investigated by laynen--is a serious and perhaps irrecoverable
blow to prestige. Both nmen steadfastly refuse to waive the right to special
trial, as a matter of pride. The question of guilt, or innocence, is quite
subsidiary."”

"In that case, let it go for now Put the matter in cold storage unti
you get to Aurora. At the neurobiophysical conference, there will be a huge
supply of professional peers, and then--"

"That woul d nean a trenmendous blow to science itself, friend Elijah
Both nmen woul d suffer for having been the instrunent of scandal. Even the
i nnocent one woul d be bl amed for having been party to a situation so

distasteful. It would be felt that it should have been settled quietly out of
court at all costs.”
"Al'l right. I"'mnot a Spacer, but I'll try to inagine that this attitude

makes sense. \Wat do the men in question say?"
"Hunbol dt agrees thoroughly. He says that if Sabbat will admit theft of
the idea and all ow Hunbol dt to proceed with transni ssion of the paper--or at

least its delivery at the conference, he will not press charges. Sabbat's
m sdeed will remain secret with him and, of course, with the captain, who is
the only other human to be party to the dispute.”

"But young Sabbat will not agree?"

"On the contrary, he agreed with Dr. Hunboldt to the last detail--wth
the reversal of names. Still the mrror-imge."

"So they just sit there, stal emated?"

"Each, | believe, friend Elijah, is waiting for the other to give in and
admt guilt."”

"Well, then, wait."
"The captain has decided this cannot be done. There are two alternatives

to waiting, you see. The first is that both will remain stubborn so that when
the starship lands on Aurora, the intellectual scandal will break. The
captain, who is responsible for justice on board ship will suffer disgrace for

not having been able to settle the matter quietly and that, to him is quite
i nsupportable.”

"And the second alternative?"

"I's that one, or the other, of the mathematicians will indeed admit to
wrongdoi ng. But will the one who confesses do so out of actual guilt, or out
of a noble desire to prevent the scandal ? Wuld it be right to deprive of
credit one who is sufficiently ethical to prefer to lose that credit than to
see science as a whole suffer? O else, the guilty party will confess at the
| ast nonent, and in such a way as to nake it appear he does so only for the
sake of science, thus escaping the disgrace of his deed and casting its shadow
upon the other. The captain will be the only man to know all this but he does
not wish to spend the rest of his |life wondering whether he has been a party
to a grotesque miscarriage of justice."

Bal ey sighed. "A gane of intellectual chicken. Who'll break first as
Aurora comes nearer and nearer? |Is that the whole story now, Daneel ?"

"Not quite. There are witnesses to the transaction."

"Jehoshaphat! Wy didn't you say so at once. \Wat wi tnesses?

"Dr. Hunboldt's personal servant--"

"A robot, | suppose.”

"Yes, certainly. He is called R Preston. This servant, R Preston, was
present during the initial conference and he bears out Dr. Hunboldt in every
detail."



"You mean he says that the idea was Dr. Hunboldt's to begin with; that
Dr. Hunmbol dt detailed it to Dr. Sabbat; that Dr. Sabbat praised the idea, and
so on."

"Yes, in full detail."

"I see. Does that settle the matter or not? Presumably not."

"You are quite right. It does not settle the matter, for there is a
second witness. Dr. Sabbat also has a personal servant, R I|dda, another robot
of, as it happens, the sane nodel as R Preston, made, | believe, in the sane
year in the sanme factory. Both have been in service for an equal period of
tine.

"An odd coi nci dence--very odd."

"Afact, | amafraid, and it makes it difficult to arrive at any
j udgrment based on obvious differences between the two servants."

"R ldda, then, tells the sane story as R Preston?"

"Precisely the sane story, except for the nmirror-inmage reversal of the
nanes. "

"R ldda stated, then, that young Sabbat, the one not yet fifty"--Lije
Baley did not entirely keep the sardonic note out of his voice; he hinmself was
not yet fifty and he felt far fromyoung--"had the idea to begin with; that he
detailed it to Dr. Hunmbol dt, who was loud in his praises, and so on."

"Yes, friend Eijah."

"And one robot is lying, then."

"So it would seem”

"It should be easy to tell which. | imagine even a superficial
exam nati on by a good roboticist--"

"A roboticist is not enough in this case, friend Elijah. Only a
qual i fied robopsychol ogi st would carry wei ght enough and experi ence enough to
make a decision in a case of this inportance. There is no one so qualified on
board ship. Such an exam nation can be perforned only when we reach Aurora--"

"And by then the crud hits the fan. Well, you're here on Earth. W can
scare up a robopsychol ogi st, and surely anything that happens on Earth will
never reach the ears of Aurora and there will be no scandal ."

"Except that neither Dr. Humboldt, nor Dr. Sabbat, will allow his
servant to be investigated by a robopsychol ogi st of Earth. The Earthnman woul d
have to--" He paused.

Lije Baley said stolidly, "He'd have to touch the robot."

"These are old servants, well thought of--"

"And not to be sullied by the touch of Earthman. Then what do you want
me to do, dam it?" He paused, grimacing. "lI'msorry, R Daneel, but | see no
reason for your having involved ne."

"I was on the ship on a mission utterly irrelevant to the problem at

hand. The captain turned to me because he had to turn to soneone. | seened
human enough to talk to, and robot enough to be a safe recipient of
confidences. He told me the whole story and asked what | would do. | realized
the next Junp could take us as easily to Earth as to our target. | told the

captain that, although | was at as nmuch a loss to resolve the mirror-inmage as
he was, there was on Earth one who m ght help."

"Jehoshaphat!" nuttered Bal ey under his breath.

"Consider, friend Elijah, that if you succeed in solving this puzzle, it
woul d do your career good and Earth itself might benefit. The matter could not
be publicized, of course, but the captain is a man of sone influence on his
hone world and he would be grateful."

"You just put a greater strain on ne."

"I have every confidence," said R Daneel, stolidly, "that you al ready
have sone idea as to what procedure ought to be foll owed."

"Do you? | suppose that the obvious procedure is to interview the two
mat hemat i ci ans, one of whom would seemto be a thief."

"I"'mafraid, friend Elijah, that neither one will cone into the city.
Nor woul d either one be willing to have you cone to them"



"And there is no way of forcing a Spacer to allow contact with an

Eart hman, no matter what the energency. Yes, | understand that, Daneel--but |
was thinking of an interview by closed-circuit tel evision."
"Nor that. They will not submt to interrogation by an Earthman."

"Then what do they want of me? Could | speak to the robots?"
"They woul d not allow the robots to come here, either."
"Jehoshaphat, Daneel. You've cone."

"That was nmy own decision. | have perm ssion, while on board ship, to
make deci sions of that sort without veto by any hunman being but the captain
hi nsel f--and he was eager to establish the contact. |, having known you,
deci ded that television contact was insufficient. | wi shed to shake your
hand. "

Lije Baley softened. "I appreciate that, Daneel, but | still honestly
wi sh you could have refrained fromthinking of me at all in this case. Can I
talk to the robots by television at |east?"

"That. | think, can be arranged.”

"Somet hing, at least. That means | would be doing the work of a
robopsychol ogi st--in a crude sort of way."

"But you are a detective, friend Elijah, not a robopsychol ogi st."

"Well, let it pass. Now before | see them let's think a bit. Tell ne:
is it possible that both robots are telling the truth? Perhaps the
conversation between the two mat hemati ci ans was equi vocal . Perhaps it was of
such a nature that each robot could honestly believe its own master was
proprietor of the idea. Or perhaps one robot heard only one portion of the
di scussion and the other another portion, so that each could suppose its own
master was proprietor of the idea."

"That is quite inmpossible, friend Elijah. Both robots repeat the
conversation in identical fashion. And the two repetitions are fundanental ly
i nconsi stent."

"Then it is absolutely certain that one of the robots is |ying?"

"Yes."

"WIl | be able to see the transcript of all evidence given so far in
the presence of the captain, if | should want to?"

"I thought you would ask that and | have copies with ne."

"Anot her bl essing. Have the robots been cross-examined at all, and is
t hat cross-exam nation included in the transcript?"

"The robots have nerely repeated their tales. Cross-exam nation would be
conducted only by robopsychol ogi sts."

"Or by nysel f?"

"You are a detective, friend Elijah, not a--"

"All right, R Daneel. I'lIl try to get the Spacer psychol ogy straight. A
detective can do it because he isn't a robopsychol ogist. Let's think further
Odinarily a robot will not lie, but he will do so if necessary to maintain

the Three Laws. He might lie to protect, in legitimte fashion, his own

exi stence in accordance with the Third Law. He is nore apt to lie if that is
necessary to follow a legitimte order given himby a human being in
accordance with the Second Law. He is nost apt to lie if that is necessary to
save a human life, or to prevent harmfromconming to a hunman in accordance
with the First Law "

"Yes."

"And in this case, each robot woul d be defending the professional
reputation of his master, and would lie if it were necessary to do so. Under
the circunstances, the professional reputation would be nearly equivalent to
life and there might be a near-First-Law urgency to the lie."

"Yet by the lie, each servant woul d be harm ng the professiona
reputation of the other's master, friend Elijah."

"So it would, but each robot nmight have a clearer conception of the
value of its own master's reputation and honestly judge it to be greater than
that of the other's. The | esser harmwoul d be done by his lie, he would
suppose, than by the truth."



Having said that, Lije Baley remained quiet for a nmonent. Then he said,
"All right, then, can you arrange to have ne talk to one of the robots--to R
Idda first, | think?"

"Dr. Sabbat's robot?"

"Yes," said Baley, dryly, "the young fellow s robot."

"It will take me but a few minutes," said R Daneel. "I have a
m cro-receiver outfitted with a projector. | will need merely a blank wall and
| think this one will do if you will allow ne to nove sone of these film
cabi nets. "

"Go ahead. WII | have to talk into a mcrophone of some sort?"

"No, you will be able to talk in an ordinary manner. Please pardon ne,
friend Elijah, for a noment of further delay. | will have to contact the ship
and arrange for R ldda to be interviewd."

"I'f that will take sone tine, Daneel, how about giving nme the

transcripted material of the evidence so far."

Lije Baley lit his pipe while R Daneel set up the equipnment, and | eafed
through the flinmsy sheets he had been handed.

The m nutes passed and R Daneel said, "If you are ready, friend Elijah
R ldda is. O would you prefer a fewnore mnutes with the transcript?"

"No," sighed Baley, "I'mnot |earning anything new. Put himon and
arrange to have the interview recorded and transcribed."

R ldda, unreal in two-dinensional projection against the wall, was

basically netallic in structure--not at all the humanoid creature that R
Daneel was. H s body was tall but blocky, and there was very little to
di stingui sh himfromthe many robots Bal ey had seen, except for ninor
structural details.

Bal ey said, "Greetings, R ldda."

"Greetings, sir," said R ldda, in a nuted voice that sounded
surprisingly humanoi d.

"You are the personal servant of Gennao Sabbat, are you not?"

"I amsir."

"For how | ong, boy?"

"For twenty-two years, sir."

"And your master's reputation is valuable to you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Wul d you consider it of inportance to protect that reputation?"
"Yes, sir."

"As inmportant to protect his reputation as his physical life?"
"No, sir."

"As inmportant to protect his reputation as the reputation of another."
R ldda hesitated. He said, "Such cases nust be decided on their
i ndi vidual merit, sir. There is no way of establishing a general rule."

Bal ey hesitated. These Spacer robots spoke nore snoothly and
intellectually than Earth-nodels did. He was not at all sure he could outthink
one.

He said, "If you decided that the reputation of your master were nore
i nportant than that of another, say, that of Alfred Barr Hunbol dt, would you
lie to protect your master's reputation?"

"I would, sir."

"Did you lie in your testinobny concerning your naster in his controversy
with Dr. Hunbol dt ?"

"No, sir."

"But if you were lying, you would deny you were lying in order to
protect that lie, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, then," said Baley, "let's consider this. Your nmaster, Gennao
Sabbat, is a young man of great reputation in mathematics, but he is a young
man. If, in this controversy with Dr. Hunbol dt, he had succunbed to tenptation



and had acted unethically, he would suffer a certain eclipse of reputation,
but he is young and woul d have anple time to recover. He woul d have many
intellectual triunphs ahead of himand men woul d eventually | ook upon this
pl agi aristic attenpt as the m stake of a hot-bl ooded youth, deficient in
judgrment. It would be sonething that would be made up for in the future.

"If, on the other hand, it were Dr. Hunbol dt who succunbed to
tenptation, the matter woul d be rmuch nore serious. He is an old man whose
great deeds have spread over centuries. H's reputati on has been unbl eni shed
hitherto. Al of that, however, would be forgotten in the light of this one
crime of his later years, and he would have no opportunity to make up for it
in the conparatively short tine remaining to him There would be little nore
that he coul d acconplish. There would be so nany nore years of work ruined in
Hurmbol dt' s case than in that of your master and so nuch | ess opportunity to
wi n back his position. You see, don't you, that Humbol dt faces the worse
situation and deserves the greater consideration?"

There was a | ong pause. Then R ldda said, with unmoved voice, "M
evidence was a lie. It was Dr. Hunmbol dt whose work it was, and ny naster has
attenpted, wongfully, to appropriate the credit."

Bal ey said, "Very well, boy. You are instructed to say nothing to anyone
about this until given pernission by the captain of the ship. You are
excused. "

The screen bl anked out and Bal ey puffed at his pipe. "Do you suppose the
captain heard that, Daneel ?"

"I amsure of it. He is the only witness, except for us."

"CGood. Now for the other."

"But is there any point to that, friend Elijah, in view of what R 1|dda
has conf essed?"

"OfF course there is. R ldda's confession neans nothing."

" Not hi ng?"

"Nothing at all. | pointed out that Dr. Hunboldt's position was the
worse. Naturally, if he were lying to protect Sabbat, he would switch to the
truth as, in fact, he clained to have done. On the other hand, if he were
telling the truth, he would switch to a lie to protect Hunboldt. It's still
mrror-imge and we haven't gai ned anything."

"But then what will we gain by questioning R Preston?"

"Nothing, if the minor-inmge were perfect--but it is not. After all, one
of the robots is telling the truth to begin with, and one is lying to begin
with, and that is a point of asymretry. Let me see R Preston. And if the
transcription of R ldda's examination is done, let ne have it.

The projector cane into use again. R Preston stared out of it;
identical with R Idda in every respect, except for sonme trivial chest
desi gn.

Bal ey said, "Geetings, R Preston.” He kept the record of R Idda's
exam nati on before himas he spoke.

"Greetings, sir," said R Preston. His voice was identical with that of
R |dda.

"You are the personal servant of Alfred Ban Hunbol dt are you not?"

"I am sir."

"For how | ong, boy?"

"For twenty-two years, sir."

"And your master's reputation is valuable to you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Wul d you consider it of inportance to protect that reputation?"
"Yes, sir."

"As inmportant to protect his reputation as his physical life?"
"No, sir."

"As inmportant to protect his reputation as the reputation of another?"
R Preston hesitated. He said, "Such cases nust be decided on their
i ndi vidual merit, sir. There is no way of establishing a general rule."



Bal ey said, "If you decided that the reputation of your master were nore
i mportant than that of another, say, that of Gennao Sabbat, would you lie to
protect your master's reputation?”

"I would, sir."

"Did you lie in your testinobny concerning your nmaster in his controversy
with Dr. Sabbat?"

"No, sir."

"But if you were lying, you would deny you were lying, in order to
protect that lie, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, then," said Baley, "let's consider this. Your master, Alfred Barr
Hurmbol dt, is an old man of great reputation in mathematics, but he is an old
man. If, in this controversy with Dr. Sabbat, he had succunbed to tenptation
and had acted unethically, he would suffer a certain eclipse of reputation,
but his great age and his centuries of acconplishments woul d stand agai nst
that and would win out. Men would | ook upon this plagiaristic attenpt as the
nm st ake of a perhaps-sick old man, no longer certain in judgment.

"If, on the other hand, it were Dr. Sabbat who had succunbed to
tenptation, the matter would be rmuch nore serious. He is a young nan, with a
far | ess secure reputation. He would ordinarily have centuries ahead of himin
whi ch he m ght accunul ate know edge and achi eve great things. This will be
closed to him now, obscured by one m stake of his youth. He has a nuch | onger
future to | ose than your naster has. You see, don't you, that Sabbat faces the
wor se situation and deserves the greater consideration?"

There was a | ong pause. Then R Preston said, with unmoved voice, "M
evi dence was as |--"

At that point, he broke off and said nothing nore. Baley said, "Please
continue, R Preston."

There was no response.

R Daneel said, "I amafraid, friend Elijah, that R Preston is in
stasis. He is out of conm ssion."
"Well, then," said Baley, "we have finally produced an asynmetry. From

this, we can see who the guilty person is.”

"I'n what way, friend Elijah?"

"Think it out. Suppose you were a person who had commtted no crinme and
t hat your personal robot were a witness to that. There woul d be not hing you
need do. Your robot would tell the truth and bear you out. If, however, you
were a person who had conmitted the crinme, you would have to depend on your
robot to lie. That would be a sonewhat riskier position, for although the
robot would lie, if necessary, the greater inclination would be to tell the
truth, so that the lie would be less firmthan the truth would be. To prevent
that, the crime-committing person would very likely have to order the robot to
lie. In this way, First Law woul d be strengthened by Second Law, perhaps very
substantially strengthened. "

"That woul d seem reasonabl e,” said R Daneel

"Suppose we have one robot of each type. One robot would switch from
truth, unreinforced, to the lie, and could do so after some hesitation
wi t hout serious trouble. The other robot would switch fromthe lie, strongly
reinforced, to the truth, but could do so only at the risk of burning out
various positronic-track-ways in his brain and falling into stasis.”

"And since R Preston went into stasis--"

"R Preston's master, Dr. Hunboldt, is the man guilty of plagiarism If
you transmt this to the captain and urge himto face Dr. Humboldt with the

matter at once, he may force a confession. If so, | hope you will tell me
i medi ately."
"I will certainly do so. You will excuse me, friend Elijah? | rnust talk

to the captain privately."
"Certainly. Use the conference room It is shielded."

Bal ey could do no work of any kind in R Daneel's absence. He sat in



uneasy silence. A great deal would depend on the value of his analysis, and he
was acutely aware of his lack of expertise in robotics.

R Daneel was back in half an hour--very nearly the | ongest half hour of
Baley's life.

There was no use, of course, in trying to detern ne what had happened
fromthe expression of the humanoid' s inpassive face. Baley tried to keep his
face inpassive

"Yes, R Daneel ?" he asked.

"Precisely as you said, friend Elijah. Dr. Hunmbol dt has confessed. He
was counting, he said, on Dr. Sabbat giving way and allowi ng Dr. Hunboldt to

have this one last triunph. The crisis is over and you will find the captain
grateful. He has given ne permssion to tell you that he admires your subtlety
greatly and | believe that |, nyself, will achieve favor for havi ng suggested
you. "

"Good," said Baley, his knees weak and his forehead nmoi st now that his
deci si on had proven correct, "but Jehoshaphat, R Daneel, don't put ne on the

spot like that again, will you?"

"I will try not to, friend Elijah. Al will depend, of course, on the
i mportance of a crisis, on your nearness, and on certain other factors.
Meanwhil e, | have a question--"

"Yes?"

"Was it not possible to suppose that passage froma lie to the truth was
easy, while passage fromthe truth to alie was difficult? And in that case
woul d not the robot in stasis have been going froma truth to a lie, and since
R Preston was in stasis, mght one not have drawn the conclusion that it was
Dr. Hunmbol dt who was i nnocent and Dr. Sabbat who was guilty?"

"Yes, R Daneel. It was possible to argue that way, but it was the other
argunent that proved right. Hunboldt did confess, didn't he?"

"He did. But with arguments possible in both directions, how could you,
friend Elijah, so quickly pick the correct one?"

For a nonent, Baley's lips twitched. Then he rel axed and they curved

into a smle. "Because, R Daneel, | took into account human reactions, not
robotic ones. | know nore about human beings than about robots. In other
words, | had an idea as to which mathematician was guilty before | ever

i nterviewed the robots. Once | provoked an asymmetric response in them |
sinmply interpreted it in such a way as to place the guilt on the one | already
believed to be guilty. The robotic response was dramati c enough to break down
the guilty man; nmy own anal ysis of human behavi or mi ght not have been
sufficient to do so."

"I am curious to know what your analysis of human behavi or was?"

"Jehoshaphat, R Daneel; think, and you won't have to ask. There is
anot her point of asymretry in this tale of mirror-inmge besides the matter of
true-and-fal se. There is the matter of the age of the two mathematici ans; one
is quite old and one is quite young."

"Yes, of course, but what then?"

"Why, this. | can see a young man, flushed with a sudden, startling and
revol utionary idea, consulting in the matter an old man whom he has, fromhis
early student days, thought of as a demigod in the field. | can not see an old

man, rich in honors and used to triunphs, coming up with a sudden, startling
and revolutionary idea, consulting a man centuries his junior whomhe is bound
to think of as a young whi ppersnapper--or whatever terma Spacer woul d use.
Then, too, if a young man had the chance, would he try to steal the idea of a
revered dem god? It woul d be unthinkable. On the other hand, an old man,
consci ous of declining powers, mght well snatch at one | ast chance of fane
and consider a baby in the field to have no rights he was bound to observe. In
short, it was not conceivable that Sabbat steal Hunmboldt's idea; and from both
angl es, Dr. Hunmboldt was guilty."

R Daneel considered that for a long time. Then he held out his hand. "I
nmust | eave now, friend Elijah. It was good to see you. May we neet again
soon. "



Bal ey gripped the robot's hand, warmy, "If you don't m nd, R Daneel,"
he said, "not too soon."



