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The Sarn Mdther's tiny, alnost-hunman face was lined with the fatigue of forty
hours of continued strain. Now, she feared greatly, a new and greater tension
was ahead. For the eight City Mdthers, taking their places about the
Conference Hall of the Sarn, were not going to be synpathetic to the Mother's
story.

To them the ancient Sarn Mther well knew, the humans of Earth were sl aves.
Sl aves bred for work, of little mentality and no inportance. Earth was the

pl anet of the Sarn, the planet the Sam had taken, sonme four thousand years
before, fromthe race of small-bodi ed, small-m nded weaklings called Man that
had originally inhabited it.

And that idea was going to be extrenely hard to change. Particularly, it would
be hard for the Sarn Mother to change that idea, for she was somewhat—-not of
them The Sarn Mother was the Inmortal. She was, therefore, disliked.

These eight, these Mdthers of Cities, were the matriarchic governors of Earth
under the Sarn. Each had risen to over-lordship of a continent, or
near-continental area, by conpetitive brilliance anong all their people. They
had won their places, nerited them they felt.

But the Sarn Mdther? The ultimate ruler of all Earth, all Sarn and humans

al i ke? She had not inherited her position exactly-she had sinply been there
forever. Her winning of it was forgotten in the msts of antiquity. The Sarn
were a long-1lived people—sone lived a thousand years—but the Sarn Mther was
imortal; she had lived in the nythical days of the Forgotten Planet, before
the hone world of the Sarn had disrupted in cosnic catastrophe, forcing the
race to seek new worlds.

The Sarn Mther had won this world for them but that—and all others who had
fought mankind in that four-thousand-years-gone time—was forgotten. The Sarn

Mot her was sinply a hang-over froman era that should have died. So felt the

Mot hers of Cities, ambitious Sarn who saw a pl ace above them t hat -because of

the Mother's cursed i Mmortality—they could never hope to reach

The O d Sarn Mdther knew that, and knew, too, that only her own possession of
secret science those mllenniunms of her

life had given her, made her place safe. The City Mdthers feared two things:
that well-held secret science, and the jeal ousy of their sisters.

The old Sarn was tired with nental struggle, and she knew, as /soundly as she
knew the City Mdthers hated her, that she was facing another struggle. The
humans of Earth were rising in a slow, half-understood revolt. She and these
eight Gty Mthers knew that.

But the City Mdthers did not, and would not, admt that those humans were
capabl e of revolt. For all their lives humans have been sl aves, pets, a sort
of domesticated aninmal. That they or the simlarly domesticated cows m ght
attenpt to set up a civilization—

For the Sarn Mdther al one had been alive the four thousand years that had



passed since nmankind's defense of Earth all but succeeded in defeating the
i nvading Sarn. The City Mothers could not understand. Subconsciously they had
no intention of understandi ng anything so unpl easant.

The Sarn Mdther's pointed, elfin face sniled weary greeting. Her fluting,
many-toned speech betrayed her fatigue as she spoke to them "I call you

t oget her, daughters, because sonething of grave inportance has arisen. You
have heard, perhaps, of the judging of Grayth and Bartel ?"

"Runors,"” said the Mther of Targlan, the city perched high in the crysta
clarity of the mighty Hi mal aya Mountains. "You reversed your judgnent,
heard." Her voice was silky snooth—and bitter

The Sarn Mother's small, pointed face did not change. The trouble, definitely,
was beginning. "I told you at the last Council that the human stock was
rebuil ding, that the subnerged intelligence and will that built, before our

i nvasion of this planet, a high civilization, were nounting again. It is, *
beli eve, equal in power to that before the Conquest. And, under our rule, it
has been purified in sonme respects. There is |less violence, and nore

det erm nati on.

"It is somewhat hard for you to appreciate that, for you do not renenber human
bei ngs as ot her than sl aves.

"I recognize a certain growing restlessness at restraint. The mgjority of

t hose humans do not yet know-dnderstand—the reason for a vague restl essness
that they feel. Their | eaders do. They are restless of government and
restraint, and | hoped to use that vagueness of feeling to destroy the
tendency toward rebellion. | thought the rebellion m ght be turned

agai nst their own, proxy governnent. Therefore, | caused the humans to revolt
agai nst their governnent under us, instead of against the Sarn

"Even | had underestimated them Gayth and Bartel, the | eaders of mankind,

appeared before me acconpani ed by Drunnel, the rival leader. | will not detai
their quarrel, save to say that Drunnel was ny tool. | sentenced G ayth and
Bart el

"Then—Aesir, he called hinmsel f—appeared. He was a bl ackness—a

t hr ee- di mensi onal shadow. He stood sonme four feet taller than I, nearly twelve
feet tall, twice the height of humans. But he was shaped |ike a human in bul k,
t hough the vague bl ackness made any feature inpossible. He clained that he was
not made of any formof matter, but was the crystallization of the wills of

all humans who have died in any age, while seeking freedom

"Aesir spoke by telepathy. Mnd to mind. W know t he humans had been near that
bef ore the Conquest, and that our own minds are not so adapted to that as are
the humans'. Aesir used that nethod.

"He stood before nme, and made these statenments that were clear to the minds of
all humans and Sarn in the Hall of Judgnent. Hi s hand of bl ackness reached out
and touched Drunnel, and the man fell to the floor and broke apart like a
fragil e vase. The corpse was frozen glass-hard in an instant of tine.

"Therefore, | released Grayth and Bartel. But | turned on Aesir's blackness
the forces of certain protective devices | have built. There is an atomc

bl ast of one-sixteenth aperture. It is, at maxi mum capable of disintegrating
half a cubic nmle of nmatter per minute. There was also a focused atomc flane
of two-inch aperture, sufficient to fuse about twenty-two tons of steel per
second.



"These were ny first tests. At nmaxi mum aperture the bl ackness absorbed both
wi t hout sound or static discharge, or any lightening of that three-dinensional
shadow. '

The Sarn Mdther's nouth noved in a faint, ironic smle. "There are," she went
on softly, "certain other weapons there. The Death of the Mdther, which

enpl oyed once on a rebellious City Mther, sonme thirteen hundred years gone.
Tat han Shoal , she was, of Bishop Wain." The Sarn Mdther's slitted eyes Ilit

a, musedly on the present Mther of Bish-Waln, capital city of the continent of
Africa

"Tat han Shoal had the mi staken idea that she m ght gain

by attacking ne. She cane with many devices, including a screen capabl e of
turning all the weapons she knew. It cost me the South Wall of the Hall of
Judgnent and an effective and efficient administrator to convince her. For she
had been effective and efficient.

"Daughter of Targlan, it is best for the Race that we share know edge. Tel
your sister of Bish-VWaln the remarkabl e progress your physicist has made with
the field she knows as R-439-K. "

The Mot her of Targlan's face remmi ned unchanged, save for a faint golden flush
that spread over it, and the sudden angry fire of her eyes. Field R 439-K-her
nost treasured secret—

"It is afield,"” she said in a pleasant, friendly tone, "which causes the
col l apse of atons within it, bringing about a spreading disruption that
continues so long as the generator is activated. It is necessarily spherica

i n shape, destroying the generator very quickly, however. It would be

excell ent as a sort of bonmb." She added that last as a sort of afterthought, a
hazy, bitter dreamin her voice.

The Sarn Mt her sniled and nodded toward the Mther of Bish-Waln. That City
Ruler's eyes were angry as had been her predecessor's as she responded to the
unspoken command. But her voice betrayed no enotion

"No, sister, it can be projected to some extent. The generator need not be
destroyed, though the projector is, if you enploy a field of ellipsoida
form™

The Mother of Uhrnol smiled, but her smle was only half amusenent. "The
projector can be saved, too. It is too bad | could not have known of your
efforts. | could have saved you consi derabl e work."

The three smiled at each other in seenming friendliness. Each felt slightly
relieved; she stood alone neither in her chastisenent nor in the | oss of
treasured secrets.

"The point of interest,"” the Sarn Mother pointed out softly, "is that none of
you can stop that field. There is no protection. Sone twenty-two centuries ago
| _ discovered that interesting nodification of the atonmic-blast field, and
within a century | had projected it. Ten centuries ago | had it tamed to the
extent of a cylindrical tube of force of controllable dinensions. If Tathan
Shoal had waited another five centuries before attacking me, she would not
have cost ne the South Wall. It still does not match perfectly the other

three. But | cannot screen that force."

"Nor |," admitted the three City Mdthers, in turn. There was a hint of bitter



defeat in their tones, for each had hoped that field that could not be
screened mi ght make them safe in disposing of the old harridan, the Imorta
Sam Mot her, who ruled themfroma forgotten generation. She was a bitter
anachroni stic hang-over froma forgotten tinme, fromeven the Forgotten Pl anet,
and shoul d have been forgotten with it.

"Aesir," said the Sarn Mot her softly, "took the Death of the Mother into his
bl ackness, and seem ngly drew strength fromit. At any rate, both the
apparatus and the atom c generator which fed it were bl own out from sudden
over | oad.

"I't mght be wise to cooperate nore closely than in the past. Once, renenber,
our race had a very bitter struggle with this race. What do you Mdthers of
Cities believe this Aesir to ne?"

The Mother of Targlan stirred angrily. "There are cl owns anpong the humans of
nmy district who anuse their fellows by trickery. Humans have stiff |egs,
bending only in certain, fewjoints. That lack of flexibility gives them
anusi ng powers. They can, for instance, advance the stiffness by the use of
pol es of light netal, representing |onger, artificial bones. | have seen such
clowns wal k on | egs that made them not twelve, but seventeen feet high."
"Yes," said the Sarn Mother sweetly, "the clowns of nmy North America are of a
very inferior brand. They can appear but twelve feet tall. But—

"Many," said the Mther of Bish-Waln, "of ny hunmans have shown they can talk
mnd to nmnd anong thenselves. If it is new anbng your people here, it is—=
"Yes," said the Sarn Mother sweetly, "the humans of ny North America are of an
inferior brand, evidently. But—+ am curious of these clowns and mi nd-tal kers.
Do t hey, perhaps, absorb atom c-blast beans for nourishment, and warm

t hensel ves at a focused flame? Do they so overload your atom c-collapse field
generators as to bumthemin nolten rubbish?

"Or do they, perhaps, unlike yourselves, renmenber that the Sarn Mot her has
wat ched humans, and the mnds and tricks of humans, for some eight times your
not -i nconsequenti al five hundred years?

"There were, in the Hall, humans, Sarn, and nyself. By tel epathy, Aesir spoke
tous all, telling a nyth of his origin anong inmmaterial wills. He was, in his
way, quite noisy, and quite conspicuous. Also, he was an excellent
psychol ogi st .

Had | been warned—had | known beforehand and had tine to think—+ would not
have turned the blast, the focused flame, nor, certainly, the Death of the
Mot her agai nst him

"Now do any of you, who see so clearly through the trickery of ny poor little,
twel ve-foot clown, and the trickery of ny slow devel opi ng tel epathi st—do any
of you see through to the nessage Aesir nmeant for ny intellect, and not ny

m nd? A nessage he did not speak, but acted?" The Sara Mdther's elfin face

| ooked down the Council table, and there was nothing of |aughter init.

The City Mothers noved uneasily under the |lash of biting scorn. The Sarn
Mot her' s voi ce dropped, softer still, till the tinklings of the atom flane
above nmuffled her words.

"Mumery for fools, ny daughters. | aminterested that you are so attracted by
the mumrery as to forget the purpose, and so pleased with your cleverness that
saw the human behind it.



"But | am—rritated that you underestimate, not merely of the mind of a human
of deadly, blazingly brilliant intellect, but, even nore, ny own m nd

"Hurmmans are a snaller people, better adapted to this sonewhat heavier planet
than we are. But we are no |onger on the Forgotten Wrld. The humans have
| earned to respect height; the ruling Race is tall.

"I's Aesir a fool, then, to make hinself yet taller, and to fill out his
sl enderness wi th vague bl ackness?

"We have no hair on our skulls, as have humans, but the nore useful sterthan
whi ch seenms, to humans, practical tel epathy, since we can tal k anong oursel ves
by what they know only through mcrowave radi o sets.

"I's Aesir a fool, then, to use telepathy hinmself, talking truly mnd to nind?
Men know the limitations of microwave radio, that it ends at the horizon. But
they do not know what vague limts telepathy may or may not have, and it is
very wonderful, therefore.

"That mumery, ny daughters, was intended only for humans, that mass of
restl ess humans who do not know what they want. That was not neant for nme-save
that he wanted ne to know what others heard.

"I am proud of ny humans, daughters. But | amafraid, for you. You have not
shown the intelligence that that nman expected. That nind tel epathy he used was
not the nessage he neant for ne. To me he said:-'Mther, a new bal ance nust be
reached. You are the ruler of Earth—but for ne. |

chal |l enge you to try your weapons—which | know, as does everyone on Earth, you

have hi your throne—and see if you can destroy nme.' And when I, not thinking,
but reacting spontaneously to the evident nenace of his blackness, did just
this, he said nore. He touched Drunnel, and Drunnel fell dead. '|I have an

i mpregnabl e shield his actions spoke, '"and it is nore; a weapon. You cannot
destroy me, Mther of the Sarn—but | can destroy you.

" Therefore, we seek a new bal ance. You could destroy all ny peopl e—but not
destroy me. And | could destroy you, or any of your people.

" '"Rel ease these two, Grayth and Bartel, and we will think again. This is not
the tine for hasty action.'

"Aesir, daughters, is no fool. He is no trickster—save for his own sound
pur poses—but a mnd of astounding brilliance. He has discovered a principle, a
weapon, unknown to us and of inmrense power.

"And, ny daughters, | respect him | released Grayth and Bartel, since they
are, evidently, pawns in this game. O, at least, they are two of the few
humans on Earth | know are not—Aesir.

"And | have nore liking"—the Sarn Mother's voice was bitter and ironic—=for
one who expects nmy mnd to see beyond nmumrery to a deep and i nportant
sincerity, than for those who explain trickery and point out the inferiority
of my humans."

"You are reading words that are not witten," said the Mther of Targlan
flatly.

For an instant the eyes of the Sarn Mdther burned with a white anger, a
bl azi ng i ntol erance of such sheer stupidity. Then it faded to a | ook of deep



concern.

The Sarn Mt her was unhuman, unhuman in the sane way her elfin face was. It
was very wong, taken as a human face, with its pointed chin and tiny nouth,
the slit-pupiled, golden eyes, and peaked hairline that was not hair. But
there was the fundanental parallelismof two eyes, a mouth, a high, rounded
forehead. Her body was grotesquely unhuman, but again there was a parallelism
of articulated arns carried high on a strong torso and | egs, though her arns
were |ike four powerful snakes.

And—she was un-Sarn. The Mother was imortal, an unchanging intellect in a
wor |l d that waxed and waned and changed about her. She had living nenories of a
wor | d

crashed in cosmic dust. She had menories of great Sara who had dared and won a
worl d, of a human civilization of magnitude near equal to this present Sarn
wor | d.

And the process that had nmade her immortal, had made her unable to have
descendants. There was no direct link fromher to this newer generation. Her
only link was through a planet wi ped fromthe face of tine.

Four thousand years she had ruled this planet. Two thousand nore she'd |ived
on the Forgotten Wrld before the desperate col onization attenpt had been
concei ved. These creatures—these Sarn—were epheneral things about her, for al
their five hundred years.

Sixty centuries are long, for any intellect. Al things exhaust thenselves in
that long tine, save one: the curiosity of the nmind, the play and counterpl ay
of intellect. The Mother was the perfect seeker after know edge, for no other
t hought s coul d ponderably intrude. Those others she had met |ong ago.

She was un-Sarn by her imortality, by her separation of six thousand years
fromall direct contact with her equals.

She was unhuman only by a different in body. And the body is wearied and
forgotten in that tinme. Only the intellect, the mnd, remains of interest,
expandi ng and changi ng forever. %

The intellect behind Aesir's cloak of blackness was the keenest, the finest,
this planet had ever seen. And—that human appreciated that she, the Sarn
Mot her, was a keen intelligence.

The City Mthers did not.

The Sarn Mt her turned her eyes slowy fromthe Mther of Targlan. "The words
that spell the secret of that blackness are not witten," she said mldly.
(These were the daughters of her race. These were the descendants of Sarn she
had known and worked with and |iked during six thousand years. These were—}

"I must see nore of that cloak, and investigate it nore adequately." She
si ghed. "And you, ny daughters, must not underestimate an eneny. And the
humans are, | fear—er will be soon.

"They have been sl aves for many generati ons—very short generati ons—and they
have evol ved. They evolve nore swiftly than we, because of that short life
span. And, renenber this: at |east one of themis sufficiently brilliant, of
sufficient mental caliber, to devel op a screen weapon superior to

anyt hi ng we know of. That al one makes him potentially, extremely dangerous.”



The City Mothers sat silent for |ong seconds. The thought was, as the Mbther
had known, extrenely upsetting. Their matriarchic mnds rebelled at the

t hought that there was a human—and a mal e hunan, at that-—who-was capabl e of
devel opi ng somet hing scientifically superior to anything in their possession

"If," said the Mother of Targlan, "he has this remarkabl e weapon—proof agai nst
all ours, and deadly to us—+ amextrenely thankful that he has shown such

ki ndl i ness toward our race." Her fluting voice was sugary. "He has not

equi pped any of his conpatriots nor attacked us in any way."

The seven other City Mthers twitched slightly straighter in their chairs and
| ooked with pleased snmles at the Sarn Mdther's fine, small face.

The Mother snmiled bitterly. "Undoubtedly that would be your own reaction were
you possessed of such a weapon,"” she adnmitted. The Mther of Targlan stolidly
continued to |l ook into the Mdther's half-angry, half-annoyed eyes.

"But you," the Mdther explained, "have never done nore than to say 'a thousand
pounds of tungsten' when you had need of it. O order fifty No. 27-R-29

oscill ator tubes, when you hoped to make a satisfactory lie detector
Incidental ly, daughter, | have an effective invisibility generator. And your
lie detector will not operate. You'd do far better to use common sense and
simplicity instead of outrageously expensive nmumrery that doesn't work. That
spy you sent to—ene of the other cities—tast week had a very slipshod
invisibility. I watched her a whole afternoon fromhere. She set off seven
different alarms, and finally was caught in a delightful booby trap. Your
sister believes in sinmplicity instead of gadgets."

The Mot her of Targlan sat silent and stony. Her slitted eyes contracted slowy
in flam ng hatred. The old harridan was becom ng cattish.

The old harridan was tired. She was wearied to death of the bickerings and
annoyances of these Gty Mdthers with too little to do to occupy their tine.
Furt hernore,, she hadn't slept in forty hours, and knewit. And the Mdther of
Tar gl an was bei ng unbearably stupid.

The Mot her of Bish-Waln was interested. So—that was the source of that spy.
And the old Mdther, for all her foolishness about these humans, had sone
sense. The secret of success is sinmplicity. Though that Targlan spy had had a
fear-

ful and wonderful array of apparatus strapped about her, it also had nmade

her —even when dead—renarkably hard to see. She'd sounded like a collapse in a
gl ass factory when she fell, though

"To get back to my remarks,"” said the Sarn Mdther abruptly, "you have never
had to want somet hing w thout getting it. Except," she added with a flash of
tiny, pointed, green-white teeth, "understanding. If you want materials, they
are brought.

"If a human wants materials, he steals them And | will say this for you: you
have all been remarkabl e organi zers. The anti-theft measures you have

devel oped are outstanding. But | should think that the fact that humans stil
succeed hi thieving would convince you they are clever."

"So," snapped the Mother of Targlan, "are rats. But they aren't intelligent.”

"Quite true," admitted the Mdther. The Mther of Targlan was becom ng annoyed,
whi ch vaguely pl eased the old Sara Mot her, who was very annoyed. "But hunans



are both. It took nme twelve years to find exactly how it was approxi mately
thirty ounces of platinum di sappeared each nonth, despite nmy electrostatic
bal ance detectors. Now | make all workers clip their fingernails and hair. It
was truly startling how nuch dust they could carry that way.

"To acquire materials, humans must steal them And they must find it extrenely
difficult to gather such things as nmetallic caesium gaseous fluorine, and
rare gases |like heliumand neon. Unfortunately, | believe a considerable
gquantity of material is obtained fromingeniously acquired atomflanme |anps."
The Mot her nodded toward the softly rustling | anps overhead.

"So your workers secrete conplete atomflane | anps under their nail s?" said
the Mother of Targlan. "Your theft measures are indeed renmarkable. The atom
destructor of one atom | anmp woul d power a dangerous weapon. They will stand a
| oad of nearly ten thousand horsepower."

The Sarn Mt her sniled. "How many atomflame | anps have you | ost through
t heft, daughter?"

"None. Not one!" snapped the Mother of Targlan. "And what," asked the Mot her
ki ndly, "of |anps' destroyed in burning human honmes?" "Perhaps ten a year."
"I'd say five a year, then, are acquired by humans. |'ve

proven two hones were burned to the ground to secure the atom |l anps the
occupants wanted. "

"We," said the City Mother loftily, "require that the weckage be produced."

"Excel lent," sighed the Mdther. "An excellent provision. Do you have a chem st
anal yze the nolten waste? The humans generally find it very difficult to
obtain scandium and the anal yses usually skinp badly on that. But the other
elements you' Il find. They snelt up a careful mixture of all the proper

el ements, with the exception of gallium But they can always claimthat boiled
away. "

The Mot her of Targlan | ooked startled. The Sarn Mdther's eyes tw nkled
slightly in satisfaction. She had di scovered that trick only four days before,
hersel f.

"As | said, the humans find it hard to get materials and ap-partus. But they
are really ingenious, and | rather respect themfor it. If you wish to assure
yoursel ves of your cities," she added, |ooking about the table, "I'd advise
you to acknow edge the power of your opponents.

"That is the reason this human, Aesir, has not done nobre. He has a weapon and
a protection—for one. So |long as he cannot obtain material, he cannot do nore.

"But he will obtain materials." The Mther's annoyed air was dropped now.
This, she knew, nmeant the safety of the Samrace. "If he obtains sufficient
materials before we learn the secret of that cloak, the Sarn will not rule

this planet."

The Mot her of Bish-Waln | ooked at the Immortal steadily. Suddenly she spoke.
"I have al ways considered the humans stupid. That they had the cl everness of
other lower aninmals, in greater degree, | realized. But we, Mther, have no
menories of then" civilization before we cane. How far advanced was it,
actual | y?"

The Sarn Mt her | ooked at the Gty Mther keenly for a nonent. It was
anomal ous; this City Mdther, less than one twentieth the Inmortal's age,



| ooked far older. Her face, pointed hi the manner typical of her race, was
graven with fine lines. There was a power and strength of purpose in its
deeply tanned, |eathery nolding. Ruler of a tropical continent, her city
centered hi the warnth and cloudless air of the Sahara, she was one of the
nost active of the Gty Mthers.

The old Sarn Mdther snmiled slightly and nodded. "I can tell you very little
now. But call in your archeologist. She is a brilliant and | earned Sarn
Briefly, when we |anded, the hu-

mans had had civilization for sone fifteen thousand years. It was, by their
cal endar, 1977. They had recently devel oped atom c power of the first order

i nvol vi ng vapor turbines heated by atom c conbustion, driving el ectromagnetic
generators. They mined the world, their transportati on systems were heavily
interlinked and efficient.

"And—ef our fifty-two ships, we lost thirty-nine during the Conquest. They
were intelligent, efficient and deadly fighters. W captured and ensl aved only
the scum of the race; the best of humankind died fighting with a grimtenacity
that appalled us. They were a fighting breed, slightly given to attack, but
utterly and insanely given to defense.

"It is worth nothing in this case. If they once attack us, then we wll, of
course, attack, in reply. Wereupon their inherited defensiveness will cone
into play. If it does, | seriously assure you that, whether they have weapons
or not, even if they fight with their bare hands, you will find the human race
a perfectly deadly thing to tangle with. They have no conception of when to
stop. It is good mlitary tactics to stop, if any reasonably equitable

settl enent can be reached, after |osing ten percent of your forces. The hunman
race does not know that, and never will. They stop when, and only when, they
are convinced they have won their point. They sinply do not show good sense.

"But they afe extrenely deadly.

"That is true of the mass of humanity. They have | eaders now, and Aesir is the
principal |eader. W can, and must, control themthrough him He knows,
instinctively, the attitude of his people, and will try, therefore, to prevent
sui ci dal war.

"Wherefore, if we obtain the secret of his cloak of blackness, we can
proceed. "

"I will ask ny archeol ogist, Mother," said the Mther of Bish-Wln.

"\What ever you may say of the dreadful, deadly, human race," said the Mther of
Targlan ironically, "it would be interesting to know the nechani sm of that

shi el d. But—raybe he will not explain. And it would be extrenely difficult to
force himto, if what you say of it is true."

"W shall have to analyze it, of course,"” said the Mdther wearily. There were
many nore hours of work and sl eepl ess-jiess ahead. "Sonme hours ago

instructed my physicists to set up all the instruments they thought m ght be
useful in the House of the Rocks."

The Mot her of Targlan stared bl ankly; then, acidly, comented: "Of all places
inthe SamCity here, | should say that that would show t he absol ute m ni mum
of probability for an appearance of Aesir."

"And, " continued the Mother, wearied of interruptions, "they will be ready for
himin about an hour and a half. It is evident that Aesir will come to the aid



of Grayth, if we capture him To make assurance doubly sure—since Grayth is
not, actually, absolutely necessary to themwe will .take al so Deya,
Spokesworman of Human Wonen. Grayth plans to marry her, and | am sure that
Aesir will aid in releasing her."

The Mot her of Bish-Waln frowned slightly. "lIs it not bad policy, Mther, to
arrest, and then release this man agai n? And—agai n at the insistence of
Aesir."

"Therefore, the House of the Rocks. No human can approach. No human will know
of the actual escape-save those humans already cl osely associated with G ayth,
and, therefore, Aesir. Those hunmans al ready know what powers Aesir has, even

better than we, and they will recognize this naneuver not as an arrest that
failed, but as a test that did not fail. Qur policy will be good, not bad, to
t hose who know. The nmass of humans sinmply will not know. "

"They will not, | suppose," said the Mother of Drulon, at the far, storny tip

of South America, "notice that Grayth, their spokesman, is being taken in Sarn
cust ody—and ret urns?"

"They will not," snmiled the Mother. Wth an uncoiled finger, she pressed a
tiny button.

At the far end of the Iong Council room a silver door opened in the jet black
of the wall. The heavy netal portal swung aside, and a guard snapped to
attention in its opening, a giant Sarn standing over eight feet tall. Her
power ful , supple arnms were corded with the snooth-fl owi ng nuscles of a boa
constrictor. Vaguely, her trappings indicated the rank of a Decal on—a
conmander of a Ten. Her cloak, though, with a deep, rich maroon, and in the
center the gold, silver, and bright-purple netal threads wove a pattern that
was the Mther's personal synbol.

And her face—+to one who knew Sarn physi ognony—was not that of a mere Decal on.
The slitted eyes were deepset and w dely separated. Her nmouth was firm and
the face, small and pointed to hunman experience, was square and powerful in a
Sarn. The gol den skin had been tanned to a | eathery, weather-beaten brown,
crossed by a myriad of fine lines of character. This was no nmere comrander
over ten guards.

"Decal on," said the Mdther softly, "bring the C oaks of the Mther, and your
command. There is an errand.”

The Decal on turned sharply, noiselessly, closing the nmetal door

"Once," explained the Mdther, "Darath Toplar was Commrander-in-chief of the
Guard of the SamCity. She is now a Decal on. That is because there are but ten
in nmy personal guard

"Now this is a tine of emergency. | have reveal ed to each of you sonething of
t he things each thought a secret, and some of the things that | held secret. |
am showi ng you the C oaks of the Mther. That they existed, runors have
stated. They do. They have the properties the runors suggest. Because it is
necessary, they will be used."

The Decal on was back, behind her ten guards dressed in the sanme type of maroon
uniform Ten powerful, eight-foot Sarn warriors. On the face of each was
stanped a keen, loyal intelligence. In the arnms of the Decal on was a case of
dark hardwood, inlaid with heavy, silvery netal straps. She put it down at the
end of the great Council table, and the Mother's hand flicked out as her
suppl e armuncoiled to shoot a scrap of carefully cut metal the length of the



poli shed table. The Decalon fitted it into a concealed lock with a notion of
fam liar dexterity.

The case, opened, revealed a space two by three by one-half foot. In it,
racked neatly along one side, were twenty little battery cases, with coil ed,
flexible cables attached, and twenty headsets, bearing curiously conplex
goggl es. The case was practically enpty.

The Decal on reached in, and with practiced novenents passed to her command the
goggl es and battery cases. Then she reached nore carefully into the body of
the case. The reachi ng hand vani shed. Presently, queerly section by section

t he Decal on was wi ped out, till only a pair of feet remained, dw ndling off

i nto space. These vani shed as sone unseen boots were pulled over them

In a nmoment, only the City Mothers and the Mother of the Sarn remained in the
room-seeningly. The City Mdithers stirred uneasily. The eyes of the Mdther of
Targlan were golden fires of anger and chagrin. These—these picked el even of
the Mother's personal guard and spy force—knew every secret of her

| aboratories. And the old immortal harridan knew them too. Her crack-

i ng laughter nust have been spurred a thousand times by the futile attenpts
and dooned plans the Mother of Targlan had made and thought over. The Mot her
of Targlan felt a rising pressure of hel pl ess anger well up, an anger that was
suppressed by its very hel pl essness. Even the satisfaction that the Mther was
ol d, a cackling hag, was denied. For—salt on her wounded pride—the Mt her had
done, seemingly centuries ago, what the Mdther of Targlan struggled with
vainly! The Mdther was a far better scientist.

It was a very different Council room this chanber where the Spokesnen of Man
had met—an inner office of the elecfpd representative of mankind, the
Spokesman of Mankind. It was a warmroom nellowed by a thousand years of

ti me; ancient woods, waxed and cared for for ten centuries and nore, had taken
on a fine, soft patina. Long-slanting fingers of afternoon sunlight did not
glare on cold jet stone here; it was softened by the richness of the panels.
Each was of a different wood; one fromeach of the continents, and one for
each continental spokesman.

The great table hi the center was worn in soft hunmmocks and swal es by the arns
of forty generations of Spokesmen, the thick rubberlike floor carven by their
feet.

But as in the great Council roomof the Hall of the Sarn in nearby Sarn City,
here, too, atomflanme |anps rustled softly with dying atomnms, whitening the
light of the setting sun. Four men only were at this Council table, four who
sat notioning, gesturing with a curious alertness, their faces intent. Yet—
utterly silent.

Grayth, tall, lean, keen-faced Spokesman of Mankind, an el ected representative
who had won his honor by a keen understandi ng of the practical psychol ogy of
the nmen he represented before the Sarn Mother, political |eader of mankind.
Bartel, shorter, nmore solidly built Spokesman of North Anmerica, close friend
of Grayth, who had stood beside himbefore the Sarn Mther, when—Aesir—had
cone.

And Carron, the gigantic conmander of the |egion of peace, the only senbl ance
of an army all owed humans. A police force arned with tiny gas throwers capabl e
of a single, stupefying shot, and rubber truncheons.

Al so, one nore. Darak, Grayth's subspokesman. He sat silent now, naking
occasi onal pothooks on the pad of paper, his round, uninteresting face bored



and boring. Darak's office was appointive, given himat Gayth's order for the
bl ank-

'y uninmpressive face and uninteresting character of the man rmade him few
friends—as he had found by many years of careful study of the subject. Few
friends, and few who paid himany attention whatever

Darak had no need of the C oak of the Mother; his own, based not on | aws of
physi cs but of psychol ogy, was nearly as effective. People did not see Darak
He wasn't worth seeing.

Four humans at the ancient Council table, four nmen as free as possible in this
day of the Sarn, each wearing on his cloak the symbol of his rank in human
soci ety. Each wearing on a band round his forehead the nedallion given every
human at the age of eighteen. The band of Manhood or Wirmanhood, the Sarn
informed them The mark of Mankind's submission to the Sarn

O was, till Ware made certain slight alterations, alterations that holl owed
out the solid three-inch disk of silver to contain a mnute thing of

spi der-web coils and microscopic crystal oscillators. The first of the

tel epaths that rendered this soundl ess Council neani ngful

And rendered quite useless the listening devices that had foll owed every
Counci | of Mankind for a thousand years. Grayth smiled upward to the swell of
the atomflame | anp. In the nechani smof that device, in a dozen other places
in the room the Sarn had | ong ago hidden radio transmtters. For a
mllennium every Council of Mankind had been directly open to the strange
radi o-sense of the Mother and her advisers. For the hairlike growth on the
Sam s skulls were the sense organ of a type Man did not have, directly
sensitive to radio.
"Four men in here," Gayth thought to his conpanions, "four nmen rustling
papers. But the Sarn nust be very curious as to the silence.”

Carron's broad, tanned face broke into a wide grin. "After a thousand years, a
bit of silence fromthis roomis due. The Mther knows well enough we aren't

m ndi ng her business. But | don't think she'll be anxious to investigate
after—Ae-sir."

"The Sarn Modther," the thought whispered in their nminds froma nore distant

tel epath, "is busy holding a conference of her own. |'ve been trying for weeks
to get the pattern of Sarn thoughts. | get annoying flashes, but no nore. The
Mother is tired, and the City Mothers are being stubborn, | gather. But the

t hought patterns are just enough different from human thought to nake the

tel epaths ineffective at

nore than about one hundred feet. And the npbst assiduous el ectrotechnician
can't spend all his time tracing conduits in the Sarn Pal ace."

"I"d suggest you do absolutely nothing that an ordinary el ectrotechnician
woul dn't do, Ware," Grayth hurriedly advised. "And for Aesir's sake, stay hone
when you're supposed to have off hours.™

"Have you reached any conclusions? |'ve been sl eeping, and woke only a few

m nutes ago." Ware's nental voice seened to yawn. "I've been trying to think
of some way to get nore nmetal. Ye gods, if | could just get into one of the
Sarn electrical plants for a day, |1'd have a dozen things | need fixed up. The
mat h was none too sinple, but |I've gotten it, | think." He chuckled. "Thanks,
in fact, to a very wise old Sarn



"Just bel ow conscious level, a thought came te him a bothersonme equation
VWhile a certain electrotechnician fussed with conduits fifty feet away, he
fussed with the equation. The Sarn have sonme mat hemati cal nethods our
ancestors never devel oped, and that | haven't had a chance to |l earn. Carron
if you ever feel urged to crack the skull of old Rath Largun, spare himfor
that."

"Can you use himagai n?" asked Carron anusedly.

"Ch, | have. He's old, and his m nd wanders. Nearly a thousand years old, |

thi nk, which is exceptionally old for even a Sarn male. Since he is a nale, he
gets less credit anong his people than he deserves, but he's the nost

brilliant mathematician the Sarn have. Because his m nd wanders—he believes he
t hi nks up the equations."

"Mght they give hima clue later?" asked Grayth sharply.

"T ... P..." said Ware easily. "What word am | spelling? Wen you have
correctly answered that, the Sarn nay get that clue."

"Good." Grayth nodded silently. "Ware, Carron has seven technicians in his
| egi on of peace who will procure sone of those things you need. They have
vol unteered. "

"I have not said what | wanted, nor will I," Ware answered instantly. "Every
techni ci an caught stealing netal now will be destroyed by the Sarn instantly.
No man is going to lose his life on sonething I wouldn't attenpt nyself.
Further, we need two classes of nen now nore vitally than ever before:
techni ci ans and fighters. Humans haven't fought and are not fighters. Carron's
| egionnaires are the only trained,

experienced fighters—with the will and enpti on neededtor fighting—that we
have. And when they are al so technicians, we can't spare them

"Have you told Darak what's to be done, and given himthe disks?" Ware changed
the subject abruptly, with an air of "that's that." It was because Carron
didn't know what netals Ware wanted; had he, he woul d have gotten them
somehow, anyway.

Darak replied softly: "I have been told, and |I have the disks. Twenty-five
tel epat hs, each equi pped with destroyi ng apparatus reacting to one key

t hought. | know how t he destroyi ng mechanismis to be disconnected if
successful delivery is made. Grayth has supplied ne with sufficient official
di spatches for both Durban City and Targlan. | amstarting in twenty-two

m nutes. "

' Then—good | uck, Darak."

"Thank you. The wi sh is, perhaps, the luck of the gods?"

"Yes. The luck of Aesir—very appropriate." Ware chuckled. "You will |ose
contact with me, except when | use the large telepath here in the | aboratory.

You know t he schedul e hours for that?"

"Yes, thanks."

"W will be going, too, | think." Carron rose ponderously. H's huge form
dwarfed even the great Council table. And, since he spoke for the first tine,
hi s heavy voice seened to explode in the room "I'll see you to the Sarn City

gates, Darak."



He gl anced down at the subspokesman's busy fingers. They were chubby,
soft-1ooking fingers, rather thick and clumsy. An ink bottle flickered and
wavered in and out of existence under the flicking, incredibly deft fingers.
Then it flickered, without seem ng to nove under his caressing, chubby hand,
froma round, red ink bottle to a square bl ack one. "Thank you, Carron. The

di spatches, Gayth?" Darak's voice was rather high for a man, quite

undi sti ngui shed. Darak was, next to Ware, the cleverest human on Earth in that
era. But his mentality was as utterly different as was Grayth's. Grayth was a
practical psychologist, the only living man capabl e of unifying and noving the
masses of mankind. Ware was the scientist, the epitom zation of centuries of
the Samefforts to devel op capabl e human technici ans. And Darak?

Darak had the curiosity of the scientist in Ware, the psychol ogi cal sense of
Grayth, and the |l ove of action that made giant Carron what he was.

Grayth tossed a mass of papers toward the subspokesman, a nmass that bul ged and
crinkled. Darak leafed themswiftly into a brief case that he carried. "One
thing I will have to renmedy," he telepathed silently. "The nmetal gleans."
Twenty-five silvery disks flickered nonentarily anong the rapidly |eafed
papers, and vani shed as his thick fingers passed them "All here," he said

al oud. "Good-by. | should be back in about four days."

H s feet made no noticeabl e noise on the fl oor—an acconplishment far nore
difficult than a soundl ess tread. An unno-ticeable step involves exactly
sufficient sound to satisfy the ear, w thout enough to attract it. A soundless
tread is very startling, particularly in a rather stout, heavily built nman.

He wal ked through the outer office, past a battery of secretaries and clerks
wor ki ng over statistics fromall the human world, correlating and arrangi ng
themfor Grayth and the human governnent. Two | ooked up as he passed, but
neither saw him They missed himas conpletely as they m ssed the passing of
el even ei ght-foot Sarn guards wal king past in the opposite direction on the
soundl ess toe pads nature had given them For neither party wi shed to be seen
and each had its own unseen cloak wapping it.

The door stood open a nonment as giant Carron and G ayth spoke a few | ast
words. Bartel stepped out, and then Carron, holding the door wide for his own
exit, lingered a nonment |onger. Soundl ess feet carried the three Sarn, |arger
even than Carron's six feet six, through the door

The door cl osed behind the commander of the |egion of peace, and G ayth stood
al one, silent. "Aesir—Aesir—Aesir— his telepath was sendi ng out.

"Yes?" snapped Ware

"Three Sarn are standing in the room invisible to ne. Eight nore are in the
outer office. Both Carron and Bartel are trying to call you—they stood in the
door del aying the entrance of the invisible three. Al are invisible. Their

t houghts | can detect, but not decipher."

"I know. I've learned to 'hear' their thoughts. It takes a little adjusting,
due to the different patterns. I'mtrying to get themnow Too distant. |
don't like it."

"Grayth, Spokesman of Mankind." The Decal on spoke fromthe air in the curious
accents of the Sarn, speaking the tongue common to humans and Sarn

Grayth started, |ooked about him shook his head violently, and reached for a
call button with a | ook of unhappy doubt.



"Stop," snapped the Sara. Grayth's hand halted in nmidair. "The Sarn Mt her
sent us for you. Stand up."

"\Wh-where are you? Are you—

Grayth stopped abruptly. A Sams powerful, mnuscle-corded armnms gripped him
suddenly, and simultaneously an intense bl ackness fell over him A blackness
nore utterly conplete than coul d have been produced by any substance thin
enough and fl exible enough to give the clothlike sensations that acconpani ed
it. Avery faint, rubbery rustling sound canme to his ears, and simultaneously
the jerking and pulling of the Sarn guard adjusting the cloak

"W wear the Cloak of the Mother," the guard fluted sharply. "You will be
quiet. You will make no sound, say no word. It is understood?"

"Yes," sighed Grayth. Then silently: "You' ve caught ny inpressions, Ware?"

"Yes." It whispered in his mnd, the reassuring solidity of another human in
cl ose contact. The bl ackness, the utter blackness, baffled and brought a
wel I i ng of panic. The huge corded arms of the Sarn, the secrecy of this
invisible arrest, all brought a feeling of irrepressible panic.

Then Ware's cal mm nd obtruded powerfully, silently. "The bl ackness is not
related to mne. It is caused, | suspect, by the conplete refraction of |ight
about your body. To be invisible, ”“oti nust be rendered blind to visible
light, since any organ capable of seeing nust, by its nature, intercept |ight.
Struggle slightly. Strike the face of one of the Guard."

Grayth shuddered. A guard was working swiftly at his feet. A trenor passed
through him and for a nmonent he fought off the powerful arms, surprising
their grip by a sudden thrust and a gasp of panic. His armflailed out
gropingly. Then with a second gasp, half-sob, he quieted at the soft, tensely
sharp command of the Decal on

"CGoggl es,” said Ware softly. "Transformers, probably, operating on
ultravisible light, thus making vision possible with invisibility."

Tensely, in Gayth's mnd cane the inpression of half a hundred other human
m nds attending this exchange, half a hundred hunmans throughout this central
city, the Sarn Cty, capital alike of human and Sarn affairs.

"You must stop them" Gayth felt a m nd whisper urgently. "WAre—you nust
rel ease him Secret capture—they hope to | oose himwhere Aesir cannot find him
to release him" Deya's mind, turbulent and fearful, now Leader of hu-

man woren, deternined and ready to defy the age-long, m nd-burdening hold of
the Sarn, this sudden, half-nmagic descent of the invisible guards terrified
her for the sake of the man she | oved.

"Stay where you are, Ware," Gayth rapped out nentally. "They're noving ne
now—eadi ng—o, carrying nme out through ny office. In thirty seconds, 1'll be
lost utterly; the darkness is totally blinding and bew ldering." Gayth felt
solid ground under his feet suddenly, then he was' standing, and spinning in
the four cable arns of the giant Sarn. The darkness spun nadly about himfor a
nmonent, then he stood waveringly on his feet, without the faintest idea of
position as powerful arnms urged himforward. "Stay where you are. | don't know
where | am anyway, and |I'mconvinced this is intended as a trap to bring you
where the Mther's prepared weapons can destroy you and all hope of the

revol ution. She wants nme only as bait for you. Stay!"



Softly in Gayth's mnd cane Ware's easy chuckle. "If | knew where you were,
my friend, I would cone. | will know soon enough. In good time, the Mot her
will see that you—and hence | —know. She realizes you have tel epathic

conmuni cation with me. Never, to ny knowl edge, has she reveal ed t hese

i nvi si bl e cl oaks—=

"There have been ot her unexpl ai ned di sappearances; this is the first tine a
tel epath has been available to carry word," Deya snapped out.

"No matter. In good time, for no force, no power, no weapon or ray, nho bonb or
any other thing can serve to disrupt the—€l oak of Aesir. No energy, however
great, can break down that shield. That is not the Mdither's hope, for this
nmorning in the Hall of Judgment she tested that cloak to all her powers—and
one or two, Grayth, no other Sarn of all Earth knows, save the Mdther al one.
It did not fail then, nor can it. She nakes no further trial of it, but wants
an analysis of its forces." Ware's easy jubilance rode through to G ayth,

| esseni ng the tension.

"She will not learn one iota of that, Gayth. No, she wants a denonstration, a
denonstration on her own terns, at her own tinme, in her chosen place. By Aesir
and all the gods of Earth, Grayth, we'll give her the denmponstration she seeks.
By every god fromMthra to Thor, we'll give her one, I'll chill her prized
pal ace there on the Sarn Hill till her old bones ache. No Sarn yet ever had
rheurmati sm but, by Earth and

man, we'll find out this night whether a Sarn's thousand bones can't breed a
m ghty case!"

"You'll stay where you are, you braggart fool," Gayth how ed through his
telepath. "You are the revolution, not |I. Barlcl's an abler man, if he does
lack a bit in fine words and sinple phrases. The Sam Mbther's lived five
centuries to your year; she has studied space and tine and all of energy with
tools and instruments you never guessed, or will guess. You are a child, a
prattling fool of a child, to her, Ware. Stay where you are! You may not know
of any way to anal yze or defeat that shield of yours, but what do you know of
the Sarn's ten-thousand-year-old sci ence?"

Ware's bubbling laughter echoed queerly in telepathy. "All Sarn science,
Grayth, that has been published. The telepath, ny friend, is not without its
powers as an educator, tuned inward to catch, anplify and reflect each thought
to a solid inpression. And all human science, Gayth. Under ny house—when

was trying to make a lab the Sarn wouldn't find—+ found an anci ent subway and
a buried lab sone striving humans had contrived in the | ast days before

expl osives and gas killed them Books and periodicals, tons of them heaped
clumsily. A forgotten |egacy."

Grayth groaned. The skin of his back seemed suddenly oppressed hi the queer
manner a tel epath contrives when absolute rapporf is established between two
power ful mnds. A heavy pack strapped on Ware's back. The scream ng hiss of an
atomflame-lanmp unit readjusted, rebuilt to carry a million tinmes the load it
had been designed for, a screamthat vanished in inaudible shrillness.
Sketchily, waveringly, the rock-walled, hidden |aboratory of Ware's contriving
stood out before Grayth's eyes, lighted against the utter blackness that
shrouded bin. Then that, too, became a bl ackness, a stranger, straining

bl ackness and chill as Ware pressed a contact at his belt.

"Ware," pleaded Grayth, "I don't know where | am If you don't prom se nowto
stop this expedition at least until | give further intelligent infornmation
["lI'l grind the Mdther's nedallion under ny heel, and by the gods, you'll never



know. "

"Il wait," sighed Ware.

"But—you'll go later, Ware—you'll go?" demanded Deya.

"I'"ll prom se that, too, Deya." Ware's mind sniled to her

"Grayth, | shall continue." Darak's thoughts, faint with distance, cane in,
"Right," replied Grayth. "Bartel!"

"Yes."

"And Carron and Qburn, Tharnot, Barlnew, Todd-all of you, continue your
duties, wthout any change or shift. Do not hint you know of mny di sappearance
till the appropriate time. Todd, you take charge of that outer office; you did
a good job, apparently, when you knew | was being carried by, invisible, ten
feet fromyou. You are in charge there. Keep « the girls out of mny inner
office, for any reason, until | can give sone idea of what is to take place.
Got it?"

"Right."

"Deya," said Ware, "has stopped sending. Further, she does not answer; she's
bl anked her mind."

"We' ve been wal ki ng—st opped now " G ayth's mnd raced. "Deya ... Deya, answer
ne!"

There was a tense silence of mind; only the low, nultitudinous nmutter of a
t housand human minds in normal thought about him

"Cburn, where are you?" snapped \are.
"At hore."

"Stroll out in front; you live within three doors of Deya. Grayth, stunble in
t he dust—do you feel dust under your feet?"

"Yes." Grayth stunbl ed awkwardly agai nst a giant Sarn guard, dragging his foot
sharply across a dusty wal k, unseen

"Dust rose," said Oburn softly. "Deya, will you answer ne?"

"Yes." Her telepath thoughts were half angry, half miserable. W' re noving
agai n, though, so—they spun nme. | don't know which way."

"You will stop dragging your foot." A Sarn voice |ow and tense in Gayth's ear
war ned him

"Ware, | ... | don't like this." Gayth's thought was tense and very worried
Deya's was bitter. "It was well enough when you were the one; now you are not
so anxious that Ware stay back, | take it. Ware, you stay right where you are,

because if that was wise for Grayth, the only one of us who can really nove
the men of his following, it is a hundred tines wiser so far as | am
concerned. "

"I think," said Ware, annoyed, "that | had better start designing a telepath



| ocating device. It should be relatively sinple, and if this continues, we'll
need one. I'll join you as soon as | know where you are. In the neantinme, |
have a little work to do preparing. Please stop ordering and coun-

terordering. W need you both; the Mther wants to study this apparatus, and
she won't stop taking people until she gets the chance. It won't do her any
good whatever, so she'll get that chance."

"I fear you're right," Grayth agreed. "It should be getting dark now. "

"It is. The noon rises at 1:45, so we have plenty of tine. | think ... | think
it is going to be heavily overcast," predicted Ware suddenly. A chaos of

t hought s raced suddenly through his nind, thoughts too lightly touched for
others to foll ow

Uter jet, and the sound of people noving, voices and | ow | aughter. Hasty side
steps to avoid unseen passers that brushed by, feet sounding softly on the
dusty wal ks or grassy |lanes. Then rough cobbl es under their feet, rounded by
the tread of nore than a hundred generations of mankind, and behind them the
l ow murmur of the square fadi ng away.

The rough cobbl es gave way, suddenly, to the snooth, glassy pavenent of the
roads of the Sarn Gty. They had passed the low, ancient wall that marked the
boundari es where nmen ni ght wal k unchall enged. Only | ow, sleepy cheeps of birds
i n nearby parklike gardens now, and the shrill notes of crickets and ni ght

i nsects tuning up.

The pace of the Sarn guards accel erated, then- long | egs, and the curkfus
manner in which they retracted themw th each step, making a pace swift for
the humans to match. Grayth heard Deya's soft breathing accel erate as they
noved at a near trot up the lowrise that led to the Sarn Pal ace.

Then steps under his feet, strong Sarn arns gui ding hi mupward, steadying
stunbling feet. The echo of corridors answered to his tread, and for an

i nstant he knew where he was; this was no unfanmiliar walk to himnow, and he
was mentally readjusted. To the right, and a hal f-dozen turns, and he was
beyond any area of the vast, sprawing Sarn Pal ace that he knew

An arm detained him he stood notionless hi utter darkness, while, beyond,
somet hing hunmed for an instant, then a soft shuffling of a sliding door, two
steps forward, and the soft clang of the door's return. The sensation of a
sudden drop in a swift elevator was nerve tearing in this darkness, this total
unknowi ngness of place, tine or intent of captors. Grayth stiffened, heard
Deya's soft gasps as the floor seemed cut from beneath her. Then the

st eadi ness of the floor returned, and only the soft humm ng of the gravity
controls

:old of their novenent downward. Time becane confused, there was no clue to
their speed, yet Grayth was certain that they dropped nany thousands of feet.
The air pressure nounted till swallowing had relieved it so nmany times he | ost
track of that crude baronetric nethod. More than five thousand feet, though—

More than a milel No human had ever guessed at the depths of the Sarn Pal ace.
Only once had humans ever been pernitted to see those depths, and then it was
t he upper caverns only, when Drunnel and his men had been given a few feeble
weapons by the Mdther's orders. Wapons to overcone Grayth and Ware.

"More than a mle—wae're slowing, Ware. The air is thick; it nust be nearly two
mles down. The ah- itself seems denser and richer in my lungs. Unless we are
br ought upward agai n—



“I'"ll come down to you,"'
clearly?"

Ware's calmnind replied. "Can you receive there

"Perfectly," Grayth acknow edged.

"Two facts | wanted; antigravity units of the cars do not disturb the
reception. Two mles of solid rock do not disturb it. Thought waves are a

| evel below all known radiations, a force unto thenselves. The C oak of Aesir
stops all other things."

"We are wal king down a corridor, wide, rock floored and walled, |ow ceilinged.
There are colums,"” said Deya. "Ahead, | hear Sarn."

They halted, and the echoes of their feet died away slowy, the curious
zi ng-zi ng-zing of sound reflected fromrows of colums di sappeared i n unknown,
unseei ng di st ances.

"Mt her of Sarn! Decal on Toplar reports with her Ten, and the two humans for
whom she was sent," the Decalon's fluting voice called out.

"Renmpve the Cl oak of the Mother, Decalon. Place all of the cloaks in this
case, and with themthe visors."

A giant Sarn tugged at Grayth, the curious rustle of the cloak rose about him
then abruptly he was blinded by a flood of intolerably brilliant |ight.
Gradual ly his eyes adjusted thenselves; it was no nore than normal
illumination froma score of giant atomflane | anps set high above in the
arched and groi ned stone of the ceiling. Black, glittering, granitic rock,
studded with two huge pl aques on opposite sides. A twenty-foot disk of gold
mappi ng Earth, a twenty-foot gol den di sk mapping the Forgotten Planet. From a
conceal ed atom

flame lanmp in the lofty dome, two projectors shot stabbin; rays against the
gol den disks. On Earth's, a ray of brilliant yellowwhite; on the other, a ray
of dim chill blue.

The Mother sat on a chair of state, about her the eight Mthers of the Cities
and a score of giant Sarn guards. Fromair, eleven nore were energing, as Deya
energed pi ecenmeal, while goggled Sarn packed into the silver and hardwod case
on the long table sonething unseen and tenderly treated. The Decal on stood by
t he case, tucking unseen folds carefully into its corners, taking goggles and
batteries fromthe guards to place on tiny pins.

"It is the Gven Law that no being, human or Sarn, shall tw ce be accused of a
single thing," said Gayth. "Yesterday in the Hall of Judgment | was tried and
acquitted. It is the Gven Law that no being, human or Sarn, shall be brought
for judging w thout an opportunity of defense, save he waive that right.

"Neither | nor this woman, Deya, has conmitted any of-fense agai nst any being,
human or Sarn. As is our right, we ask our accuser to appear and explain
before us and the Mdther the reason for this arrest.”

The Mother's slitted eyes closed slowy and opened sleepily. Her powerful body
renni ned as notionl ess as the stone of the Hall; the Mothers of the Cties
nei t her noved nor seened so nuch as to breathe.

The Mot her spoke in the fluting tongue of the Sarn. "The G ven Law is the Law
of the Mother; by it | have prom sed to abide, save in time of energency.
This, Grayth, is such a tinme. You, this woman, and perhaps certain others have



sought to plot against the Sarn and the Sarn Mdther. That is the accusation; |
am the accuser. \Wat answer do you nake?"

"I'f one be brought before the Mther, and faced with his accuser, he has then
twenty-four hours to consider his reply. The accusation nust have evidence
enough to make it seemjust in the Mther's eyes that an answer be nmade, and
conpl ete enough that the accused know why this thing is charged.

"The Mother is the accuser, but | may ask—by the G ven Lawwhat reasoned facts
bring forth this accusation?"

The Mother's eyes sparkled. Alnost, a smle touched her tiny lips as she
| ooked at Grayth's keen, gray eyes. The Sarn were proud that never in the
m |l enniums of man's enslaverment had cruelty been applied, nor intentiona
injustice. Wiere the Law of the Sarn could apply logically to hunans,

both races worked under the same | aw, where—as in the nature of two races such
t hi ngs must be-the laws could not apply identically, justice had been appli ed.

The Sarn were just; no human coul d say otherwi se. The Sarn Mther's age
covered six-score generations of mankind, and to sone extent her immortality
renoved her alike fromhuman and Sarn. Wierefore, it was easier for her, who
had known nman's greatness, to appreciate the keenness and strength that lay in
Grayth's stubborn face. And,' know ng mankind, to appreciate the steadfastness
wi th which he would fight by every law or trick of law to win freedom back for
Deya.

And—she appreci ated the searching qui ckness with which Grayth had forced her
once again on the defensive. Her case was true and solid—-but nmade of ten

t housand thousand little things, of things that had not happened as well as of
things that had. O subtle, reasoned psychol ogy—and not half a dozen solid
facts. O those few, three were ruled out of this consideration, because they
had been dealt with in that earlier trial, when Gayth was rel eased.

She had no time to argue now with a mnd that she knew was fully as keen as
that of her owmn City Mdithers. There were other, nore inportant things afoot,
as that gray-eyed man well knew. And he knew as well as she that her case was
not a thing to be stated and in a dozen sentences. And also that it was a
perfectly just, though inprovable, accusation

"This is a time of energency, Grayth," said the Mother softly. "I will give
you the twenty-four hours you demand, however. And your conpani on, Deya

"Decalon, let these two be taken to the fifteenth cell in the House of the
Rocks. "

The Decal on and her squad of ten noved forward. Grayth turned to Deya, a
slight smile on his lips, as the Ten surrounded them Back toward the great
pillared corridor |eading off into unseen distances, |lighted by dw ndling atom
flames, the guards |ed them

"The House of the Rocks. This, then, is the runored prison of the Sam Ware
Ware— Grayth called mentally.

"I amcomng, Gayth. | will join you in an hour. You need not cal
continuously as | have nade rapport with you and can foll ow your normal

t houghts. The sky, as | suggested, is becom ng overcast. It will be a very
dark night"

"W could not |eave unaided," sighed Deya. "I do not believe it would be



probabl e." Gayth | aughed uneasily.

Grayth noved about the cell restlessly. The Decal on and her squadron were
gone, down that tube that had brought them The single huge old Sarn that

served as warden, turnkey and guard had set the tunmblers on the steel door
and left with soft, shuffling toe pads.

Grayth stopped in the center of the room his head high and tense, furrows of
concentration on his forehead. Deya, in her chair, sat notionless, her
deep- bl ue eyes cl ouded in sudden thought. She rose slowy, a nagnificent

t hrowback to a race five thousand years forgotten, a viking s daughter
bearing a golden tan of the nore southern sun of this region, but golden

hai red and bl ue eyed, tall and powerful.

Slow y her eyes cleared, and a slight frown of understanding met Grayth's
eyes. "There are Sarn close by. At least a dozen. And if those Sarn are
prisoners here, then all the Mdther's | aboratories have been stripped of
talent," she said softly.

"Echoes," thought Grayth sharply. "Do not use voice."

Deya sniled. "They do, and yet no intelligible word is audi ble. The echges do
not carry words; they carry sounds, confusing, blended, interm ngled sound.
And concentration on tel epaths m ght make inpressions on instruments, where
normal thought did not. Perhaps speech is better."

Grayth nodded. "There are a dozen Sarn, at least, all scientists. They are in
the cell above, the cell below, the cells on each side. And the only clear
things of their thoughts that | can nake is—Aesir—and instrunents."

"I"ve found that shaft," came Ware's thoughts. "I haven't traced every circuit
of the palace for nothing, and as the pal ace el ectrotechnician, |'ve found
many that were not on my charts. The sky is beconing heavily overcast. It will
be very dark indeed. I will join you shortly."

The Mother pointed silently. Across the room a section of rock had swing

asi de, and a broad signal board was reveal ed. A green light blinked
irregularly, then went out. A blue bulb wi nked for a noment, and died in turn,
as a yellow bulb glowed steadily. "By the shaft, then. The air is not open to
him" The Mdthers of the Cities stirred restlessly. A second yel -

low light flashed. "If he goes bel ow the sixth | evel =+ suggested the Mther of
Dur ban.
"The cage will remain down there, but probably he will not. He wal ked through

a solid wall once; he may wal k through solid rock." Athird and fourth bulb
flashed. The Mbdther watched quietly. The Mothers of Cities tensed as the fifth
lighted. Abruptly it was out, and in sudden succession the blue and green

bul bs w nked.

"He knew," said the Mther, alnost approvingly. "The car did not fall. Go."

A section of rock wall swung open. Silently the Mdthers of Cties vani shed
behind it, and with themwent the tall figures of the guards. The rock swung
to. The Mdther, alone on her tall throne, saw a darkening of the farther
lights of the long corridor

Aesir stood again before the Mther, a blackness, a thing that was not bl ack
but was bl ackness incarnate. A thing some seven feet in height, vaguely
manl i ke in form



The Mother's thin lips smiled. "You have shrunk, Aesir. Have sone of those
billions of wills you nentioned | eft you, then?"

A voice stirred in her mind, a respecting, yet |aughing voice. "Perhaps that
may be it; a fewwlls nore of cold nmetal than warm human flesh. But for the
good of my race, two wills you hold captive nust be freed. For this | have
cone agai n. And—perhaps that you and those who wait in five adjoining cells
may know me sonewhat better

"I amthe crystallization of a billion, and nore than a billion wills, Mther
of the Sarn."

"There are no humans here; the Sarn need no such tales." The Mther noved
annoyedl y.

"It is notale; it is pure fact. This blackness is their product, not as,
perhaps, | mght explain to humans, but still their product." The voice that
stirred soundless in the Mother's nmind smled.

The Mot her nodded slowy in conprehension. "WIIls and knowl edge. That nay be.
W seek a new bal ance, you and I|."

"W seek a new bal ance, your race and mine," corrected that blackness. "You
and | mght reach a balance in this mnute, if it were we two al one. The

bal ance woul d be—+hat your plan went down to a depth that none, neither Sarn
nor human, knows, while | remained." "Yes," acknow edged the Mther. "I m ght
be wi ped out,

and you remain. But your race would go, and m ne renain, save that you al one
continued. "

"There is no need to exchange these thoughts; each knows the other to that
extent. Man has one great advantage over Sarn; that, as a race, man is nore
nearly devel oped to universal telepathy. A few of ny people can already talk
anong thensel ves; | have learned the different pattern that is Sarn tel epathy.
| can speak with you as Grayth cannot."

"Though he appears aware of Sarn thoughts when near us," sighed the Mther, "I
had not thought of that."

"W nake an exchange now," Aesir's thoughts |aughed. "You wanted observations
of my . . . ny body stuff. I will give you that, and in exchange—=

Aesir stepped forward, and swept fromthe long table the silver case that
cont ai ned the cl oaks of the Mther and the goggles. Simultaneously, the

Mot her's finger noved, and a carven bit of her high throne sank under it. From
unseen projectors, a shrieking hell of flame screaned out,

i ntol erabl e—bl asti ng—The rocky fl oor of the great chamber screaned and puffed
out in incandescent fury. The great table boomed dully in the corridors, a
sudden, expanding blot of livid gas. The nmad shrieking screaned and thundered
down the corridors, the floor of the vast cavern slunped in annihilation that
speared down through a hundred feet of rock in a single second of cosmc fury—

And died in silence. The Mot her dropped three curled arnms before her face,
blinking tear-blurred eyes. Aesir stood, blackness against fiery incandescence
of the cooling rocks, unsupported in the air. His formwas altered, a clunsy
thing with a strange, angular belly. An al nost rectangul ar protuberance. But
the thing was not rectangul ar; one corner was tw sted and bitten away.



"I never knew," said Aesir softly, "but | amcertain now, the world of the
Sarn was not so heavy as Earth. You nove slowy, Mbther."

Silently the bl ackness glided down the corridor, dwindling fromthe Mther's
sight. Furious golden eyes glittered after the hunched, disfigured mass.
Slowy the glitter faded fromher eyes, and a concentration of thought
appear ed, perhaps even a m schi evous tw nkl e of approbation

The Mother's finger touched another button, and instantly a score of
tense-faced guards | eaped through the door, clunmsy seem ng, funnel nouthed,
hand weapons ready. They'stopped at the door, staring at the fiery

i ncandescence in the floor

The Mothers of Cities crowded through their ranks, a slow, dawning smle of
satisfaction on their thin lips as they |ooked into the glow. The Mther of
Targlan took her seat slowly. "Then the revolution is ended," she said with
soft satisfaction.

The Mot her turned angry eyes on her. "Daughter," she asked bitterly, "do you
think I mount here weapons of the power | have in the Hall of Judgnment? | did
not turn that weapon on hi mbut on the cloaks. No nore than a corner of them
did | get; he noved too swiftly. My thoughts have been disturbed in this
energency, and | have not rested in fifty hours, or I would never have |eft
that case where he might reach it.

"Aesir nmust win on this exchange, for he will know what makes the Cl oak of the
Mot her, while | may know what nmakes the O oak of Aesir." The Mbdther | ooked
calmMmy down the long corridor, where a figure of hunched bl ackness turned into
a narrow cleft in the great wall of the rocky tunnel

The old Sarn warder of the House of Rocks had been instructed. The Sarn Mt her
had no desire to lose Sarn |lives—and she wanted Aesir in that grimcitadel

The warder, as Aesir appeared, turned away and |l eft the passages open to him

The invisible guards at the narrow cleft that led into the inpregnable citade
remai ned i nactive, wapped in invisibility.

Up the stairways carved in the glinting rock the Bl ackness strode. Down the
corridor to the gray steel door behind which Gayth's and Deya's m nds acted
as directive calls.

And—bet ween ranks and files of recording instruments set in every wall, in
every doorway he passed. Tiny atomflanmes finer than the slimmest wire reached
out to touch and feel at the black texture of his cloak. Unseen force fields
caressed delicately at the fringes of blackness. Boloneters and thernoneters
felt and sanpled the chill that poured fromthe blackness. Frigid air, |ike
chilled puddles, flowed fromthat blackness and trickled across the stone
floor behind him Wite of frost coated the corridor pavenent as he, in his
dead bl ackness, passed.

"G ayt h—beya—stand back fromthe door. The door will fade to a vague
transparency. Step through it instantly." Through the inpenetrabl e bl ackness,
the subtle nystery of thought reached out to contact and explain to the

i mpri soned humans.

The form ess bl ackness of Aesir's hand waved stubbily over the gray netal of
the door. As though that hand were a wet

cloth, the door a chal ked picture on slate, it vanished. Were the hand had
passed in quick circles, the grimnetal roiled and tw sted—and vani shed.



Deya's hand reached out uncertainly, touched the space where the door had been
to feel a vague opposition, as though a thick and incredibly viscous gassy
stuff remained. It was utterly w thout tenperature sensation. She |unged
through it sharply, overcome by an instant's strangling suffocation, then
stood beside Aesir in the corridor. Grayth joined themsilently.

"The cl oaks?" he asked.

"They are usel ess save for information. The Mther's rays cut through the
corner of the case, and cut strange patterns in them no doubt. You coul d not
use them Well have to go out as we are. Now come, and stay cl ose behind ne.
W nust put walls behind us, and that won't be easy."

"Can we go into the rock—er would that be inpossible?" Deya asked

Aesir's m sshapen hand pointed. Behind them the door of the cell was

bl ackness simlar to Aesir's own, a blackness rapidly congealing about two
bent shadows overl apping on the surface. Two shadows were Deya and G ayth had
passed through. A deadly chill was radiating fromthe door, a grow ng chil
tha”t sucked the light of the atomflane |anps in the ceiling, and ice from
the air.

"You felt that nonentary suffocation. You can't breathe inside that steel, or
i nside rock. And that condition of inter-penetrability is both tenporary and
frightfully treacherous. Wll have to go."

Ware went ahead, and now, as he passed the hair-fine atomflames that had
probed for his cloak, a finger pointed and shape cracklings of |ightning
snapped where the jet beam of bl ackness struck the probing beanms. Harm ess to
Aesir's bl ackness, they were hairlines of death to unshi el ded humans.

The flames ahead on their course abruptly sputtered and went out. The Sarn saw
no reason to | ose good instruments.

Down the stair, and out into the glare of the great atomflames lighting the
House of Rocks. "There are invisible guards,” said Aesir. "The Mdther, | take
it, warned themto let me pass in unhindered. They may seek to stop you—~

It was against the Mother's orders. But those Sarn guards, hi their eight-foot
power, in their contenpt for humans, in the pride they held that never had any
bei ng i nmprisoned in the

House of the Rocks escaped, raised unseen weapons toward G ayth and Deya.

A long, stretching finger of jet shot out from Aesir's stubby hand. Sonething
cracked in the air, darting lightnings and a wild, many-toned shriek of agony
chopped of f abruptly. A Sarn figure black as Aesir's jet stunbled from

not hi ngness and faded behind a swiftly forned white curtain of frost crystals.
The bl ack finger swept around, and the Sarn guards died in blue |ightnings and
bl ackness.

"Run, " commanded Ware. The three started down the straight narrow cleft that
led to the outer corridor. Aesir turned right, then right again, into a

| owroof ed tunnel. Another elevator bank, the cars undamaged. The heavy,

| ocked netal door faded under his hand to disclose a black shaft |eadi ng down
and up in enptiness to unseen depths and hei ghts. Anot her door—and anot her —

Then a car was found, and the three hastened through. Behind themin the main
corridor a heavy poundi ng of running feet and cl anki ng accouternents sounded.
The blunt, dull-glossed nose of a war-blast swerved clunsily round the



corridor with half a dozen giant Sarn tugging at it. Degravitized, it floated
free, but its tons of nass were clunsy and hard to manage there in narrow rock
corridors. Shouting, musical conmands twisted it into place, settled it, and
it thudded to the floor as the degravitizer was cut. Two Sam swung t he
trajectory controls, and a third held the | anyard ready.

Aesir reached for the controls of the elevator cab as the blast roared in
throaty fury at dissolving, flamng walls. The rock walls to the left and
right flared into deadly flame of dying atonms. And the view was | ost as the
transl ucency of the nmetal door snapped instantly into bl ackness, a blackness
that licked up the furious energy greedily and pulled with freezing fingers at
the heat of the two human bodi es within.

"That button, Grayth. Quickly. | cannot touch it through this cloak," Wre
shapped.

Grayth pushed the thing, one anong a bank of Hundreds. The floor of the cab
pushed agai nst them nmonmentarily, then a sense of weightless falling gripped
them as Ware's black finger pointed at sonething in the control mechani sm

Bl ackness and frightful cold drained every trace of warmh froma resistor in
the controls, and the full current drove through the degravitator control. The
car shot madly upward

"The Mot her has many of these cars wired with power cut-offs. If this is
one—as it probably is—and she learns in

time which car we took, she may cut out our circuit. If so—we still have one
chance, though |I have never dared try it."

"Better cut that resistance back in," said Grayth quietly. "Listen to the how
of the air above."

The shriek was mounting. Far above in the closed tube, conpressed by the
upward plunge of the tube-fitting car, the air was how ing through sone vent.
It was a vast organ pipe that changed its tune upward, upward—nore and nore
swiftly as the tube I ength shortened and the pressure nounted—

"I can't." Ware's hidden head shook. "The air pressure nust stop us. But not
until we reach the top of the building and the automatic safeguards go into
action. They'll cut the current in the car and apply brakes as we pass the
topnost floor. If the Mdther hasn't al ready—

The shriek mounted. Abruptly the drive of the car vani shed. Gayth, already
firmy gripping the carved cage walls, flung a protecting arm about Deya and
gripped nmore tightly. Aesir tunbled upward toward the roof of the cab

i nverted hinmself sonmehow in mdflight, and hung poi sed.

"Don't touch me," snapped Ware's thoughts in their mnds. "It would be deat h—=

A new sibilant hiss cut through the roar of the ah- in the tube above, and
Ware sighed in relief. "The Mother was too late. She cut the power—but not

bef ore we had cone so high, and so fast that the automatic safeguards tripped.
The energency brakes have gone on."

The decel eration died, and Ware fl oated back to the floor. The car was
stopped, was sinking slowy. It clicked again, and a ratchet | ocked somewhere
beneath their feet. The door of the car opened with a runble, and an outer
door slipped aside. The three stepped out into a corridor, a corridor |ighted
by the atomflanme | anps of the Sarn, |anps carved in al abaster and gol den
anber stone. They were in the uppernost floor of the Pal ace of the Sarn



Far below, the Sarn Mother | ooked thoughtfully at the little lighted col umm of
signal lanps. The City Mothers foll owed her gaze, furious as they saw the
doubl e red bul bs of the safety guard signals go on. "I amcurious," said the
Sarn Mother softly. "He froze the resistor in the degravitizer circuit with
his bl ackness, surely, to get any such mad clinb rate. But | have a thought
that Aesir does nothing that he does not know some remedy for, nor attenpt
anyt hi ng that he does not have some second, saving escape. Wat woul d he

have done had | been able to cut his power before he could reach the safety
trips?"

The City Mothers were not curious. They waited inpatiently as the Mther |et
seconds slip away w thout flinging a rank of guards about that upper floor

The Mot her made no nove. She saw no gain in throw ng her guards agai nst the
bl ackness, that, so far as she could see, had no weakness. She saw, rather
that her best policy was to wait the report of her scientists. Know edge was
t he power she needed now. That, and the power she already had; control over
all sources of the materials whose |ack rendered Aesir harnl ess—so far as
revol uti on went.

Aesir stood in the entranceway of the Hall of Judgment. Behind, through the
ever-open doors, the Gardens of the Sarn were visible. Aesir-\Ware-smiled. "I
said it mght be an overcast night," his thought whispered softly.

Grayth and Deya shivered. The gardens knelt before a wind that howed in

mani ac fury. In the reflected |ight that shone agai nst the | ow pressed sky, a
wrack of storm boiled overhead. And it was cold. The wind that shrieked across
the gardens was a breath of savage winter cutting through this sunmrer night.

"I think," said Ware, "that it will rain." As he spoke the sky burst into
flame. Vast tongues of lightning ripped across the sky, stabbing down to Earth
in a mghty network of electric fire. The air exploded with a blast of thunder
that rattled the mighty fabric of the Sarn Palace to its bones. Instantly the
fl oodgat es opened. The clouds split up and tunbled down in liquid streanms. The
shouting wind | ashed the water droplets before it in a horizontal spray that
was half falling water, half water slashed fromthe ground that was suddenly a
pond. The twinkling lights of the human city beyond the Sarn Cty walls were

suddenly gone. "Perhaps," said Ware pleasedly, "I used too nmuch." "You?"
gasped Grayth. "You did this?" "The Sarn hate cold, and they hate the wet nore
than any cat ever did. You'll find no Sarn | oose hi the gardens tonight. CQur

way should be clear to the gates.”

Deya shuddered and | ooked at Aesir's blackness. "That wind is cold; that rain
must be near sleet And | am dressed for June—not a February night."

"I used too nuch power,"
down to inexperience."

Ware shrugged. "I never did this thing before. Put it

"Experinental error," Gayth sighed. "CGods, nman, you've washed the city away.
Cone, let's start before we have to swim"

"Not yet," said Ware. "l've sonmething else to do. The Mther wanted to study
this blackness of mne. Wll, by all the gods there are, 1'll give her all she
wants. |'Il make her think again before she sunmons Aesir for her pleasure!”

He turned about and faced into the great Hall of Judgnent. It was magnificent
beneath the dimlight of a fewbig lanps. It was jet stone and chrone, gold
and sparkling, inlaid crystal. Aesir's arm becane a funnel of blackness that



pointed in slow circles around the room Were that arm passed, the sparkle of
pol i shed stone and shining netal or gem vani shed. It became a dead bl ackness.
The wal |l s ceased to have the appearance of walls, but became enpty spaces that
stretched off to some eternity of night.

The glint and whi sper of the atomflames died away; their strong light dulled
to somnet hi ng sonber and depressing.

And col d—ol d well ed out of the place in a tangible flood. The humans shivered
violently and fled fromthe doorway that dripped, suddenly, with frozen mst.
Puddl ed air, chilled near its freezing point, it seenmed, flowed down the walls
and out the door. A breeze sprang up, a throaty gurgle of air rushing into the
roomat the top of the great door to rush out at the bottomin a freezing,
unseen torrent.

Grayth and Deya hurried aside, shivering in unbearable chill. The torrent of
air poured out, across the vestibule to the entranceway of the palace. It

fl owed down the steps, and as they watched, the howing rain turned to snow
and froze as sleet on the stone.

"Yes," said Ware in satisfaction, "the Sarn hate cold. It will be a nonth
before that roomis habitabl e again. Now cone."

He wal ked through the flood, and down the steps toward the wi ndl ashed gardens.
The wind how ed by him swirled around his cloak of blackness, and the figure
was outlined in white that swirled and glinted in the faint |ight radi ated
fromthe building. Behind him Gayth and Deya nmade their way, white figures
agai nst the bl ackness. In a nonment they were | ost behind driving, glistening
curtains of rain.

They were soaked and freezing in an instant. In his arms Gayth felt Deya
shivering violently. "Ware," he called abruptly. "Ware—go on; we will neet
you. We can follow that blackness only by the snow that forns around you, and

on a night like this, may | be cursed if | follow a wal king snowstorm [|'m
freezing now, and Deya, too."

"Frozen," the girl chattered.

"I can't cut off this shield,” Ware answered. 'The instrunents aren't

i nsul ated well enough. If water touches them—there'll be neither Sarn nor
human city to squabble over. Meet ne at ny house. You can find your way?"

"I think so," nodded Grayth, shivering.

"Strike for the road. It will glow tonight, as usual. And there will be no
Sarn upon it, with this liquid blizzard howing."

"Good." Grayth and Deya set out half-running. Black wi nd and water thundered
t hrough the gardens. The sky expl oded once nore in blinding Iight, the waves
of sound rocking the ground beneath their feet so that even half-frozen as
they were, they felt its shaking.

In the rock of that wild night, no eyes saw Grayth and Deya reach their goal
Rain in solid, blinding sheets hid themas they slipped between w nd-bowed
trees to Ware's snall stone cottage, into its unlighted doorway. Ware's hand
found Grayth's, and led the shivering, dripping pair through the tiny room
abruptly brilliant in the explosion of another lightning flash. At the far
wal I, Ware funbled at a stone that grated and noved. Silently he | ed them down
to a yet smaller roomlined with rough granite. The stone above them swung



back, and a light sprang up. But again Ware was funbling, and again he |led

t hem down, down to a rnusty cavernous place, walled with age-rusted steel
supported by rusted colums of steel hidden at the heart of thicker

col ums—stal agmites and stal actites forned about and buttressing the corroded
net al

"The ol d subway," Ware explained. "It goes for a quarter of a mle in that
direction and nearly a nile in the other before cave-ins block it. A, you
see, beneath the human city—and nost at a depth of nore than one hundred and
twenty feet. My lab's over here." It was set up on the concrete platformof a
forgotten station.

"But here-strip off those wet things and stand before these heaters." Wire
turned to a crude control panel, and a network of iron bars grew warm hot,
then faintly red as a wel cone heat poured out.

"Do we hide," asked Deya softly, "or frankly return?"

"If," said Ware sadly, "I knew how much | onger this queer status of
hal f -reveal ed hal f-conceal ed revolt was going to con-

tinue before | could get somewhere, we nmight be in a better position to know
what to do."

"Whi ch nmakes nme wonder, Ware. Hal f-conceal ed hal f-reveal ed, | nmean. The
Mot her' s Cl oaks have the goggles to make vision possible. | don't know what
t hat bl ackness of yours is—beyond that it is infernally cold; I'mstil

congeal ed—but if no ray can pierce it, pray tell me how you see where you are
goi ng. "

Ware | ooked up, laughing. "I don't. Yet | found nmy way across that swanp
called the Garden of the Sarn nore easily than you, tonight. The telepath is

t he answer—+ see through others' eyes. The Mdther told ne where the cl oaks
were hidden." He nodded toward the truncated case. "Wthout her eyes—'d never
have seen to reach them™

"Perhaps," said Deya, "if we knew better what you have, and what you | ack, we
could help nmore efficiently.™

"Perhaps," suggested Grayth grimy, "you can wash the blasted Sarn out of
their city. Another such 'overcast night' and you may do it."

"The Sarn City's higher than we are.”
cold and wet better than theirs."

Ware sniled. "But our people do stand

"But," said Deya, "it isn't practical —or fast enough. Wat have you there? My
slow y thawi ng bones give me a very personal interest in that cloak of yours."

Ware sighed gustily, "It's hard to explain. About ninety percent of it isn't
in words, or explainable in words. It's a mathematical concept that has
reality.

"Wherefore | will now give you a typical pre-Sarn anal ogy, because neither you
nor Grayth can get pictures frommathematics. It's a | anguage, you know-as
much a | anguage as the one we normally speak, or the Sarn | anguage. Some terms
you can translate, and sone can't be. For instance x2+y2=c2 {5 mat hematics

| anguage for 'circle.' | will give you anal ogi es which | guarantee are not
sound, and neatly conceal the truth. But | can't do any better

"Dirac, a physicist of the pre-Sarn days, explained the positron as a whole in



a continuum of electrons in negative energy states. Space, he said, was
completely filled with el ectrons possessed of negative energies. It was ful
to the brim and overflowed into the electrons we can detect—erdi nary matter
el ectrons.

"Shortly before the Sarn cane, nen were devel oping hints that there m ght be
nmore to that. There was. Electrons in positive energy states, when vibrated,
gave off radiati on—

light, heat, and so on. If you use energy concentrated enough, you can vibrate
el ectrons in negative energy states. You mght say they give off negative
energy radiation. They produce photons of energy in negative energy states.

"As | said, it's an analogy that | can't honestly describe, but the effect is
radi at ed negative energy. Radiant cold or radi ant darkness or radi ant
| ack- of - X-rays—what ever you want.

"Ener gy being conserved, of course, the result is that the source of that

radi ati on, instead of consum ng energy; gives it off. My pack does not radiate
negative energy; it sets up a condition in the air about me that makes the air
atons radi ate negative energy.

"The atomic flane the Mdther turned on nme satisfied, to sone extent, the
raveni ng demand for energy that negative energy setup caused. The force that
makes the air atons radiate in that way nakes them unstabl e—sort of splits
theminto two parts, two hal f-forned atons of matter. In that state, neither
half is real, but each has a terrible demand for sufficient mass—n the form
of energy—to raise it to reality. In that nedian state, matter is

i nterpenetrable. W wal k through steel doors and stone floors, for instance.
It will hang on that unstable point of half-and-half nmomentarily, before
re-forming to matter. It's as dependable as a rattlesnake or a 'tane' tiger
While we're interpenetrating, it may fall off that delicate bal ance and
consume our nmass-energy in re-formng. Wien Sarn guards send atomi c fl anes
after us, the unstable nmatter greedily drinks in the energy, and starts
definitely toward reforming with the air of that energy. If |left alone,
one-hal f of the seniatons absorbs the other half, and it's normal again. In
the neantime, it's black. And col d—+ike the Mother's Hall of Judgnent right
NOW.

"When the Mother's beans were tearing at me, the energy was actively naking
extra atons of air. It didn't make any difference what kind of beam she
used—the energy was consumed. Her atom c flanme had |ots of power—and nade a
ot of air. Her curious atomdisruption beamdidn't carry nmuch energy, but the
particul ar formof the beamwas nost deadly. The form passed through ny shield
qui te unchanged, theoretically. But the energy had been renoved fromit.

"Naturally, the Mdther's physicists are badly puzzled now by a conpletely
unani nous report of 'nothing' on the part of then- instruments. None of them
of course, read bel ow absolute zero. That shield has a tenperature of -55, ooo
Absol ut e—er thereabouts.

"I could wipe out the Sarn very readily. But"-Ware shrugged his
shoul ders—they'd wi pe out all humans while | was at it."

"What do you need?"

"An hour," Ware sighed. "One hour—n the Sarn workshops. A few pounds of

nmol ybdenum some wi re-draw ng apparatus, a few ounces of scandi um and speci al
gl ass-bl owi ng machi nery. Then |'d have a duplicate of this toy of nine that
woul d protect this whole city for fifty mles about”



"I'n other words," said Grayth, smiling slightly, "if you could drive the Sarn
out, you could drive them away."

"Precisely," acknowl edged Ware. "Which is conforting, if useless."

Deya rubbed her left armw th her right hand thoughtfully, and turned sideways
to the heater. "How far," she asked, "will your present apparatus reach?"
"That, too, is helpful." Ware grinned. "Just about far enough to bl anket
conpletely the Sarn Gty. | could protect that against any attack. But not, by
any neans, the human city."

"That m ght hel p, though." Deya nodded. "I have sonething in nmind. My dress is
dry, if somewhat crunpled. Could you get us sonmething to eat, Ware? My chil
had left me hungry." "Wat's your thought?" asked Ware eagerly, half
an-noyedly. The* telepaths did not carry thoughts the wearer w shed to
conceal .

"I ... 1'"d rather talk with Gayth first." Deya shook her head slowy. "I may
be wrong."

Resi gnedly, Ware went up the crude stairway, up to the kitchen of his cottage
one hundred and fifty feet above. Deya | ooked at Grayth as each in turn pulled
of f the tel epath.

Deya pull ed on her dress, snoothing the still slightly danp crinkles down.
"How i s Sinons, Gayth?"

Grayth | ooked at her in slight puzzlement, his shirt half on. "Hopel ess, as
you know-but why do you ask now? He could not help us, anyway."

Deya's lips set in a slight, tight smle, her eyes bright and thoughtful. "I'm
not so sure, Grayth. Not ... so ... sure. Ware has said that anything that he
can run through an anplifier can be recorded, hasn't he? And if it can be
recorded, it could be rebroadcast on a different wavel ength, perhaps—

Grayth started, went rigid. "By Aesir and all the gods of Earth! Deya! What
fantastic i dea have you now? That man is nad, horribly, |oathsonely nad—

"Negative energy," said Deya shortly, deft fingers arranging her hair. "If we
could make the Sarn give up without fighting—n despair and hopel essness—And
there are energies other than those purely physical ones that the Sam are so
t hor oughly equi pped to resist."

Grayth stood silent for a nonent, his swift-working mnd forgetting for the
nmonent the task of driving his tired body. "You ve talked with Dr. Wsson?" he
asked intently.

Deya nodded slowy, "Yes—ust this norning," then thought a nmonent before
going on. "O rather yesterday. It will be drawn in about three hours, if the
storm has stopped. W should bring himhere before then. You see what | have
in mnd?"

"Yes! |I'll have Carron—

Ware came down the steps, slowy, bearing two trays with bread and cheese and

cold nmeat, some cups, cream and coffee. "If you will use those beakers for the
water, the |aboratory hot plates for a stove, Deya, |'d prefer your coffee to
mne." "Ware," asked Grayth tensely, "can you record a thought—a telepath



t hought ?"

Ware stopped, brows suddenly furrowed. "Record it? Why? |'ve never tried—t's
easier to think it again." "Could it be done?" "Hmmm... yes. | think so."

"How | ong to make the apparatus?" Grayth asked anxiously.

Ware hesitated. Shrugged. "A few hours. | can nake that Tel epath apparatus,
because of its very nature, has to be tiny. A few grains of the hard-to-get
el ements go a | ong way when the whol e apparatus is |less than a cubic
mllinmeter in volune. But it takes tine. A recorder and reproducer—say, two
days, once | get the design. | think... yes, | know!| can do it."

Grayth swept the telepath back to his head. Rapidly his thoughts drove out.
"Carron—€arron— "Yes?" Sleepily Carron responded to the call. "It's three
hours to dawn. Carron—this must be done before the first people stir. Get
Chrman, the instrunment naker, to Ware's at once. There are telepaths to be
made. Get Dr. Wesson and tell himto call at Ware's. Then rouse one of the
other men to receive and transmt ny orders and get sone sleep yourself.

"Now, Ware, draw out the plans for the parts you'll need for that apparatus,
so Chrman can start while you get sone

sleep. Oh . . . you can, | assume, make some translator arrangenment that will
twi st human t hought to Sarn tel epath | evel s?"

"Eh? Human to Sarn | evel s—+ don't know about that. |'ve been working on that
probl em on and off for weeks."

"Good—t'lIl be on, and not off, now If you can do that, Ware, we win Earth
agai n!"
The thing was incredibly tiny. It lay in Ware's palm two small, inclosed

reel s connected by a bridge of bulging netal, the size, perhaps of a half
peanut, between two slices of inch-thick steel rod. But the worknmanshi p was
wonderfully fine.

"This is only the reproducer," Ware sighed. H s eyes were red and weary. "The
recorder is there. You said that needn't be portable. And it records, as you
wanted, in Sarn-type bands fromthe human thoughts, on a silver ribbon. The
ri bbon is endless, and repeats as long as this little spring i s wound.

"Now, may | ask what you want of it? |I've concentrated so on this that no
question could enter my mind, | think. How is recorded thought to dislodge the
Sarn? By repeating, 'CGo away—go away.' Endl essly? Tel epat hic commands have no
nore force than words, you know. "

"Not if they are resisted," Deya acknow edged. "But they can enter bel oV
conscious strength level. Do you want to see who—why—

The stone above noved. Grayth and Deya and Ware | ooked up. Only the heavily
sl eepi ng, exhausted GChrman remai ned unconsci ous of the intruder

"Down, Sinons," said Dr. Wsson's voice. There was a gentle urgency init, a
pitying yet firmtenderness. A pair of feet appeared, slowy, wearily, with an
air of terrible, unending exhaustion—+tired beyond all rest, msery and

hopel essness subtly expressed in the dull, shanbling descent of those heavy
feet.

Loosely, mserably they came down the long flight, their nechanical, rhythmc



drumm ng a nmuffled beat of defeat. The nman canme into view H s figure was | ax,
powerful Iy muscl ed arns and shoul ders bent under a soul -deadeni ng wei ght of
overwhel m ng despair. Down—down—

"Down, Sinons." The doctor's voice was weary with a queer despair caught
somehow from that doom wei ghted figure

Ware turned slowy to | ook at Deya, at G ayth. "Wo is he-—Si nobns?"

They did not answer, and he turned back to | ook at the figure that stood
unnovi ng now beneath the powerful lights of this buried | aboratory. H s face
was pale and lined, powerful with the strength drained fromit, set in a dead
mask of uncaring despair. H s eyes were black, black pits that | ooked w thout
hope, or hope of hope, into the keen gray eyes of Aesir.

Ware felt something within himchill under the -gaze of those eyes that no

| onger cared or hoped. The soul beyond them was not dead and | onged for death.
The lights of the bright room seened cold and drear. Fatigue and hopel essness
of the endl ess struggl e agai nst the overwhel mi ng Sarn surged up in Wre,

hopel essness and despair so deep he did not mind that the cause was | ost

bef ore—

He tore his eyes away. "Deya—hi the nane of the gods, what-—who-—what is this
thi ng!" he gasped.

"That is negative energy, Ware. That is the negative energy of the mnd, the
bl ackness of Aesir applied to all hope, all anbition. He is mad; he is a manic
depressive. He has no hope, no thought of escape fromthat negative hell of
despair that is beyond despair. He is mad, for no sane m nd coul d conceive

t hat awful blackness, the hopel essness that is a positive, devouring force
that infests his being.

"If ever his mind should start to nmend, he will beconme a suicidal nmaniac,
driven to kill hinself hi any way he can, at any horrible expense. He cannot
thi nk of that escape now. That is struggle, that is in itself a hope—and he
has none. To conceive of death as an escape is to hope, to believe that
somet hi ng better can be.

"That is beyond hi mnow, for hope-struggle—effort to escape—all involve a wll
that mind has |ost.

"He is nad, Ware, because no mnd can hold the terrible despair his thoughts
now know and remnain sane.

"Record his thoughts. Record themthere on that silver ribbon. Record that
hopel essness that knows no resistance, no will to struggle. Record it, and
broadcast that through the Sarn Gity!"

The Sarn Mt her sat notionless at the high wi ndow of her tower, dull eyes

| ooki ng out over the Gardens of the Sarn. Rich cloaks and heavy bl ankets

wr apped her—usel ess things. The cold seeped through to her bones and drank her
war nt h. The great chanmber, w ndowed on every side, was darkened

by a heavy gloom chilled by a cold that had grown slowy through the hours
and the days she had sat here, alnost un-noving. The bl eak, cold stone of the
wal s was damp with a cold sweat of mpisture. Great heaters in the walls ran
at red heat and the dark air drank their warnth. Magnificent atomflanme | anps
rustled softly in the high ceiling; their faint, silken whisper nunbled
nmeani ngl ess in her ears, and their strong light had lost its sparkle. Sone
subtl e change in the air nade it seemgray and very col d.



The sun did not shine here. A cold, steady rain beat down on the gardens
bel ow, ran endl essly over the clear w ndow panes, stirring under vague,
listless winds. The sun did not shine here. Through the fog of slowy dripping

rain, beyond the limts of her gardens, the sun shone. It was brilliant there,
she knew, a bright, hot sun sparkling in the bright clean air. It was June out
there. The year was dead here, dead in a creeping, growing chill that burdened
the Iand. The creeping, growing chill of—

That hellish thing of blackness. Al nost, she felt angered at it, squatting
there, dejected, black, unutterably woeful in the center of her gardens. O
what had been her gardens. R was a ravaged pl ace now, plowed and harrowed by
how i ng beans of atomic death, a shrieking incandescent effort to nove that
crouched thing of blackness. It had neant only the destruction of one slight
spot of beauty in a dreary, cold world.

But that meant little, for there was no beauty now, or ever would be again.
Only the chill that stole the heat fromthe air, the walls, her tired old body
and the subtle darkness that cut through the brilliance of the atomflanes and
left Iight without sparkle, colors that all tinged gray.

A finger stirred listlessly and pressed a control. No, it was over. Full heat.
She had known that; what sense to try again what she had tried a thousand

ti mes before during these endl ess, sleepless days that changed only from one
shade of gray to a deeper black

Dul | eyes | ooked at the sweating walls. Cold, stone walls. Wen had it ever
been that she had ordered stone? Warm marbl es of rose and green. Varn®? The
rose of dying day before night's chill. The green of endless arctic ice. It
nocked her and drove its chill to her age-old body.

Age-ol d. Unendi ng years that had wheel ed and roll ed while she waited, useless.
Waited for the coming of her people, or when she m ght again seek in space.
Usel ess years of fruitless attenpts to learn that one, |ost secret of speed
bettering

light's swift flight. Lost—+ost with the ten trained Samthat died those four
t housand years gone in the blasting of this city once called New York. Too
much el se she'd had to do then to learn that secret.

Ti me she had now, four thousand wheeling years. But now she could not |earn;
it eluded her dulled mnd, and the weakened mi nds of the decadent race.

As Aesir eluded her, and squatted miserable in the nmidst of msery his works
had brought.

She stirred. The cold worked through. Hot food, hot drinks—they warned a
nonent, then added dead, cold mass to the chill within her. A deadness that,
she knew now, had been within her before this gloomng chill had nade her nore
aware. Her Sarn were weak; the soft product of an easy world, too sanely
organi zed to require of them sharp, sharpening conpetition in endeavor.

And she was old. Imortality she had, and everlasting youth of tissue. But the
mnd grew old and dull, the courses of its thoughts narrowed and chilled wth
years and mllenniuns that passed. She was never to recall that exact age—but
what matter? A stupid thing. What mattered that she thought of it or not; the
years had passed, they'd graved their mark and narrowi ng on her. And on her
race.

They had weakened. Humanki nd had strengthened, grown with the years that



sapped the Sarn. Now, in her gardens, that hunched figure of dejection
squatted, chilling all her city, defying the mnds of all the Sarn. It had
been a matter of time, inevitable as the fated notion of the planets. And the
time had come. The humans were the stronger

The door behind her opened slowy, but her brooding eyes remained fixed on the
far wall till the intruder noved before her gaze. Barken Thil. Once, the

Mot her had thought her brilliant, hoped this physicist mght find the
forgotten secret of the speed drive. Now her eight-foot figure was shrunken

di nmed by the fog and gloomthat curdled the air about them "Yes?" The Mot her
spoke wearily.

"Not hi ng." The physicist shook her head. "It's usel ess, Mther of the Sarn
The bl ackness is there. No screen, no substance shuts it off. It registers no
nore than the cold we feel on our instrunents; they tell us only what we know,
that the ah- transmits less light, less heat. It is absorbed sonmehow, and yet
does not warmthereby. A vacuumtransmts energy as before—but we cannot live
in vacua

"Thard Nil o has gone mad. She sits on her stool and stares

at the wall, saying: 'The sun is warm. . . the sun is bright. The sun is warm
the sun is bright!' She will not nove save when we | ead her. She does

not resist—but she does not act."”

"The sun—+s warm" the Mther said softly. "The sun—s bright. The sun—rever

shines here now But the sun is bright and hot and the air is clean and dry in

Bi sh-\Wal n. "

The tired eyes | ooked up slowy toward the lax figure of the physicist. "I ...
I think I will visit. Bish-Waln. Were the sun is hot and bright and the air—

"l have never been there; never in all the tine Earth becanme ours, four

t housand years ago, have | left Sarn City. | have never seen Targlan of the
ever-blue skies and the ever-white nmountains. | have never seen Bish-Waln in
t he gol den sands ... the hot sands.
"I think that now, before humanity rises finally, | should like to see it. |
think ... yes, perhaps | will go."

Two hours later, she roused herself to give orders, vaguely, and hours |ater
to enter her ship. The chill |eaked out of netal and crystal as fromthe cold,
green stone. She stared bl ankly through the rai n-washed wi ndows as the

gl oom crowned gardens and the Sara City dropped behind. One nore ship rose
slowy, listlessly behind her. Vaguely, she wondered thaj so few Sarn had been
still there that these two ships could carry all.

For the first tine in four thousand years she was |eaving her city. For the
first time in four thousand years no Sarn remained in SamCity.

The cl ouds and gl oom were suddenly below, a dull grayness that heaved and
withed like a living done over Sarn City. June sunlight angled fromthe
setting redness in the west across the human city stirring vaguely there

bel ow. A warmth she had not known hi six unendi ng days shot through her

anci ent body, and a blissful ness of sleep | apped her as the ship accel erated
strongly, confidently, toward the sparkling waters beyond, toward Bi sh-Waln,
bright and hot in the gol den Sahara.

Her eyes cl osed, and she did not see through the dissolving clouds to the
bl ack figure that slowly rose erect, nor to the ordered division of the |egion



of peace that marched toward the bl ank, silent wi ndows of the Sarn Pal ace.
Behi nd them cane a | oose group of work-clad nmen to di sperse anong the dead,
lightless shops of this, the city that had marked the | anding of the Sarn.



