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City
Clifford D. Simak

EDITOR'S PREFACE

These are the Soriesthat the Dogs tell when the fires burn high and the wind is from the north. Then
each family circle gathers at the hearthstone and the pups sit silently and listen and when the story's done
they ask many questions.

"What isMan?" they'll ask.

Or perhaps. "What isacity?'

Or "What isawar?'

Thereisno postive answer to any of these questions. There are suppositions and there are theories
and there are many educated guesses, but there are no answers.

Inthe family circle, many a storyteller has been forced to fdl back on the ancient explanation that it is
nothing but astory, there is no such thing asaMan or city, that one does not search for truthinasmple
tale, but takesit for its pleasure and lets it go at that.

Explanations such as these, while they may do to answer pups, are no explanations. One does search
for truth in such smpletalesasthese.

The legend, consisting of eight tales, has been told for countless centuries. So far as can be
determined, it has no historic starting point; the most minute study of it failsentirely to illustrate the stages
of itsdevelopment. Thereisno doubt that through many years of telling it has become stylized, but there
isno way to trace the direction of its ylization.

That it isancient and, as somewriters claim, that it may be of non-Doggish originin part, is borne out
by the abundance of jabberwocky which studs the tales-words and phrases, (and worst of al, ideas)
which have no meaning now and may have never had ameaning. Through telling and retelling, these
words and phrases have become accepted, have been assigned, through context, a certain arbitrary
vaue. But thereis no way of knowing whether or not these arbitrary values even approximate the origina
meaning of the words.

Thisedition of thetaeswill not attempt to enter into the many technica arguments concerning the
exigtence or nonexistence of Man, of the puzzle of the city, of the severa theories rdating to war, or of
the many other questions which arise to plague the student who would seek in the legend some evidence
of itshaving rootsin some basic or higtoric truth.

The purpose of thisedition isonly to give the full, unexpurgated text of the tales asthey findly stand.
Chapter notes are utilized to point out the mgjor points of speculation, but with no attempt at dl to
achieve conclusions. For those who wish some further understanding of the tales or of the many points of
consderation which have arisen over them there are ample texts, written by Dogs of far greater
competence than the present editor.

Recent discovery of fragments of what originaly must have been an extensive body of literature has
been advanced asthe latest argument which would attribute at least part of the legend to mythological



(and controversid) Man rather than to the Dogs. But until it can be proved that Man did, in fact, exist,
argument that the discovered fragments originated with Man can have but little point.

Particularly significant or disturbing, depending upon the viewpoint that one takes, isthe fact that the
gpparent title of the literary fragment isthe same asthetitle of one of thetdesin the legend here
presented. Theword itsdf, of course, isentirely meaningless.

Thefirst question, of course, iswhether there ever was such acresture as Man. At the moment, in
the absence of positive evidence, the sober consensus must be that there was not, that Man, as presented
inthelegend, isafigment of folklore invention. Man may haverisenin the early days of Doggish culture
asanimaginary being, asort of racia god, on which the Dogs might cal for help, to which they might
retirefor comfort.

Despite these sober conclusions, however, there are those who seein Man an actua elder god, a
vigitor from some mystic land or dimensions, who came and stayed awhile and helped and then passed
on to the place from which he came.

There dtill are others who believe that Man and Dog may have risen together as two co-operating
animas, may have been complementary in the development of aculture, but that at some distant point in
time they reached the parting of the ways.

Of dl thedisturbing factorsin the tales (and they are many) the most disturbing is the suggestion of
reverence which isaccorded Man. It ishard for the average reader to accept thisreverence as mere
story-telling. It goesfar beyond the perfunctory worship of atriba god; one dmost inginctively feesthat
it must be deep-rooted in some now forgotten belief or riteinvolving the pre-history of our race.

Thereislittle hope now, of course, that any of the many areas of controversy which revolve about the
legend ever will be settled.

Here, then, are thetales, to be read as you seefit-for pleasure only, for some sign of historica
sgnificance, for some hint of hidden meaning. Our best advice to the average reader: Don't take them too
much to heart, for complete confusion, if not madness, lurks aong the road.

NOTESON THE FIRST TALE

Thereis no doubt that, of all the tales, the first is the most difficult for the casual reader. Not
only isits nomenclature trying, but its logic and itsideas seem, at first reading, to be entirely
alien. This may be because in this story and the next a Dog plays no part, is not even mentioned.
From the opening paragraph in thisfirst tale the reader is pitchforked into an utterly strange
situation, with equally strange charactersto act out its solution. This much may be said for the
tale, however-by the time one has laboured his way through it the rest of the tales, by comparison,
seem almost homey.

Overriding the entire tale is the concept of the city. While there is no complete under standing
of what a city might be, or why it should be, it is generally agreed that it must have been a small
area accommodating and supporting a large number of residents. Some of the reasons for its
existence are superficially explained in text, but Bounce, who has devoted a lifetime to the study
of the tales, is convinced that the explanation is no more than the clever improvisations of an
ancient storyteller to support an impossible concept. Most students of the tales agree with Bounce
that the reasons as given in the tale do not square with logic and some, Rover among them, have
suspected that here we may have an ancient satire, of which the significance has been lost.

Most authorities in economics and sociology regard such an organization as a city an
impossible structure, not only from the economic standpoint, but from the sociological and
psychological aswell. No creature of the highly nervous structure necessary to develop a culture,
they point out, would be able to survive within such restricted limits. The result, if it were tried,
these authorities say, would lead to mass neuroticismwhich in a short period of time would
destroy the very culture which had built the city.



Rover believes that in the first tale we are dealing with almost pure myth and that as a result
no situation or statement can be accepted at face value, that the entire tale must be filled with a
symbolism to which the key has long been lost. Puzzling, however, isthe fact that if itisa
myth-concept, and nothing more, that the form by now should not have rounded itself into the
symbolic concepts which are the hallmark of the myth. In the tale there is for the average reader
little that can be tagged as myth-content. The tale itself is perhaps the most angular of the
lot-raw-boned and slung together, with none of the touches of finer sentiment and lofty ideals
which are found in the rest of the legend.

The language of the tale is particularly baffling. Phrases such as the classic "dadburn the kid"
have puzzled semanticists for many centuries and there is today no closer approach to what many
of the words and phrases mean than there was when students first came to pay some serious
attention to the legend.

The terminology for Man has been fairly well worked out, however. The plural for this
mythical race is men, theracial designation is human, the females are women or wives (two terms
which may at one time have had a finer shade of meaning, but which now must be regarded as
synonymous), the pups are children. A male pup is a boy. A female pup a girl.

Aside from the concept of the city, another concept which the reader will find entirely at odds
with hisway of life and which may violate his very thinking, is the idea of war and of killing.
Killing is a process, usually involving violence, by which one living thing ends the life of another
living thing. War, it would appear, was mass killing carried out on a scale which isinconceivable.

Rover, in his study of the legend, is convinced that the tales are much more primitive than is
generally supposed, since it is his contention that such concepts as war and killing could never
come out of our present culture, that they must stem from some era of savagery of which there
exists no record.

Tige, who isalmost alone in his belief that the tales are based on actual history and that the
race of Man did exist in the primordial days of the Dogs' beginning, contends that thisfirst taleis
the story of the actual breakdown of Man's culture. He believes that the tale as we know it to-day
may be a mere shadow of some greater tale, a gigantic epic which at one time may have
measured fully aslarge or larger than to-day's entire body of the legend. It does not seem possible,
he writes, that so great an event as the collapse of a mighty mechanical civilization could have
been condensed by the tal€'s contemporaries into so small a compass as the present tale. What we
have here, says Tige, is only one of many tales which told the entire story and that the one which
does remain to us may be no more than a minor one.

CITY

Gramp Stevens sat in alawn chair, watching the mower at work, feding the warm, soft sunshine seep
into his bones. The mower reached the edge of the lawn, clucked to itsdlf like a contented hen, made a
neat turn and trundled down another swath. The bag holding the clippings bulged.

Suddenly the mower stopped and clicked excitedly. A pand in its Side snapped open and acranelike
arm reached out, Grasping sted fingers fished around in the grass, came up triumphantly with a stone
clutched tightly, dropped the stoneinto asmall container, disappeared back into the pand again. The
lawvn mower gurgled, purred on again, following its sweth.

Gramp grumbled at it with suspicion.

"Someday," hetold himsdlf, "that dadburned thing is going to missalick and have anervous
breakdown."

Helay back in the chair and stared up at the sun-washed sky. A helicopter skimmed far overhead.
From somewhere insde the house aradio cametto life and atorturing crash of music poured out. Gramp,



hearing it, shivered and bunkered lower in the chair.

Y oung Charlie was settling down for atwitch sesson. Dadburn the kid.

The lawn mower chuckled past and Gramp squinted at it malicioudy.

"Automatic,” hetold the sky. "Ever' blasted thing is automatic now. Getting so you just take a
machine off in acorner and whisper initsear and it scurries off to do the job."

His daughter's voice came to him out of the window, pitched to carry above the music.

"Fether!"

Gramp stirred uneasily. "Y es, Betty."

"Now, Father, you see you move when that lawn mower getsto you. Don't try to out-stubborn it.
After dl, it'sonly amachine. Last time you just sat there and madeit cut around you. | never saw the
best of you."

Hedidn't answer, letting his head nod a bit, hoping she would think he was adeep and let him be.

"Father," she dilled, "did you hear me?"

He saw it was no good. "Sure, | heard you," hetold her. "l wasjust flexing to move."

Herose dowly to hisfeet, leaning heavily on his cane.

Might make her fed sorry for the way she treated him when she saw how old and feeble he was
getting. Hed have to be careful, though. If she knew he didn't need the cane at dl, sheld be finding jobs
for him to do and, on the other hand, if helaid it on too thick, she'd be having that fool doctor in to pester
him again.

Grumbling, be moved the chair out into that portion of the lawn that had been cut. The mower, rolling
past, chortled a him fiendishly.

"Someday," Gramptold it, "I'm going to take a swipe at you and bust agear or two."

The mower hooted at him and went serenely down the lawn. From somewhere down the grassy
dreet came ajangling of meta, astuttered coughing.

Gramp, ready to St down, straightened up and listened.

The sound came more clearly, the rumbling backfire of abalky engine, the clatter of loose metdlic
parts.

"An automobilel" yelped Gramp. "An automobile, by cracky!"

He started to gdlop for the gate, suddenly remembered tha the was feeble and subsided into arapid
hobble.

"Must be that crazy Ole Johnson," hetold himsdf. "He'sthe only oneleft that's got a car. Just too
dadburned stubborn to giveit up.”

It was Ole.

Gramp reached the gate in time to see the rusty, dilapidated old machine come bumping around the
corner, rocking and chugging along the unused street. Steam hissed from the over-heated radiator and a
cloud of blue smoke issued from the exhaust, which had logt its muffler five years or more ago.

Olesat galidly behind the whed, squinting his eyes, trying to duck the roughest places, athough that
was hard to do, for weeds and grass had overrun the streets and it was hard to see what might be
underneeth them.

Gramp waved his cane.

"Hi, Ole," he shouted.

Ole pulled up, setting the emergency brake. The car gasped, shuddered, coughed, died with a
horriblesgh.

"What you burning?' asked Gramp.

"Littlebit of everything," said Ole. "Kerosene, some old tractor il | found out in abarrel, some
rubbing adcohal.”

Gramp regarded the fugitive machine with forthright admiration. "Them wasthe days," he said. "Had
one mysdf used to be able to do ahundred milesan hour."

"Sill O.K.," said Ole, "if you only could find the stuff to run them or get the partsto fix them. Up to
three, four years ago | used to be able to get enough gasoline, but ain't seen none for along time now.
Quit making it, | guess. No use having gasoline, they tell me, when you have atomic power."



"Sure," said Champ. "Guess maybe that'sright, but you can't smell atomic power. Sweetest thing |
know, the smdll of burning gasoline. These here hdlicopters and other gadgetsthey got took al the
romance out of travelling, somehow."

He squinted at the barrels and baskets piled in the back seet.

"Got some vegetables?' he asked.

"Yup," said Ole. "Some sweset corn and early potatoes and afew baskets of tomatoes. Thought
maybe | could sdll them.”

Champ shook his head. "Y ou won't, Ole. They won't buy them. Folks has got the notion that this
new hydroponics stuff isthe only garden sassthat'sfit to eat. Sanitary, they say, and better flavoured.”

"Wouldn't give ahoot in atin cup for dl they grow in them tanksthey got," Ole declared,
belligerently. "Don't taste right to me, somehow. Like| tell Martha, food's got to be raised in the soil to
have any character.”

He reached down to turn over the ignition switch.

"Don't know asit'sworth trying to get the stuff to town," he said, "the way they keep the roads. Or
the way they don't keep them, rather. Twenty years ago the state highway out there was a strip of good
concrete and they kept it patched and ploughed it every winter. Did anything, spent any amount of money
to keep it open. And now they just forgot about it. The concrete's all broken up and some of it has
washed out. Brambles are growing init. Had to get out and cut away atreethat fell acrossit one place
thismorning."

"Ain't it thetruth," agreed Champ.

The car exploded into life, coughing and choking. A cloud of dense blue smoke rolled out from under
it. With ajerk it stirred to life and lumbered down the street.

Gramp clumped back to his chair and found it dripping wet. The automatic mower, having finished its
cutting job, had rolled out the hose, was sprinkling the lawn.

Muttering venom, Gramp stalked around the corner of the house and sat down on the bench beside
the back porch. He didn't like to Sit there, but it was the only place he was safe from the hunk of
meachinery out in front.

For one thing, the view from the bench was dightly depressing, fronting asit did on Street after street
of vacant, deserted houses and weed-grown, unkempt yards.

It had one advantage, however. From the bench he could pretend be was dightly deaf and not hear
the twitch music the radio was blaring out.

A voice caled from the front yard.

"Bill! Bill, where beyou?'

Gramp twisted around.

"Here | am, Mark. Back of the house. Hiding from that dadburned mower."

Mark Bailey limped around the corner of the house, cigarette threatening to st fire to his bushy
whiskers.

"Bit early for the game, ain't you?" asked Grump.

"Can't play no gameto-day," said Mark.

He hobbled over and sat down beside Grump on the bench.

"Wereleaving," hesad.

Cramp whirled on him. "Y ou'releaving!"

"Y eah. Moving out into the country. Lucindafinaly talked Herb into it. Never gave him aminute's
peace, | guess. Said everyone was moving away to one of them nice country estates and she didn't see
no reason why we couldn't.”

Cramp gulped. "Whereto?"

"Don' rightly know," said Mark. "Ain't been there mysdf. To north some place. Up on one of the
lakes. Got ten acres of land. Lucinda wanted a hundred, but Herb put down hisfoot and said ten was
enough. After dl, one city lot was enough for al theseyears.”

"Betty was pestering Johnny, too," said Gramp, "but he's holding out againgt her. Says he smply can't



doit. Saysit wouldn't look right, him the secretary of the Chamber of Commerce and dl, if he went
moving away from the city."

"Folksare crazy,” Mark declared. "Plumb crazy.”

"That'safact,” Cramp agreed. "Country crazy, that's what they are. Look acrossthere.”

Hewaved his hand at the streets of vacant houses. "' Can remember the time when those places were
as pretty abunch of homes asyou ever laid your eyes on. Good neighbours, they were. Women ran
across from one back door to another to trade recipes. And the men folks would go out to cut the grass
and pretty soon the mowerswould al be sitting idle and the men would be ganged up, chewing the ft.
Friendly people, Mark. But look at it now."

Mark stirred uneasily. " Got to be getting back, Bill. Just snesked over to let you know we were
lighting out. Lucindas got me packing. She'd be soreif she knew I'd run out.”

Cramp rose iffly and held out hishand. "I'll be seeing you again? Y ou be over for onelast game?”

Mark shook hishead "Afraid not, Bill".

They shook hands awkwardly, abashed. " Sbure will missthem games,” said Mark.

"Me, too," said Gramp. "l won't have nobody once you're gone."

"Solong, Bill," said Mark.

"Solong," said Champ.

He stood and watched his friend hobble around the house, felt the cold claw of loneliness reach out
and touch him withicy fingers. A terrible londliness. The londliness of age-of age and the outdated.
Fercely, Gramp admitted it. He was outdated. He belonged to another age. He had outstripped histime,
lived beyond hisyears.

Eyesmisty, he fumbled for the cane that lay against the bench, dowly made hisway towardsthe
sagging gate that opened on to the deserted street back of the house.

The years had moved too fast. Y earsthat had brought the family plane and helicopter, leaving the
auto to rust in some forgotten place, the unused roadsto fal into disrepair. Y earsthat had virtually wiped
out thetilling of the soil with the rise of hydroponics. Y earsthat had brought cheap land with the
disappearance of the farm as an economic unit, had sent city people scurrying out into the country where
each man, for lessthan the price of acity lot, might own broad acres. Y ears had revolutionized the
congtruction of homesto a point where families smply waked avay from their old homesto the new
onesthat could be bought, custom-made, for less than half the price of aprewar structure and could be
changed at smal cost, to accommodate need of additional space or just apassing whim.

Gramp sniffed. Houses that could be changed each year, like one would shift around the furniture,
What kind of thing wasthat?

He plodded dowly down the dusty path that was al that remained of what afew years before had
been abusy residencia street. A street of ghosts, Cramp told himself-of furtive, little ghosts that
whispered in the night. Ghosts of playing children, ghosts of upset tricycles and canted coaster wagons.
Ghogts of gossiping housawives. Ghosts of shouted greetings. Ghosts of flaming fireplaces and chimneys
smoking of awinter night.

Little puffs of dust rose around his feet and whitened the cuffs of histrousers.

There wasthe old Adams place across the way. Adams had been mighty proud of it, he
remembered. Grey field sone front and picture windows. Now the stone was green with cregping moss
and the broken windows gaped with ghastly leer. Weeds choked the lawn and blotted out the stoop. An
elm tree was pushing its branches againgt the gable. Gramp could remember the day Adams had planted
that em tree.

For amoment he stood there in the grass-grown street, feet in the dust, both hands clutching the
curve of hiscane, eyes closed.

Through the fog of years he heard the cry of playing children, the barking of Conrad's yapping pooch
from down the street. And there was Adams, stripped to the waist, plying the shovel, scooping out the
hole, with the em tree, roots wrapped in burlap, lying on the lawn.

May, 1946. Forty-four years ago. Just after he and Adams had come home from the war together.



Footsteps padded in the dust and Gramp, Startled, opened his eyes.

Before him stood ayoung man. A man of thirty, perhaps. Maybe abit less.

"Good morning,” said Gramp.

"l hope," said the young man, "that | didn't sartle you."

"Y ou saw me standing here," asked Gramp, "like a danged fool, with my eyes shut?"

The young man nodded.

"l was remembering,” said Gramp.

"Youlive around here?’

"Just down the street. The last onein this part of the City."

"Perhgps you can hep methen.”

"Try me" said. Gramp.

The young man stammered. "Wdll, you seg, it'slikethis. I'm on asort of ... well, you might call it a
sentimenta pilgrimege-"

"l understand,” said Gramp. "Soam ."

"My nameis Adams," said the young man. "My grandfather used to live around here somewhere. |
wonder-"

"Right over there," said Gramp.

Together they stood and stared at the house.

"It was anice place once," Gramp told him. ™Y our grand-daddy planted that tree right after he came
home from thewar. | waswith him all through the war and we came home together. That was aday for
you..."
"It'sapity,” said young Adams. "A pity..."

But Gramp didn't seem to hear him. "Y our granddaddy?' he asked. "'l seem to have lost track of
him."

"He'sdead,” said young Adams. "Quite anumber of yearsago.”

"He was messed up with atomic power," said Gramp.

"That'sright,” said Adams proudly. "Got into it just as soon asit was released to industry. Right after
the M oscow agreement.”

"Right after they decided,” said Gramp, "they couldn't fight awar."

"That'sright,” said Adams.

"It's pretty hard to fight awar," said Gramnp, "when theré's nothing you canaim at."

"Youmeanthecities"" said Adams.

"Sure," said Granip, "and theré's afunny thing about it. Wave dl the atom bombs you wanted to and
you couldn't scare them out. But give them chegp land and family planes and they scattered just like so
many dadburned rabbits."

John |I. Webster was striding up the broad stone steps of the city hall when the walking scarecrow
carrying arifle under hisarm caught up with him and stopped him.

"Howdy, Mr. Webster," said the scarecrow.

Webster stared, then recognition crinkled hisface.

"It'sLevi," hesad. "How arethingsgoing, Levi?'

Levi Lewisgrinned with snagged teeth. "Fair to middling. Gardens are coming dong and the young
rabbits are getting to be good eating.”

"Y ou aren't getting mixed up in any of the hell raising that'sbeing laid to the _houses 7" asked
Webgter.

"No, sr," declared Levi. "Ain't none of us Squatters mixed up in any wrong-doing. Were
law-abiding God-fearing people, we are. Only reason we're thereiswe can't make aliving no place el se.
And usliving in them places other people up and Ieft ain't harming no one. Police arejust blaming usfor
the thievery and other things that's going on, knowing we can't protect oursaves. They're making usthe
goats.”

"I'm glad to hear that," said Webster. "The chief wantsto burn the _houses ."



"If hetriesthat," said Levi, "héll run againgt something he ain't counting on. They run us off our farms
with thistank farming of theirsbut they ain't going to run us any farther.”

He spat across the steps.

"Wouldn't happen you might have some jingling money on you?' he asked. "I'm fresh out of
cartridges and with them rabhbits coming up-"

Webster thrust hisfingersinto avest pocket, pulled out a half dollar.

Levi grinned. "That's obliging of you, Mr. Webgter. I'll bring amess of squirrels, comefdl.”

The Squatter touched his hat with two fingers and retreated down the steps, sun glinting on therifle
barrel. Webster turned up the steps again.

The city council sesson aready wasin full swing when he waked into the chamber.

Police Chief IJm Maxwell was standing by the table and Mayor Paul Carter wastalking.

"Dont you think you may be acting abit hagtily, Jm, in urging such acourse of action with the

houses 7'

"No, | don't,” declared the chief. "Except for acouple of dozen or so, none of those houses are
occupied by their rightful owners, or rather, their origind owners. Every one of them belongsto the city
now through tax forfeiture. And they are nothing but an eyesore and amenace. They have no vaue. Not
even savage vaue. Wood? We don't use wood any more. Plagtics are better. Stone? We use stedl
instead of stone. Not asingle one of those houses have any material of marketable vaue.

"And in the meantime they are becoming the haunts of petty criminas and undesirable dements.
Grown up with vegetation as the residentia sections are, they make a perfect hideout for al types of
criminas. A man commits a crime and heads straight for the _houses -once there hel's safe, for | could
send athousand men in there and he could dudethem dl.

"They aren't worth the expense of tearing down. And yet they are, if not amenace, at least a
nuisance. We should get rid of them and fire is the cheapest, quickest way. Weld use dl precautions.”

'What about the legal angle?' asked the mayor.

"I checked into that. A man has aright to destroy his own property in any way he may seefit solong
asit endangers no one dse's. The same law, | suppose, would apply to amunicipdity.”

Alderman Thomas Griffin sprang to hisfeet.

"You'd dienatealot of people,” he declared. "Y ou'd be burning down alot of old homesteads.
People till have some sentimentd attachments-"

"If they cared for them,” snapped the chief, "why didn't they pay the taxes, and take care of them?
Why did they go running off to the country, just leaving the houses standing. Ask Webster here. He can
tell you what success he had trying to interest the peoplein their ancestral homes.”

"Y ou're taking about that Old Home Week farce," said Griffin. "It falled. Of coursg, it failed.
Webster spread it on so thick that they gagged onit. That's what a Chamber of Commerce mentality
awaysdoes."

Alderman Forrest King spoke up angrily. "Theré's nothing wrong with a Chamber of Commerce,
Griffin. Smply because you failed in busnessisno reason...”

Griffinignored him. "The day of high pressureis over, gentlemen. The day of high pressureisgone
forever. Balyhoo is something that is dead and buried.

"The day when you could have tal-corn days or dollar days or dream up some fake celebration and
deck the place up with bunting and pull in big crowds that were ready to spend money is past these many
years. Only you fellows don't seem to know it.

"The success of such stunts as that was its gpped to mob psychology and civic loyaty. Y ou can't
have civic loyalty with acity dying onitsfeet. Y ou can't gpped to mob psychology when thereisno
mob-when every man, or nearly every man hasthe solitude of forty acres.

"Gentlemen," pleaded the mayor. "Gentlemen, thisis digtinctly out of order."

King sputtered into life, walloped the table.

"No, let'shaveit out. Webster is over there. Perhaps he can tell uswhat he thinks."

Webgter stirred uncomfortably. "I scarcely beieve,” hesad, "I have anything to say."

"Forget it," snapped Griffin and sat down.



But King still stood, hisface crimson, his mouth trembling with anger.

"Webgter!" he shouted.

Webster shook hishead. ™Y ou came here with one of your big ideas," shouted King. "Y ou were
goingto lay it before the council. Step up, man, and speak your piece.”

Webster rose dowly, grim-lipped.

"Perhaps you're too thick-skulled,” he told King, "to know why | resent the way you have behaved.”

King gasped, then exploded. "Thick-skulled! Y ou would say that to me. We've worked together and
I've helped you. Y ou've never caled methat before... you've-"

"I've never called you that before," said Webgter levelly. "Naturaly not. | wanted to keep my job."

"Widl, you haven't got ajob," roared King. "From this minute on, you haven't got ajob."

"Shut up,” said Webgter.

King stared at him, bewildered, asif someone had dapped him across the face.

"And st down," said Webster, and his voice bit through the room like asharp-edged knife.

King's knees caved beneath him and he sat down abruptly. The silence was lrittle.

"I have something to say,” said Webgter. " Something that should have been said long ago. Something
al of you should hear. That | should be the one who would tell it to you is the one thing that astounds me.
And yet, perhaps, as one who hasworked in theinterests of this city for dmogt fifteen years, | am the
logica oneto speak the truth.

"Alderman Griffin said the city isdying on itsfeet and his statement is correct. Thereisbut onefault |
would find with it and that isits understatement. The city... thiscity, any city... dready isdead.

"The city isan anachronism. It has outlived its usefulness. Hydroponics and the helicopter spelled its
downfal. Inthefirst instance the city was atribal place, an areawhere the tribe banded together for
mutua protection. In later yearsawall was thrown around it for additional protection. Then the wall
finally disappeared but the city lived on because of the conveniences which it offered trade and
commerce. It continued into modern times because people were compelled to live close to their jobs and
thejobswerein the city.

"But to-day that isno longer true. With the family plane, one hundred milesto-day isashorter
distance than five miles back in 1930. Men can fly several hundred milesto work and fly home when the
day isdone. Thereisno longer any need for them to live cooped up in acity.

"The automobile started the trend and the family planefinished it. Even inthefirst part of the century
the trend was noti ceable-a movement away from the city with itstaxes, its suffiness, amove towards the
suburb and close-in acreages. Lack of adequate transportation, lack of finances held many to the city.
But now, with tank farming destroying the value of land, aman can buy ahuge acreage in the country for
lessthan he could acity lot forty years ago. With planes powered by atomic thereis no longer any
trangportation problem.”

He paused and the silence held. The mayor wore a shocked look. King's lips moved, but no words
came. Griffinwasamiling.

"So what have we?" asked Webster. "I'll tell you what we have. Street after street, block after block,
of deserted houses, houses that the people just up and walked away from. Why should they have
stayed? What could the city offer them? None of the thingsthat it offered the generations before them,
for progress has wiped out the need of the city's benefits. They lost something, some monetary
congderation, of course, when they left the houses. But the fact that they could buy a housetwice as
good for haf as much, the fact that they could live asthey wished to live, that they could devel op what
amountsto family estates after the best tradition set them by the wealthy of ageneration ago-all these
things outwel ghed the leaving of their homes.

"And what have we left? A few blocks of business houses. A few acresof indudtrid plants. A city
government geared to take care of amillion people without the million people. A budget that has run the
taxes s0 high that eventually even business houses will move to escape those taxes. Tax forfeitures that
have |eft us loaded with worthless property. That's what we have | €ft.

"If you think any Chamber of Commerce, any balyhoo, any bare-brained schemewill give you the
answers, you're crazy. Thereisonly one answer and that issmple. The city asahuman indtitutionis



dead. It may struggle on afew more years, but that isall.”

"Mr. Webster-" said the mayor.

But Webgter paid him no attention.

"But for what happened to-day," he said, "I would have stayed on and played doll house with you. |
would have gone on pretending that the city was agoing concern. Would have gone on kidding mysdlf
and you. But thereis, gentlemen, such athing as human dignity.”

Theicy slence broke down in the rustling of papers, the muffled cough of some embarrassed listener.

But Webster was not through.

"Thecity falled,” hesad, "and itiswell it failed. Instead of sitting herein mourning aboveits broken
body you should rise to your feet and shout your thanksit failed.

"For if thiscity had not outlived its usefulness, as did every other city-if the cities of the world had not
been deserted, they would have been destroyed. There would have been awar, gentleman, an atomic
war. Have you forgotten the 1950s and the 60s? Have you forgotten waking up at night and listening for
the bomb to come, knowing that you would not hear it when it came, knowing that you would never hear
again, if it did come?

"But the cities were deserted and industry was dispersed and there were no targets and there was no
war.

"Some of you gentlemen,” he said, "many of you gentlemen are dive to-day because the people | eft
your city.

"Now, for God's sake, let it stay dead. Be happy that it's dead. It's the best thing that ever happened
indl human hisory."

John J. Webster turned on hishedl and |ft the room.

Outside on the broad stone steps, he stopped and stared up at the cloudless sky, saw the pigeons
whedling above the turrets and spires of the city hall.

He shook himsdf mentaly, like adog coming out of a pool. He had been afooal, of course. Now hed
have to hunt for ajob and it might take time to find one. He was getting a bit old to be hunting for ajob.

But despite his thoughts, alittle tune rose unbidden to his bps. He walked away briskly, lips pursed,
whistling soundlesdy.

No more hypocrisy. No more lying awvake nights wondering what to do-knowing that the city was
dead, knowing that what he did was ausdesstask, feding like ahed for taking asdary that he knew he
wasn't earning. Sensing the strange, nagging frustration of aworker, who knows hiswork is
nonproductive.

He strode towards the parking lot, heading for his helicopter.

Now maybe, he told himsdlf, they could move out into the country the way Betty wanted to. Maybe
he could spend his evenings tramping land that belonged to him. A place with astream. Definitely it had
to have a stream he could stock with trout.

He made amenta note to go up into the attic and check hisfly equipment.

Martha Johnson was waiting at the barnyard gate when the old car chugged down the lane.

Olegot out Stiffly, face rimmed with weariness.

"Sdl anything?' asked Martha

Ole shook hishead. "It an't no use. They won't buy farm-raised stuff. Just laughed at me. Showed
me ears of corn twice as big asthe ones| had, just as sweet and with more even rows. Showed me
melonsthat had dmost no rind at al. Better tagting, too, they said.”

Hekicked at aclod and it exploded into dust.

"Therean't no getting around it," be declared. "Tank farming sure hasruined us."

"Maybe we better fix to sdll thefarm," suggested Martha.

Olesaid nothing.

"You could get ajob on atank farm,” she said. "Harry did. Likesit rea well."

Ole shook his head.

"Or maybe agardener,” said Martha. ™Y ou would make aright smart gardener. Ritzy folksthat's



moved out to big etates like to have gardenersto take care of flowers and things. More classy than
doing it with machines."

Ole shook his head again. "Couldn't stand to mess around with flowers" he declared. "Not after
raising corn for more than twenty years.”

"Maybe," said Martha, "we could have one of them little planes. And running water in the house. And
abathtub instead of taking abath in the old washtub by the kitchen fire.

"Couldn't run aplane,” objected Ole.

"Sureyou could,” said Martha. "Simpleto run, they are. Why, them Anderson kids ain't no more than
knee-high to a cricket and they fly one dl over. One of them got fooling around and fell out once, but-"

"I got to think about it," said Ole desperately. "I got to think."

He swung away, vaulted afence, headed for the fields. Martha stood beside the car and watched
him go. Onelonetear rolled down her dusty cheek.

"Mr. Taylor iswaiting for you," said the girl.

John |. Webgter sammered. "But | haven't been here before. He didn't know | was coming.”
"Mr. Taylor," ingsted the girl, "iswaiting for you."

She nodded her head towards the door. It read:

BUREAU OF HUMAN ADJUSTMENT

"But | came hereto get ajob," protested Webster. "I didn't cometo be adjusted or anything. Thisis
the World Committee's placement service, isn't it?"

"That isright,” the girl declared. "Won't you see Mr. Taylor?"

"Sinceyouinsgs," said Webgter.

The girl clicked over aswitch, spoke into the intercommunicator. "Mr. Webgter ishere, Sir."

"Sendhimin," sadavoice.

Hat in hand, Webster walked through the door.

The man behind the desk had white hair but a young man's face. He motioned towards a chair.

"You've been trying to find ajob," he said.

"Yes" said Webgter, "but-"

"Please 5t down," said Taylor. "If you're thinking about that sign on the door, forget it. Well not try
to adjust you."

"I couldn't find ajob," said Webgter. "I've hunted for weeks and no one would have me. So, findly, |
came here”

"Y ou didn't want to come here?"

"No, frankly, | didn't. A placement service. It has, well... it hasan implication | do not like."

Taylor smiled. "Theterminology may be unfortunate. Y ou're thinking of the employment services of
the old days. The places where men went when they were desperate for work. The government operated
placesthat tried to find work for men so they wouldn't become public charges.”

"I'm desperate enough,” confessed Webgter. "But | till have a pride that made it hard to come. But,
findly, there was nothing elseto do. Y ou see, | turned traitor-"

"You mean," said Taylor, "that you told the truth. Even when it cost you your job. The business
world, not only here, but al over theworld isnot ready for that truth. The businessman till clingsto the
city myth, to the myth of sdlesmanship. Intimeto come he will redize he doesn't need the city, that
service and honest vaueswill bring him more substantial business than sdlesmanship ever did.

"I've wondered, Webgter, just what made you do what you did?!

"l wassick of it," said Webgter. "Sick of watching men blundering dong with their eyestight shut.
Sick of seeing an old tradition being kept dive when it should have been laid away. Sick of King's
smpering civic enthusasm when dl cause for enthusiasm had vanished.”

Taylor nodded. "Webster, do you think you could adjust human beings?'

Webster merely stared.



"I meanit," said Taylor. "The World Committee has been doing it for years, quietly, unobtrusively.
Even many of the people who had been adjusted don't know they have been adjusted.

"Changes such as have come since the creetion of the World Committee out of the old United
Nations have meant much human maladjustment. The advent of workable atomic power took jobs away
from hundreds of thousands. They had to be trained and guided into new jobs, some with the new
atomics, someinto other lines of work. The advent of tank farming swept the farmers off their land. They,
perhaps, have supplied us with our greatest problem, for other than the special knowledge needed to
grow crops and handle animds, they had no skills. Most of them had no wish for acquiring skills. Most of
them were bitterly resentful at having been forced from the livelihood which they inherited from their
forebears. And being naturd individudigts, they offered the toughest psychologica problems of any other
class”

"Many of them," declared Webster, "dill are at loose ends. Theré's a hundred or more of them
squatting out inthe _houses |, living from hand to mouth. Shooting afew rabbits and afew squirres,
doing somefishing, raising vegetables and picking wild fruit. Engaging in alittle petty thievery now and
then and doing occasiond begging on the uptown streets.”

"Y ou know these people?' asked Taylor.

"I know some of them," said Webster. "One of them brings me squirrels and rabbits on occasions.
To make up for it, he bums ammunition money."

"They'd resent being adjusted, wouldn't they?"

"Violently," said Webger.

"Y ou know afarmer by the name of Ole Johnson? Still sticking to hisfarm, gtill unreconstructed?”

Webster nodded.

"What if you tried to adjust him?"

"Hed run me off thefarm,” said Webgter.

"Men like Ole and the Squatters,” said Taylor, "are our specid problems now. Most of the rest of the
world isfairly well-adjusted, fairly well settled into the groove of the present. Some of them are doing a
lot of moaning about the past, but that's just for effect. Y ou couldn't drive them back to their old ways of
life

"Y ears ago, with the advent of industrial atomicsin fact, the World Committee faced a hard decision.
Should changes that spelled progressin the world be brought about gradudly to alow the peopleto
adjust themsalves naturdly, or should they be developed as quickly as possible, with the committee
ading in the necessary human adjustment? It was decided, rightly or wrongly, that progress should come
firdt, regardless of its effect upon the people. The decision in the main has proved awise one.

"We knew, of course, that in many instances, this readjustment could not be made too openly. In
some cases, asin large groups of workers who had been displaced, it was possible, but in most
individual cases, such asour friend Ole, it was not. These people must be helped to find themsalvesin
this new world, but they must not know that they're being helped. To let them know would destroy
confidence and dignity, and human dignity isthe keystone of any civilization.”

"I knew, of course, about the readjustments made within industry itsdlf," said Webgter, "but | had not
heard of theindividua cases”

"We could not advertiseit,” Taylor said. "It's practicaly undercover.”

"But why areyou tdling medl thisnow?"

"Because wed like you to come in with us. Have ahand at adjusting Ole to start with. Maybe see
what could be done about the Squatters next."

"l don't know-" said Webgter.

"Wed been waiting for you to comein,” said Taylor. "We knew you'd findly have to come here. Any
chance you might have had at any kind of job would have been queered by King. He passed the word
along. You're blackballed by every Chamber of Commerce and every civic group in the world to-day."

"Probably | have no choice," said Webgter.

"Wedidn't want you to fed that way about it," Taylor said. "Take awhileto think it over, then come
back. Even if you don't want the job well find you another one-in spite of King."



Outsde the office, Webster found ascarecrow figurewaiting for him. It wasLevi Lewis,
snaggle-toothed grin wiped off, rifle under hisarm.

"Some of the boys said they seenyou goin here," he explained. "So | waited for you."

"What's the trouble?' Webster asked, for Levi's face spoke eloquently of trouble.

"It'sthem police” sad Levi. He spat disgustedly.

"The police," said Webster, and his heart sank as he said the words. For he knew what the trouble
was.

"Yeah," sad Levi. "They'refixing to burn usout.”

"So the coundil findly gavein,” sad Webgter.

"| just came from police headquarters,” declared Levi. "l told them they better go easy. | told them
thered be guts strewed dl over the placeif they tried it. | got the boys posted al around the place with
orders not to shoot till they're sure of hitting."

"You can't do that, Levi," said Webgter sharply.

"I can't!" retorted Levi. "l doneit dready. They drove us off the farms, forced usto sdll because we
couldn't make aliving. And they aren't driving us no farther. We either stay here or we die here. And the
only way they'll burn us out is when theré's no one left to stop them.”

He shucked up his pants and spat again.

"And we ain't the only onesthat fed that way," be declared. "Gramp is out therewith us.”

"Gramp!"

"Sure, Gramp. The old guy that lives with you. He's sort of taken over as our commanding generdl.
Says he remembers tricks from the war them police have never heard of. He sent some of the boys over
to one of them Legion halsto swipe acannon. Says he knows where we can get some shellsfor it from
the museum. Sayswell get it al set up and then send word that if the police make amove well shell the
loop.”

"Look, Levi, will you do something for me?"

"Surewill, Mr. Webster."

"Will yougoinand ask for aMr. Taylor? Insst on seeing him. Tell him I'm aready on thejob.”

"Surewill, but where are you going?' "'I'm going up to the city hal." " Sure you don't want me dong?"

"No," declared Webgter. "I'll do better dlone. And, Levi-"

"y es"

"Tdl Gramp to hold up hisartillery. Don't shoot unless he hasto-but if he has, to lay it on theline.”

"Themayor isbusy,” said Raymond Brown, his secretary.

"That'swhat you think," said Webster, sarting for the door.

"You can't go in there, Webgter," yelled Brown. He legped from his chair, came charging around the
desk, reaching for Webster. Webster swung broadside with hisarm, caught Brown across the chest,
swept him back againgt the desk. The desk skidded and Brown waved hisarms, lost his balance,
thudded to the floor.

Webster jerked open the mayor's door.

The mayor'sfeet thumped off hisdesk. "I told Brown-" he said.

Webgter nodded. "And Brown told me. What's the matter, Carter. Afraid King might find out | was
here? Afraid of being corrupted by some good ideas?'

"What do you want?' snapped Carter.

"I understand the police are going to burn the _houses ."

"That'sright,” declared the mayor, righteoudy. " They're amenace to the community.”

"What community?'

"Look here, Webster-"

"Y ou know, there's no community. Just afew of you lousy paliticians who stick around so you can
claim residence, so you can be sure of being el ected every year and drag down your salaries. It's getting
to the point where dl you have to do isvote for one another. The people who work in the stores and



shops, even those who do the meanest jobsin the factories, don't live insde the city limits. The
businessmen quit the city long ago. They do business here, but they aren't residents.”

"But thisisgill acity,” declared the mayor.

"| didn't cometo argue that with you," said Webster. "I cameto try to make you see that you're
doing wrong by burning those houses. Even if you don't redlizeit, the_houses _are homesto people who
have no other homes. People who have cometo this city to seek sanctuary, who have found refuge with
us. Inamesasure, they are our responsibility.”

"They're not our respongibility,” gritted the mayor. "Whatever happensto them istheir own hard luck.
Wedidn't ask them here. We don't want them here. They contribute nothing to the community. Y ou're
going to tel methey're misfits. Well, can | help that? Y ou're going to say they can't find jobs. And I'll tell
you they could find jobsif they tried to find them. Thereswork to be done, there's dwayswork to be
done. They've been filled up with this new world talk and they figureit's up to someone to find the place
that suitsthem and the job that suitsthem.”

"Y ou sound like arugged individudigt,” said Webger.

"You say that like you think it's funny,”" yapped the mayor.

"l do think it'sfunny,” said Webster. "Funny, and tragic, that anyone should think that way to-day."

"Theworld would be alot better off with some rugged individualism,” snapped the mayor. "L ook at
the men who have gone places-"

"Meaning yoursalf?' asked Webdter.

"Y ou might take me, for example," Carter agreed. "1 worked hard. | took advantage of opportunity. |
had some foresight. | did-"

"Y ou mean you licked the correct boots and stepped in the proper faces,” said Webgter. "You're the
shining example of the kind of people the world doesn't want to-day. Y ou positively smell musty, your
ideasare so old. You'rethe last of the politicians, Carter, just as| was the last of the Chamber of
Commerce secretaries. Only you don't know it yet. | did. | got out. Even when it cost me something, |
got out, because | had to save my sdlf-respect. Y our kind of politicsis dead. They are dead because any
tinhorn with aloud mouth and a brassy front could gain power by apped to mob psychology. And you
haven't got mob psychology any more. Y ou can't have mob psychology when people don't give adamn
what happensto athing that's dead already-a politica system that broke down under its own weight.”

"Get out of here," screamed Carter. "Get out before | have the cops come and throw you out.”

"You forget," said Webgter, "that | camein to talk about the _houses ."

"It won't do you any good," snarled Carter. ™Y ou can stand and talk till doomsday for al the good it
does. Those houses burn. That'sfind."

"How would you like to see the loop amass of rubbish?' asked Webster.

"Y our comparison,” said Carter, "is grotesque.”

"I wasn't talking about comparisons,” said Webster.

"Y ou weren't-" The mayor stared a him. "What were you talking about then?"

"Only this" said Webster. "The second the first torch touchesthe _houses , thefirst shell will land on
the city hal. And the second onewill hit the First Nationa. They'll go on down theline, the biggest targets
firg"

Carter gaped. Then aflush of anger crawled from histhroat up into hisface.

"It won't work, Webster," he snapped. "Y ou can't bluff me. Any cock-and-bull sory like that-"

"It's no cock-and-bull story,” declared Webster. " Those men have cannon out there. Piecesfromin
front of Legion hdls, from the museums. And they have men who know how to work them. They
wouldn't need them, redlly. It's practically point-blank range. Like shooting the broadside of abarn.”

Carter reached for the radio, but Webster stopped him with an upraised hand.

"Better think aminute, Carter, before you go flying off the handle. Y ou're on a spot. Go ahead with
your plan and you have a battle on your hands. The _houses may burn but the loop iswrecked. The
business men will have your scap for that.”

Carter's hand retreated from the radio.

From far away came the sharp crack of arifle.



"Better call them off," warned Webgter.

Carter'sface twisted with indecision.

Another rifle shot, another and another.

"Pretty soon," said Webster, "it will have gonetoo far. So far that you can't stop it.”

A thudding blast rattled the windows of the room. Carter leaped from hischair.

Webster felt suddenly cold and wesk. But he fought to keep hisface straight and hisvoice cam.

Carter was staring out of the window, like aman of stone.

"I'm afraid,” said Webdter, "that it's gone too far aready."

Theradio on the desk chirped insstently, red light flashing.

Carter reached out atrembling hand and snapped it on.

"Carter," avoice was saying. "Carter. Carter.”

Webster recognized that voice-the bull-throated tone of Police Chief Im Maxwell.

"What isit?" asked Carter.

"They had abig gun,” said Maxwdll. "It exploded when they tried to fireit. Ammunition no good, |
guess"

"Onegun?' asked Carter. "Only one gun?'

"l don't see any others.”

"I heardriflefire," said Carter.

"Y eah, they did some shooting at us. Wounded a couple of the boys. But they've pulled back now.
Deeper into the brush. No shooting now."

"O.K.," sad Carter, "go ahead and dart thefires."

Webgter sarted forward. "Ask him, ask him-"

But Carter clicked the switch and the radio went dead.

"What wasit you wanted to ask?"

"Nothing," said Webgter. "Nothing that amounted to anything.”

He couldn't tel Carter that Gramp had been the one who knew about firing big guns. Couldn't tell
him that when the gun exploded Gramp had been there.

Hed haveto get out of here, get over to the gun as quickly as possible.

"It was agood bluff, Webster," Carter was saying. "A good bluff, but it petered out.”

The mayor turned to the window that faced towardsthe _houses .

"No morefiring," hesad. "They gave up quick.”

"Youll belucky," snapped Webdter, "if six of your policemen come back aive. Those men with the
rifles are out in the brush and they can pick the eye out of asquirrel at ahundred yards.”

Feet pounded in the corridor outside, two pairs of feet racing towards the door.

The mayor whirled from hiswindow and Webster pivoted around.

"Gramp!" heydled.

"Hi, Johnny," puffed Gramp, skidding to astop. The man behind Gramp was ayoung man and he
was waving something in his hand-a sheaf of papersthat rustled as he waved them.

"What do you want?" asked the mayor.

"Plenty," sad Gramp.

He stood for amoment, catching back his breath, and said between puffs:

"Meet my friend, Henry Adams."

"Adams?"' asked the mayor.

"Sure," said Gramp. "His granddaddy used to live here. Out on Twenty-seventh Street.”

"Oh," said the mayor and it was asif someone had smacked him with abrick. "Oh, you mean F. J.
Adams”

"Bet your boots," said Gramp. "Him and me, we were in the war together. Used to keep me awake
nightstelling me about his boy back home.”

Carter nodded to Henry Adams. "As mayor of the city,” he said, trying to regain some of hisdignity,
"| welcomeyou to-"

"It'snot aparticularly fitting welcome," Adams said. "'l understand you are burning my property.”



"Y our property!" The mayor choked and his eyes stared in dishdlief at the sheaf of papers Adams
waved & him.

"Y eah, his property,” shrilled Gramp. "Hejust bought it. We just come from the treasurer's office.
Paid al the back taxes and penaties and al the other things you legd thieves thought up to dap against
them houses"

"But, but-" the mayor was grasping for words, gasping for bregth. "Not dl of it. Perhgpsjust the old
Adams property.”

"Lock, stock and barrdl,” said Gramp triumphantly. "And now," said Adamsto the mayor, "if you
would kindly tell your men to stop destroying my property.”

Carter bent over the desk and fumbled at the radio, his hands suddenly al thumbs.

"Maxwell," he shouted. "Maxwell, Maxwell."

"What do you want?' Maxwell yelled back.

"Stop setting thosefires," yeled Carter. " Start putting them out. Call out the fire department. Do
anything. But stop thosefires."

"Cripes" said Maxwdll, "1 wish you'd make up your mind."

"You dowhat | tell you," screamed the mayor. ™Y ou put out those fires."

"All right,” said Maxwell. "All right. Keep your shirt on. But the boyswon likeit. They won't like
getting shot at to do something you changed your mind about.”

Carter straightened from theradio.

"Let meassureyou, Mr. Adams," he said, "that thisisall abig mistake."

"Itis" Adamsdeclared solemnly. "A very great mistake, mayor. The biggest one you ever made.”

For amoment the two of them stood there, looking across the room at one another.

"To-morrow," said Adams, "I shdl file a petition with the courts asking dissolution of the city charter.
Asowner of the greatest portion of the land included in the corporate limits, both from the standpoint of
areaand valuation, | understand | have a perfect legd right to do that."

The mayor gulped, finaly brought out somewords.

"Upon what grounds?"' he asked.

"Upon the grounds,” said Adams, "that there is no further need of it. | do not believe | shal havetoo
hard atime to prove my case."

"But... but... that means..."

"Yeah," said Gramp, "you know what it means. It means you are out right on your car.”

"A park," said Gramp, waving hisarm over the wilderness that once had been the residentia section
of thecity. "A park so that people can remember how their old folkslived."

The three of them stood on Tower Hill, with the rusty old water tower looming above them, its sturdy
sted legs planted in asea of waist-high grass.

"Not apark, exactly," explained Henry Adams. "A memorid, rather. A memorid to an era of
commundl life that will be forgotten in another hundred years. A preservation of anumber of peculiar
types of consgtruction that arose to suit certain conditions and each man's particular tastes. No davery to
any architectural concepts, but an effort made to achieve better living. In another hundred years men will
walk through those houses down there with the same fedling of respect and awe they have when they go
into amuseum to-day. It will be to them something out of what amountsto aprimeva age, a
stepping-stone on the way to the better, fuller life. Artistswill spend their livestransferring those old
housesto their canvases. Writers of historical novelswill come herefor the breath of authenticity.”

"But you said you meant to restore dl the houses, make the lawns and gardens exactly like they were
before" said Webgter. "That will take afortune. And, after that, another fortune to keep them in shape.”

"I have too much money," said Adams. "Entirely too much money. Remember, my grandfather and
father got into atomics on the ground floor.”

"Best crap player | ever knew, your granddaddy was,” said Gramp. "Used to take mefor acleaning
every pay day."

"Intheold days," said Adams, "when aman had too much money, there were other things he could



do with it. Organized charities, for example. Or medica research or something like that. But there are no
organized charities to-day. Not enough business to keep them going. And since the World Committee
has hit its stride, thereisample money for al the research, medica or otherwise, anyone might wish to
do.

"l didn't plan thisthing when | came back to see my grandfather's old house. Just wanted to seeit,
that was dl. Hed told me so much about it. How be planted the tree in the front lawn. And the rose
garden he had out back.

"And then | saw it. And it was amocking ghost. It was something that had been |eft behind.
Something that had meant alot to someone and had been left behind. Standing therein front of that house
with Gramp that day, it came to methat | could do nothing better than preserve for posterity across
section of thelifetheir ancestorslived.”

A thin blue thread of smoke rose above the treesfar below.

Webgter pointed to it. "What about them?"

"The Squatters stay,” said Adams, "if they want to. There will be plenty of work for them to do. And
ther€lll aways be ahouse or two that they can havetolivein.

"There'sjust onething that bothers me. | can't be here dl the time mysdlf. I'll need someoneto
manage the project. It'll bealifelong job.”

Helooked at Webster.

"Go ahead, Johnny," said Gramp.

Webster shook his head. "Betty's got her heart set on that place out in the country.”

"Y ou wouldn't haveto stay here," said Adams. "Y ou could fly in every day."

From thefoot of the hill came ahail.

"It'sOle" yeled Gramp.

Hewaved hiscane"Hi, Ole. Come on up.”

They watched Ole gtriding up the hill, waiting for him, slently.

"Wanted to talk to you, Johnny," said Ole. "Got an idea. Waked me out of a sound deep last night.”

"Go ahead," said Webster.

Oleglanced at Adams. "He'sal right,” said Webgter. "He's Henry Adams. Maybe you remember his
grandfather, old F. J."

"I remember him," said Ole. "Nuts about atomic power, he was. How did he make out?"

"He made out rather well," said Adams.

"Glad to hear that," Ole said. "Guess | waswrong. Said he never would amount to nothing.
Day-dreamed dl thetime.”

"How about that idea?' Webster asked.

"Y ou heard about dude ranches, ain't you?' Ole asked.

Webster nodded.

"Place," said Ole, "where people used to go and pretend they were cowboys. Pleased them because
they redlly didn't know al the hard work there wasin ranching and figured it was romantic-like to ride
horses and-"

"Look," asked Webgter, "you aren't figuring on turning your farm into adude ranch, are you?"'

"Nope," said Ole. "Not adude ranch. Dude farm, maybe: Folks don't know too much about farms
any more, sincethere ain't hardly no farms. And they'll read about the frost being on the pumpkin and
how pretty a"

Webster stared at Ole. "They'd go for it, Ole," be declared. "They'd kill one another intherush to
spend their vacation on areal, honest-to-God, old-time farm.”

Out of aclump of bushes down the hillsde burst ashining thing that chattered and gurgled and
screeched, blades flashing, acranelike arm waving.

"What the-" asked Adams.

"It'sthat dadburned lawn mower!" yelped Gramp. "I aways knew the day would come when it
would strip agear and go completely off its nut!™



NOTESON THE SECOND TALE

Sill alien by all other standards, the second tale strikes a more familiar note than did thefirst.
Here, for thefirst time, the reader gains an impression that this tale might have been born about a
Doggish campfire, a situation unthinkable so far as the first tale is concerned.

Here is voiced some of the high moral and ethical concepts which the Dogs have come to
value. Here, too, is a struggle which a Dog can under stand, even though the struggle does reveal
the mental and moral deterioration of its central character.

For thefirst time, too, a character emerges which has a familiar ring-the robot. In the robot
Jenkins, first introduced in this story, one comes to know a character which for thousands of
years has been a puppish favourite. Jenkinsis regarded by Tige asthe real hero of the legend. In
him he sees an extension of Man's influence beyond the day of Man's disappearance, a mechanical
device by which human thought continued to guide the Dogs long after Man himself was gone.

We still have our robots, valuable and lovable little contraptions that exist for one purpose
only-to furnish us with hands. Throughout the years, however, a Dog's robot has become so much
a part of himthat no Dog now regards his robot as a thing apart.

Tige'sinsistence that the robot is an invention of Man, a heritage that our race carries
forward from Man, has been sturdily attacked by most other students of the legend.

The idea that the robot may have been fashioned and given to the Dogs as an aid to the
development of their culture, Bounce believes, is an idea which must be summarily ruled out by
the very virtue of its romanticism. It is, he contends, a story device on the face of it and as such
must necessarily be suspect from thefirst.

Thereis no way now of knowing how the Dogs evolved a robot. Those few scholars who have
given some time to a study of the development of robotry, point out that the highly specialized use
to which the robot is put does indeed argue that it was invented by a Dog. To be so specialized,
they argue, the robot must necessarily have been invented and devel oped by the race for whose
particular useit is so singularly fitted. No one other than a Dog, they contend, could have done so
good a job on so intricate a tool.

To say that no Dog to-day could build a robot is begging the question. No Dog to-day could
build a robot because there is no need to build one, since the robots build themselves. When there
was a need, it is quite evident that a Dog did build a robot and, by building a robot endowed with
the reproductive urge which resulted in his building others like himself, solved the problemin a
typically Doggish manner.

In this story likewise isintroduced an idea which runs through the rest of the legend and which
for long has puzzled all students and most readers. That is the idea that one may move physically
off thisworld, out into space, crossing it to reach other worlds. While the idea in most part has
been regarded as pure fantasy which, of course, hasits proper place in any legend, a good deal of
study has been devoted to it. Most studies have confirmed the belief that such athing is
impossible. Such a belief would argue that the stars which we see at night are mighty worlds at
great distances from our worlds. Everyone knows, of course, that they are only lights hanging in
the sky and that most of them are very near to us.

Bounce advances what may be the best explanation for the origin of the across-space world
idea. It is, he says, no more than an ancient story-teller's twist on the cobbly worlds, the existence
of which the Dogs have known since dim antiquity.

Il
HUDDLING PLACE



The drizzle sfted from the leaden skies, like smoke drifting through the bare-branched trees. It
softened the hedges and hazed the outlines of the buildings and blotted out the distance. It glinted on the
metallic skins of the silent robots and silvered the shoulders of the three humans listening to the intonations
of the black-garbed man, who read from the book cupped between his hands.

"_For | amthe Resurrection and the Life-_"

The moss-mellowed graven figure that reared above the door of the crypt seemed straining upwards,
every crysta of its yearning body reaching towards something that no one else could see. Straining asit
had strained since that day of long ago when men had chipped it from the granite to adorn the family
tomb with a symbolism that had pleased thefirst John J. Webster in the last yearshe held of life.

" And whosoever liveth and bdievethin Me-_"

Jerome A. Webgter fdt his son'sfingerstighten on hisarm, heard the muffled sobbing of his mother,
saw the lines of robots standing rigid, heads bowed in respect to the master they had served. The master
who now was going home-to thefind homeof al.

Numbly, Jerome A. Webster wondered if they understood-if they understood life and desth-if they
understood what it meant that Nelson F. Webster lay there in the casket, that a man with abook intoned
words above him.

Nelson F. Webgter, fourth of the line of Websterswho had lived on these acres, had lived and died
here, scarcely leaving, and now was going to hisfina rest in that place thefirst of them had prepared for
the rest of them-for that long line of shadowy descendants who would live here and cherish the thingsand
the ways and the life that the first John J. Webster had established.

Jerome A. Webgter fdt hisjaw musclestighten, fet alittle tremor run across his body. For amoment
his eyes burned and the casket blurred in his sight and the words the man in black was saying were one
with the wind that whispered in the pines standing sentinel for the dead. Within his brain remembrance
marched-remembrance of agrey-haired man stalking the hills and fields, sniffing the breeze of an early
morning, standing, legs braced, before the flaring fireplace with aglass of brandy in his hand.

Pride-the pride of land and life, and the humility and greatnessthat quiet living breeds within aman.
Contentment of casua leisure and surety of purpose. Independence of assured security, comfort of
familiar surroundings, freedom of broad acres.

Thomas Webgter wasjoggling hiselbow. "Father," he was whispering. "Father."

The service was over. The black-garbed man had closed his book. Six robots stepped forward,
lifted the casket.

Sowly the three followed the casket into the crypt, stood silently astherobotsdid it into its
receptacle, closed the tiny door and affixed the plate that read:

NELSON F. WEBSTER
2034-2117

That was all. Just the name and dates. And that, Jerome A. Webster found himself thinking, was
enough. There was nothing el se that needed to be there. That was al those others had. The ones that
cdled the family roll-starting with William Stevens, 1920-1999. Gramp Stevens, they had called him,
Webster remembered. Father of the wife of that first John J. Webster, who was here himself-195|-2020.
And after him his son, Charles F. Webster, 1980-2060. And his son, John J. 11, 2004-2086. Webster
could remember John J. I1-agrandfather who had dept beside the fire with his pipe hanging from his
mouth, eterndly threstening to set iswhiskers aflame.

Webster's eyes strayed to another plate, Mary Webster, the mother of the boy here at hisside. And
yet not aboy. He kept forgetting that Thomas was twenty now, in aweek or so would be leaving for
Mars, even asin hisyounger days he, too, had goneto Mars.

All heretogether, he told himself. The Websters and their wives and children. Here in desth together
asthey had lived together, deeping in the pride and security of bronze and marble with the pines outside
and the symbolic figure above the age-greened door.

Therobots were waiting, standing Slently, their task fulfilled.



His mother looked at him.

"Y ou're head of the family now, my son,” shetold him.

He reached out and hugged her close againgt his side. Head of the family-what was left of it. Just the
three of them now. His mother and his son. And his son would be leaving soon, going out to Mars. But
he would come back. Come back with awife, perhaps, and the family would go on. The family wouldn't
stay at three. Most of the big house wouldn't stay closed off, asit now was closed off. There had been a
time when it had rung with thelife of adozen unitsof thefamily, living in their separate gpartments under
one big roof. That time, he knew, would come again.

The three of them turned and | eft the crypt, took the path back to the house, looming like ahuge grey
shadow inthemigt.

A fire blazed in the hearth and the book lay upon his desk. Jerome A. Webster reached out and
picked it up, read thetitle once again:

_Martian Physiology, With Especia Referenceto the Brain , by Jerome A. Webster, M.D.

Thick and authoritative-the work of alifetime. Standing dmost doneinitsfield. Based upon the data
gathered during those five plague years on Mars-years when he had laboured amost day and night with
hisfellow colleagues of the World Committee's medical commission, dispatched on an errand of mercy
to the neighbouring planet.

A tap sounded on the door.

"Comein," hecdled.

The door opened and arobot glided in.

"Your whisky, Sr."

"Thank you, Jenkins," Webster said.

"Theminiger, gr," said Jenkins, "has eft.”

"Oh, yes. | presumethat you took care of him."

"l did, sr. Gave him the usua fee and offered him adrink. He refused the drink."

"That wasasocid error,” Webster told him. "Ministers don't drink."

"I'm sorry, air. | didn't know. He asked me to ask you to come to church sometime.”

"| told him, dr, that you never went anywhere."

"That was quiteright, Jenkins" said Webgter. "None of us ever go anywhere."

Jenkins headed for the door, stopped before he got there, turned around. "If | may say o, Sir, that
was atouching service at the crypt. Y our father was a fine human, the finest ever was. The robots were
saying the service was very fitting. Dignified like, Sr. Hewould haveliked it had he known."

"My father," said Webgter, "would be even more pleased to hear you say that, Jenkins."

"Thank you, gr," said Jenkins, and went out.

Webster sat with the whisky and the book and the fire-felt the comfort of the well-known room close
in about him, felt the refuge that wasinit.

Thiswas home. It had been home for the Websters since that day when the first John J. had come
here and built the first unit of the sprawling house. John J. had chosen it because it had atrout stream, or
s0 he dways said. But it was something more than that. 1t must have been, Webster told himsdlf,
something more than that.

Perhaps, at firdt, it had only been the trout stream. The trout stream and the trees and meadows, the
rocky ridge where the migt drifted in each morning from theriver. Maybe the rest of it had grown, grown
gradually through the years, through years of family association until the very soil was soaked with
something that approached, but wasn't quite, tradition. Something that made each tree, each rock, each
foot of soil aWebster tree or rock or clod of soil. It all belonged.

John J,, the firgt John J., had come after the break-up of the cities, after men had forsaken, once and
for dl, the twentieth century huddling places, had broken free of thetribal ingtinct to stick together in one
cave or in one clearing against acommon foe or acommon fear. An ingtinct that had become outmoded,
for there were no fears or foes. Man revolting againgt the herd instinct economic and socia conditions
had impressed upon him in ages past. A new security and anew sufficiency had madeit possbleto



break away.

The trend had started back in the twentieth century, more than two hundred years before, when men
moved to country homesto get fresh air and elbow room and a graciousnessin life that communal
exigence, inits grictest sense, never had given them.

And here was the end result. A quiet living. A peace that could only come with good things. The sort
of lifethat men had yearned for yearsto have. A manoria existence, based on old family homesand
leisurely acres, with atomics supplying power and robots in place of serfs.

Webster smiled at the fireplace with its blazing wood. That was an anachronism, but agood
one-something that Man had brought forward from the caves. Usdless, because atomic heating was
better-but more pleasant. One couldn't Sit and watch atomics and dream and build castlesin the flames.

Even the crypt out there, where they had put hisfather that afternoon. That was family, too. All of a
piece with the rest of it. The sombre pride and leisured life and peace. In the old days the dead were
buried in vast plots al together, stranger cheek by jowl with stranger- _He never goes anywhere .

That iswhat Jenkins had, told the minigter.

And that was right. For what need was there to go anywhere? It dl was here. By smply twirling a
dia one could talk face to face with anyone one wished, could go, by sense, if not in body, anywhere one
wished. Could attend the theatre or hear a concert or browsein alibrary half-way around the world.
Could transact any business one might need to transact without risng from one's chair.

Webster drank the whisky, then swung to the dialled machine beside his desk.

He spun didsfrom memory without resorting to the log. He knew where he was going.

Hisfinger flipped atoggle and the room melted away-or seemed to melt. There was | eft the chair
within which he sat, part of the desk, part of the machineitself and that wasall.

The chair was on a hillside siwept with golden grass and dotted with scraggly, wind-twisted trees, a
hillside that straggled down to alake nestling in the grip of purple mountain spurs. The spurs, darkened in
long stresks with the bluish-greens of distant pine, climbed in staggering airs, melting into the blue-tinged
snow-capped peaks that reared beyond and above them in jagged saw-toothed outline.

Thewind talked harshly in the crouching trees and ripped the long grassin sudden gusts. Thelast
rays of the sun struck fire from the distant pesks.

Solitude and grandeur, the long sweep of tumbled land, the cuddled |ake, the knife-like shadows on
the far-off ranges.

Webster sat easily in hischair, eyes squinting at the pesks.

A voicesaid amogt at hisshoulder: "May | comein?'

A soft, shilant voice, wholly unhuman. But one that Webster knew.

He nodded his head. "By dl means, Juwain." Heturned dightly and saw the el@borate crouching
pedestd, thefurry, soft-eyed figure of the Martian squatting on it. Other dien furniture loomed indistinctly
beyond the pedestal, half guessed furniture from that dwelling out on Mars.

The Martian flipped afurry hand towards the mountain range.

"Youlovethis” hesaid. Y ou can understand it. And | can understand how you understand it, but to
me thereis more terror than beauty init. It is something we could never have on Mars."

Webster reached out a hand, but the Martian stopped him. "Leaveit on,” he said. "l know why you
came here. | would not have come at atime like this except | thought perhaps an old friend-"

"Itiskind of you," said Webger. "I am glad that you have come."

"Your father," said Juwain, "was agreat man. | remember how you used to talk to me of him, those
years you spent on Mars. Y ou said then you would come back sometime. Why isit you've never come?’

"Why," said Webgter, "l just never-"

"Do not tell me," said the Martian. "l dready know."

"My son,” said Webgter, "isgoing to Marsin afew days. | shal have him cal onyou."

"That would be apleasure,” said Juwain. "1 shal be expecting him."

He stirred uneasily on the crouching pedestd. " Perhaps he carries on tradition.”

"No," said Webgter. "He is studying engineering. He never cared for surgery.”

"Hehasaright," observed the Martian, "to follow thelife that he has chosen. Still, one might be



permitted to wish."

"One could," Webster agreed. "But that is over and done with. Perhaps he will be agreat engineer.
Space structure. Talks of shipsout to the sars.”

"Perhaps," suggested Juwain, "your family has done enough for medica science. Y ou and your
fether-"

"And hisfather," said Webgster, "before him."

"Y our book," declared Juwain, "has put Marsin debt to you. It may focus more attention on Martian
gpecidization. My people do not make good doctors. They have no background for it. Queer how the
minds of races run. Queer that Mars never thought of medicine-literdly never thought of it. Supplied the
need with acult of fatalism. While even in your early history, when men till lived in caves"

"There are many things," said Webster, "that you thought of and we didn't. Things we wonder now
how we ever missed. Abilities that you developed and we do not have. Take your own specidity,
philosophy. But different than ours. A science, while ours never was more than ordered fumbling. Y ours
an orderly, logica development of philosophy, workable, practicd, applicable, an actua tool.”

Juwain started to speak, hesitated, then went ahead. "1 am near to something, something that may be
new and startling. Something that will be atool for you humans aswell asfor the Martians. I've worked
onit for years, starting with certain menta conceptsthat first were suggested to me with arriva of the
Earthmen. | have said nothing, for | could not be sure.”

"And now," suggested Webster, "you are sure.”

"Not quite," said Juwain. "Not positive. But dmogt.”

They sat in sllence, watching the mountains and the lake. A bird came and sat in one of the scraggly
trees and sang. Dark clouds piled up behind the mountain ranges and the snow-tipped peaks stood out
like graven stone. The sun sank in alake of crimson, hushed findly to the glow of afire burned low.

A tap sounded from adoor and Webster stirred in his chair, suddenly brought back to the redlity of
the study, of the chair beneath him.

Juwain was gone. The old philosopher had come and sat an hour of contemplation with hisfriend and
then had quietly dipped away.

Therap cameagain.

Webster leaned forward, snapped the toggle and the mountains vani shed; the room became aroom
again. DusK filtered through the high windows and the firewas arosy flicker in the ashes.

"Comein," said Webgter.

Jenkins opened the door. "Dinner isserved, Sr," he said.

"Thank you," said Webster. He rose dowly from the chair.

"Your place, gr," said Jenkins, "islaid at the head of thetable."

"Ah, yes," said Webger. "Thank you, Jenkins. Thank you very much, for reminding me.”

Webster stood on the broad ramp of the space field and watched the shape that dwindled in the sky
with faint flickering points of red lancing through the wintry sunlight.

For long minutes after the shape was gone he stood there, hands gripping therailing in front of him,
eyes dill staring up into the sky.

Hislips moved and they said: "Good-bye, son"; but there was no sound.

Sowly he came diveto his surroundings. Knew that people moved about the ramp, saw that the
landing field seemed to stretch interminably to the far horizon, dotted here and there with hump-backed
things that were waiting spaceships. Scooting tractors worked near one hangar, clearing away the last of
the snowfd| of the night before.

Webster shivered and thought that it was queer, for the noonday sun waswarm. And shivered again.

Sowly heturned away from the railing and headed for the administration building. And for one
brain-wrenching moment he felt a sudden fear-an unreasonable and embarrassing fear of that stretch of
concrete that formed the ramp. A fear that left him shaking mentally as he drove hisfeet towardsthe
waliting door.

A man walked towards him, briefcase swinging in his hand, and Webster, eyeing him, wished



fervently that the man would not spesak to him.

The man did not speak, passed him with scarcely aglance, and Webgter fet relief.

If he were back home, Webgter told himsdlf, he would have finished lunch, would now be ready to
liedown for hismidday nap. Thefirewould be blazing on the hearth and the flicker of the flameswould
be reflected from the andirons. Jenkins would bring him aliqueur and would say aword or
two-inconsequential conversation.

He hurried towards the door, quickening his step, anxious to get away from the bare-cold expanse of
the massve ramp.

Funny how he had felt about Thomas. Naturd, of course, that he should have hated to see him go.
But entirdly unnatura that he should, in those last few minutes, find such horror welling up within him.
Horror of the trip through space, horror of the alien land of Mars-although Marswas scarcely dien any
longer. For more than a century now Earthmen had known it, had fought it, lived with it; some of them
had even grown to loveit.

But it had only been utter will power that had prevented him, in those last few seconds before the
ship had taken off, from running out into the field, shrieking for Thomas to come back, shrieking for
_him_nottogo.

And that, of course, never would have done. It would have been exhibitionism, disgraceful and
humiliating-the sort of athing a\Webster could not do.

After dl, hetold himsdlf, atrip to Marswas no great adventure, not any longer. There had been a
day when it had been, but that day was gone for ever. He, himself, in his earlier days had amade atrip to
Mars, had stayed there for five long years. That had been-he gasped when he thought of it-that had been
amod thirty yearsago.

The babble and hum of the lobby hit him in the face as the robot attendant opened the door for him,
and in that babble ran avein of something that was almost terror. For amoment he hesitated, then
stepped insde. The door closed softly behind him.

He stayed close to the wall to keep out of people's way, headed for achair in one corner. He sat
down and huddled back, forcing his body deep into the cushions, watching the milling humanity that
seethed out in the room.

Shrill people, hurrying people, people with strange, unneighbourly faces. Strangers-every one of
them. Not aface he knew. People going places. Heading out for the planets. Anxiousto be off. Worried
about last details. Rushing here and there.

Out of the crowd loomed afamiliar face. Webster hunched forward.

"Jenking!" he shouted, and then was sorry for the shout, although no one seemed to notice.

The robot moved towards him, sood before him. "Tell Raymond,” said Webgter, "that | must return
immediately. Tl him to bring the ‘copter in front a once."

"l am sorry, Sr," said Jenkins, "but we cannot leave at once. The mechanicsfound aflaw inthe
atomics chamber. They areingtdling anew one. It will take severa hours.”

"Surdly," said Webgter, impatiently, "that could wait until some other time."

"The mechanic said nat, Sr," Jenkinstold him. "It might go a any minute. The entire charge of
power-"

"Yes, yes," agreed Webster, "'l suppose s0."

Hefidgeted with hishat. "I just remembered,” be sad, "something | must do. Something that must be
done at once. | must get home. | can't wait several hours.”

He hitched forward to the edge of the chair, eyes staring at the milling crowd.

Faces-faces-"Perhaps you could televise," suggested Jenkins. "One of the robots might be able to do
it. Thereisabooth-"

"Wait, Jenkins," said Webster. He hesitated amoment. "There is nothing to do back home. Nothing
at al. But | must get there. | can't stay here. If | haveto, I'll go crazy. | wasfrightened out there on the
ramp. I'm bewildered and confused here. | have, afeding-a strange, terrible fedling. Jenkins, 1-"

"| understand, Sir," said Jenkins. "Y our father had it, too."

Webster gagped. "My father?’



"Yes, g, that iswhy he never went anywhere. He was about your age, sir, when hefound it out. He
tried to make atrip to Europe and he couldn't. He got hafway there and turned back. He had aname for
it

Webster sat in stricken silence,

"A namefor it," hefindly said. "Of coursetherésanamefor it. My father had it. My grandfather-did
he haveit, too?"

"I wouldn't know that, Sir," said Jenkins. "l wasn't created until after your grandfather was an elderly
man. But he may have. He never went anywhere, ether.”

"Y ou understand, then," said Webster. "Y ou know how it is. | fed likel'm going to be sick-physically
ill. Seeif you can charter a'copter-anything, just so we get home."

"Yes, gr," sad Jenkins.

He started off and Webster called him back.

"Jenkins, does anyone el se know about this? Anyone-"

"No, gr," said Jenkins. ™Y our father never mentioned it and | felt, somehow, that he wouldn't wish me
to."

"Thank you, Jenkins," said Webgter.
Webster huddled back into his chair again, feeling desolate and done and misplaced. Aloneina
humming lobby that pulsed with life-alondinessthat tore a him, that left him limp and week.

Homesickness. Downright, shameful homesickness, he told himsdlf. Something that boys are
supposed to fed when they first leave home, when they first go out to meet the world.

There was afancy word for it-agoraphobia, the morbid dread of being in the midst of open
gpaces-from the Greek root for the fear-literaly, of the market place.

If he crossed the room to the television booth, he could put in acall, talk with his mother or one of
the robots-or, better yet, just St and look at the place until Jenkins came for him.

He started to rise, then sank, back in the chair again. It was no dice. Just talking to someone or
looking in on the place wasn't being there. He couldn't smell the pinesin the wintry air, or hear familiar
snow crunch on thewalk beneath hisfeet or reach out ahand and touch one of the massive oaks that
grew along the path. He couldn't fed the heat of the fire or sense the sure, deft touch of belonging, of
being one with atract of ground and the things uponiit.

And yet-perhapsit would help. Not much, maybe, but some. He started to rise from the chair again
and froze. Thefew short stepsto the booth held terror, aterrible, overwhelming terror. If he crossed
them, he would have to run. Run to escape the watching eyes, the unfamiliar sounds, the agonizing
nearness of strange faces.

Abruptly he sat down.

A woman's shrill voice cut across the lobby and he shrank away fromit. Hefdt terrible. Hefdt like
hell. He wished Jenkins would get ahustle on.

Thefirg bresth of spring came through the window, filling the study with the promise of melting
snows, of coming leaves and flowers, of north-bound wedges of waterfowl streaming through the blue, of
trout that lurked in poolswaiting for thefly.

Webster lifted his eyes from the sheaf of papers on his desk, sniffed the breeze, felt the cool whisper
of it on his cheek. His hand reached out for the brandy glass, found it empty, and put it back.

He bent back above the papers once again, picked up a pencil and crossed out aword.

Criticdly, heread thefind paragraphs:

Thefact that of the two hundred and fifty men who wereinvited to visit me, presumably on missons
of more than ordinary importance, only three were able to come, does not necessarily provethat al but
those three are victims of agoraphobia. Some may have had |egitimate reasons for being unable to accept
my invitation. But it does indicate agrowing unwillingness of men living under the mode of Earth existence
st up following the break-up of the citiesto move from familiar places, a degpening ingtinct to stay
among the scenes and possessions which in their mind have become associated with contentment and



graciousness of life,

What the result of such atrend will be, no one can clearly indicate sSinceit gppliesto only asmal
portion of Earth's population. Among the larger families economic pressure forces some of the sonsto
seek their fortunes either in other parts of the Earth or on one of the other planets. Many others
ddiberately seek adventure and opportunity in space while still others become associated with
professions or trades which made a sedentary existenceimpossible.

He flipped the page over, went on to the last one.

It was agood paper, he knew, but it could not be published, not just yet. Perhaps after he had died.
No one, so far as he could determine, had ever so much asredlized the trend, had taken as matter of
course the fact that men seldom |eft their homes. Why, after al, should they leave their homes?

_Certain dangers may berecognizedin-_.

The televisor muttered at his elbow and he reached ouit to flip the toggle.

The room faded and he was face to face with aman who sat behind a desk, amost asif he sat on the
opposite side of Webgter'sdesk. A grey-haired man with sad eyes behind heavy lenses.

For amoment Webster stared, memory tugging at him.

"Could it be-" he asked and the man smiled gravely.

"I have changed,” he said. "So have you. My name s Clayborne. Remember? The Martian medica
commisson-"

"Clayborne! 1'd often thought of you. Y ou stayed on Mars.”

Clayborne nodded. "I've read your book, doctor. Itisarea contribution. I've often thought one
should be written, wanted to mysdlf; but | didn't have thetime. Just aswell | didn't. Y ou did a better job.
Especidly onthebrain.”

"The Martian brain," Webster told him, "awaysintrigued me. Certain peculiarities. I'm afraid | spent
more of those five yearstaking noteson it than | should have. There was other work to do."

"A good thing you did,” said Clayborne. "That'swhy I'm caling you now. | have apatient-abrain
operation. Only you can handleit.”

Webgter gasped, his handstrembling. "Y ou'l bring him here?’

Clayborne shook his head. "He cannot be moved. Y ou know him, | believe. Juwain, the
philosopher.”

"Juwain!" said Webster. "He's one of my best friends. We talked together just a couple of days ago.”

"The atack was sudden," said Clayborne. "He's been asking for you."

Webster was silent and cold-cold with achill that crept upon him from some unguessed place. Cold
that sent perspiration out upon hisforehead, that knotted hisfigts.

"If you start immediately,” said Clayborn, "you can be here on time. I've already arranged with the
World Committee to have aship at your disposal instantly. The utmost speed is necessary.”

"But," said Webgter, "but... | cannot come.”

"Y ou can't come!"

"It'simpossible” said Webster. "1 doubt in any casethat | am needed. Surely, you yoursdlf-"

"I can't," said Clayborne. "No one can but you. No one e se has the knowledge. Y ou hold Juwain's
lifeinyour hands. If you come, helives. If you dont, hedies.”

"l can't gointo space,” said Webster.

"Anyone can go into space,” snapped Clayborne. "It's not like it used to be. Conditioning of any sort
desredisavailable”

"But you don't understand,” pleaded Webster. "Y ou-"

"No, | don't," said Clayborne. "Frankly, | don't. That anyone should refuse to save thelife of his
friend-"

Thetwo men stared a one another for along moment, neither speaking.

"| shal tell the committee to send the ship straight to your home," said Claybornefindly. "I hope by



that time you will see your way clear to come."

Clayborne faded and the wal cameinto view again-the wall and books, the fireplace and the
paintings, the well-loved furniture, the promise of spring that came through the open window.

Webgter sat frozenin hischair, staring at thewall in front of him.

Juwain, the furry, wrinkled face, the sihilant whisper, the friendliness and understanding that was his.
Juwain, grasping the tuff that dreams are made of and shaping them into logic, into rules of life and
conduct. Juwain using philosophy as atool, as a science, as a stepping stone to better living.

Webgter dropped hisfaceinto his hands and fought the agony that welled up within him.

Clayborne had not understood. One could not expect him to understand since there was no way for
him to know. And even knowing, would he understand? Even he, Webster, would not have understood it
in someone ese until he bad discovered it in himsdf-the terrible fear of leaving hisown fire, hisown land,
his own possessions, the little symbolismsthat he had erected. And yet, not he, himself; aone, but those
other Websters as well. Starting with the first John J. Men and women who had setup acult of life, a
tradition of behaviour.

He, Jerome A. Webster, had gone to Mars when he was a young man, and had not felt or suspected
the psychological poison that ran through his veins. Even as Thomas afew months ago had goneto Mars.
But thirty years of quiet life herein the retreat that the Websters called ahome had brought it forth, had
deveoped it without his even knowing it. There had, in fact, been no opportunity to know it. It was clear
how it had devel oped-clear as crystal now.

Habit and mentd pattern and a happiness association with certain things-things that had no actua
vauein themselves, but had been assgned avaue, adefinite, concrete vaue by one family through five
generdions.

No wonder other places seemed dien, no wonder other horizons held ahint of horror in their sweep.

And there was nothing one could do about it-nothing, that is, unless one cut down every tree and
burned the house and changed the course of waterways. Even that might not do it-even that- The
televisor purred and Webster lifted his head from his hands, reached out and thumbed the tumbler.

Theroom became aflare of white, but there was no image.

A voicesaid: "Secret call. Secret cdll.”

Webgter did back apanel in the machine, spun apair of diads, heard the hum of power surgeinto a
screen that blocked out the room.

"Secrecy established,” he said.

The white flare snapped out and aman sat across the desk from him. A man be had seen many times
beforein televised addresses, in hisdaily paper.

Henderson, president of the World Committee.

"I have had acal from Clayborne," said Henderson.

Webster nodded without speaking. "Hetells me you refuse to go to Mars.”

"I have not refused,” said Webster. "When Clayborne cut off the question was |eft open. | had told
him it wasimpaossible for me to go, but he had rejected that, did not seem to understand.”

"Webgter, you must go," said Henderson. "Y ou are the only man with the necessary knowledge of
the Martian brain to perform this operation, if it were asimple operation, perhaps someone el se could do
it. But not one such asthis”

"That may betrue," said Webgter, "but-"

"It'snot just aquestion of saving alife’, said Henderson. "Even thelife of so distinguished a
personage as Juwain. It involves even more than that. Juwain isafriend of yours. Perhaps he hinted of
something he hasfound.”

"Yes" said Webgter. "Yes, hedid. A new concept of philosophy.”

"A concept," declared Henderson, "that we cannot do without. A concept that will remake the solar
system, that will put mankind ahead a hundred thousand yearsin the space of two generations. A new
direction of purpose that will aim towards agoa we heretofore bad not suspected, bad not even known
existed A brand new truth, you see. One that never before had occurred to anyone.”

Webster's hands gripped the edge of the desk until his knuckles stood out white.



"If Juwain dies," said Henderson, "that concept dieswith him. May be lost forever.”
"Il try," said Webster. "I'll try-"

Henderson's eyes were hard. "Isthat the best that you can do?”’

"That isthe best,” said Webster.

"But man, you must have areason! Some explanation.”

"None," said Webgter, "that | would careto give."

Ddliberately he reached out and flipped up the switch.

Webster sat at the desk and held hishandsin front of him, staring at them. Hands that had skill, held
knowledge. Handsthat could save alifeif he could get them to Mars. Hands that could save for the solar
system, for mankind, for the Martians an idea-a new idea-that would advance them a hundred thousand
yearsin the next two generations.

But hands chained by aphobiathat grew out of this quiet life. Decadence-a strangely beautiful-and
deadly-decadence.

Man had forsaken the teeming cities, the huddling places, two hundred years ago. He had done with
the old foes and the ancient fears that kept him around the common camp fire, had left behind the
hobgoblins that had walked with him from the caves.

And yet-and yet- Here was another huddling place. Not a huddling place for one's body, but one's
mind. A psychologicd campfirethat till held aman withinthecircle of itslight.

Stll, Webster knew, he must leave that fire. Asthe men had done with the cities two centuries
before, he must walk off and leaveit. And he must not look back.

He had to go to Mars-or at least start for Mars. There was no question there, at all. He had to go.

Whether he would survive the trip, whether he could perform the operation once he had arrived, he
did not know. He wondered vaguely, whether agoraphobia could befatal. In its most exaggerated form,
he supposed it could.

He reached out a hand to ring, then hesitated. No use having Jenkins pack. Hewould do it
himself-something to keep him busy until the ship arrived.

From the top shelf of the wardrobe in the bedroom, he took down a bag and saw that it was dusty.
Heblew onit, but the dust till clung. It had been there for too many years.

As he packed, the room argued with him, talked in that mute tongue with which inanimate but familiar
things may converse with aman.

"You can't go," said theroom. "Y ou can't go off and leave me."

And Webgter argued back, half pleading, haf explanatory. "I have to go. Can't you understand? It's
afriend, an old friend. I will be coming back."

Packing done, Webster returned to the study, dumped into his chair.

He must go and yet he couldn't go. But when the ship arrived, when the time had come, he knew that
he would walk out of the house and towards the waiting ship.

He stedled hismind to that, tried to set it in arigid pattern, tried to blank out everything but the
thought that he wasleaving.

Thingsin theroom intruded on hisbrain, asif they were part of a conspiracy to keep them there.
Thingsthat he saw asif he were seeing them for thefirgt time. Old, remembered things that suddenly
were new. The chronometer that showed both Earthian and Martian time, the days of the month, the
phases of the moon. The picture of his dead wife on the desk. The trophy he had won at prep school.
The framed short snorter bill that had cost him ten bucks on histrip to Mars.

He gtared at them, haf unwilling & first, then eagerly, storing up the memory of themin hisbrain.
Seeing them as separate components - of aroom he had accepted al these years as afinished whole,
never realizing what, amultitude of things went to makeit up.

Dusk wasfdling, the dusk of early spring, adusk that smelled of early pussy willows.

The ship should have arrived long ago. He caught himsdlf listening for it, even asheredized that he
would not hear it. A ship, driven by atomic motors, was slent except when it gathered speed. Landing
and taking off, it floated like thistledown, with not amurmur in it.



It would be here soon. It would have to be here soon or he could never go. Much longer to wait, he
knew, and his high-keyed resol ution would crumble like amound of dust in beating rain. Not much longer
could he hold his purpose againgt the pleading of the room, againgt theflicker of thefire, againgt the
murmur of the land where five generations of Websters had lived their lives and died.

He shut his eyes and fought down the chill that crept across hisbody. He couldn't let it get him now,
he told himself. He had to stick it out. When the ship arrived he still must be able to get up and walk out
of the door to the waiting port.

A tap came on the door.

"Comein," Webgter cdled.

It was Jenkins, thelight from the fireplace flickering on his shining metd hide.

"Had you cdled earlier, Sr?" he asked.

Webster shook his bead.

"l was afraid you might have," Jenkins explained, "and wondered why | didn't come. Therewasa
most extraordinary occurrence, sir. Two men came with aship and said they wanted you to go to Mars-"

"They are here," said Webster. "Why didn't you cdl me?!

He struggled to hisfet.

"I didn't think, sir," said Jenkins, "that you would want to be bothered. It was so preposterous. |
findly made them understand you could not possibly want to goto Mars."

Webgter stiffened, felt chill fear gripping at his heart.

Hands groping for the edge of the desk, he sat down in the chair, sensed the walls of the room
closing in about him, atrap that would never let him go.

NOTESON THE THIRD TALE

To the thousands of readers who love thistale, it is distinguished as the one in which the Dogs
first appear. To the student it is much more than that. Basically, it isatale of guilt and futility.
Here the breakdown of the human race continues, with Man assaulted by a sense of guilt and
plagued by the instability which results in the human mutants.

The tale attempts to rationalize the mutations, attempts even to explain the Dogs as
modifications of the primordial strain. No race, the story says, can become improved if there are
no mutations, but there is no word concerning the need of a certain static factor in society to
ensure stability. Throughout the legend it becomes abundantly clear that the human race placed
little value upon stability.

Tige, who has combed the legend to bolster up contention that the tales actually are humanin
their origin, believes that no Doggish storyteller would have advanced the theory of mutation, a
concept which runs counter to everything in the canine creed. A viewpoint such asthis, he claims,
must have sprung from some alien mind.

Bounce, however, points out that throughout the legend viewpoints which are diametrically
opposed to canine logic often are presented in a favourable light. This, he says, is no more than
the mark of a good storyteller-a twisting of values for certain dramatic shock effect.

That Man is presented deliberately as a character who realizes his own shortcomings there
can be no doubt at all. In thistale, the human, Grant, talks about a "groove of logic" and it is
apparent that he senses something wrong with human logic. He tells Nathaniel that the human
race is alwaysworried. He fastens an almost infantile hope upon the Juwain theory as something
which might yet save the human race.

And Grant, in the end, seeing the trend of destruction inherent in hisrace, passes the destiny
of humanity on to Nathaniel.

Of all the characters which appear in the legend, Nathaniel may be the only one having an
actual historic basis. In other tales which have come from the racial past, the name Nathaniel is
often mentioned. While it is patently impossible that Nathaniel could have accomplished all the



deeds which are attributed to himin these tales, it is generally believed that he actually lived and
was a figure of importance. The basis of that importance, of course, has been lost in the gulf of
time.

The Webster family of humans, which was introduced in the first tale, continues to hold a
prominent place throughout the rest of the legend. While this may be another piece of evidence to
support Tige's belief, it is possible that the Webster family once again may be no more than a
mark of good storytelling, a device used to establish a link of continuity in a series of tales which
otherwise are not too closely linked.

To one who reads too literally, the implication that the Dogs are a result of Man's intervention
may prove to be somewhat shocking. Rover, who has never seen in the legend anything beyond
pure myth, thinks that here we are dealing with an ancient attempt to explain racial origin. To
cover up actual lack of knowledge, the tale devel ops an explanation which amounts to divine
intervention. It is an easy and, to the primitive mind, a plausible and satisfactory way to explain
something of which nothing at all is known.

CENSUS

Richard Grant was resting beside the little spring that gushed out of the hillsde and tumbled ina
flashing stream across the twisting trail when the squirrel rushed past him and shinnied up atowering
hickory tree. Behind the squirrd, in acyclone of churning autumn-falen leaves, camethelittle black dog.

When he saw Grant the dog skidded to a stop, stood watching him, tail wagging, eyes a-dance with
fun.

Grant grinned. "Hello, there," he said.

"Hi," said the dog.

Grant jerked out of hiseasy douch, jaw hanging limp. The dog laughed back at him, red dishrag of a
tongue lolling from its mouth.

Grant jerked athumb at the hickory. "Y our squirrel's up there.”

"Thanks" said thedog, "I know it. | can smell him."

Startled, Grant looked swiftly around, suspecting a practica joke. Ventriloquism, maybe. But there
was no one in sight. The woods were empty except for himsalf and the dog, the gurgling spring, the
squirrdl chattering in thetree.

The dog walked closer.

"My name" hesad, "is Nathanid."

The words were there. There was no doubt of it. AlImost like human speech, except they were
pronounced carefully, as one who was learning the language might pronounce them. And abrogue, an
accent that could not be placed, a certain eccentricity of intonation.

"I live over the hill," declared Nathanid, "with the Websters"

He sat down, beat histail upon the ground, scattering leaves. He looked extremely happy.

Grant suddenly snapped hisfingers.

"Bruce Webster! Now | know. Should have thought of it before. Glad to meet you, Nathaniel."

"Who are you?"' asked Nathaniel.

"Me?I'm Richard Grant, enumerator.”

"What's an enum... enumer-"

"An enumerator is someone who counts people,” Grant explained. "'I'm taking acensus.”

"There arelots of words," said Nathaniel, "that | can't say."

He got up, waked over to the spring, and lapped noisly. Finished, he plunked himself down beside
the man.

"Want to shoot the squirrel ?* he asked.



"Want meto?"

"Surething,” said Nathanid.

But the squirrel was gone. Together they circled the tree, searching its almost bare branches. There
was no bushy tail sticking out from behind the boll, no beady eyes staring down

at them. While they had talked, the squirrel had made his getaway.

Nathaniel looked abit crestfallen, but he made the best of it.

"Why don't you spend the night with us?' heinvited.

"Then, come morning, we could go hunting. Spend dl day at it."

Grant chuckled. "I wouldn't want to trouble you. | am used to camping out."

Nathaniel inssted. "Bruce would be glad to see you. And Grandpawouldn't mind. He don't know
half what goes on, anyway."

"Who's Grandpa?'

"Hisred nameis Thomas" said Nathaniel, "but we dl cdl him Grandpa. Heis Bruce'sfather. Awful
old now. Just sitsal day and thinks about a thing that happened long ago.”

Grant nodded. "1 know about that, Nathaniel. Juwain."

"Yeah, that'sit," agreed Nathanidl. "What doesit mean?”'

Grant shook hishead. "Wish | could tell you, Nathanidl. Wish | knew."

He hoisted the pack to his shoulder, stooped and scratched the dog behind the ear. Nathaniel
grimaced with ddlight.

"Thanks," he said, and started up the path.

Grant followed.

Thomas Webgter sat in hiswhed chair on the lawn and stared out across the evening hills.

I'll be eighty-sx to-morrow, he wasthinking. Eighty-six. That'sahell of along timefor amantolive.
Maybetoo long.

Especidly when he can't walk any more and his eyes are going bad.

Elsewill have aslly cakefor mewith lots of candleson it and the robots al will bring me agift and
those dogs of Bruce'swill comein and wish me happy returns of the day and wag their tails at me. And
there will be afew tdevisor cdls-athough not many, perhaps. And I'll pound my chest and say I'm going
to liveto be ahundred and everyone will grin behind their hands and say "listen to the old fool ™.

Eighty-six years and there were two things | meant to do. One of them | did and the other onel
didnt.

A cawing crow skimmed over adistant ridge and danted down into the valley shadow. From far
away, down by theriver, came the quacking of aflock of malards.

Soon the stars would be coming out. Came out early thistime of year. He liked to look at them. The
gars He patted the arms of the chair with fierce pride. The stars, by Lord, were his meat. An obsession?
Perhaps-but at least something to wipe out that stigma of long ago, ashield to keep the family from the
gossip of historic busybodies. And Bruce was helping too. Those dogs of his- A step sounded in the
grass behind him.

"Your whisky, Sr," said Jenkins.

Thomas Webster stared at the robot, took the glass off the tray.

"Thank you, Jenkins" hesaid.

He twirled the glass between hisfingers. "How long, Jenkins, have you been lugging drinksto this
family?'

"Your father, ar," said Jenkins. "And hisfather before him."

"Any news?" asked the old man.

Jenkins shook hishead. "No news."

Thomas Webster sipped the drink. "That means, then, that they're well beyond the solar system. Too
far out even for the Pluto tation to relay. Halfway or better to Alpha Centauri. If only | livelong
enough-"

"Youwill, gr," Jenkinstold him. "'l fedl it in my bones"



"You," declared the old man, "haven't any bones."

He spped the drink dowly, tasting it with expert tongue.

Watered too much again. But it wouldn't do to say anything. No use flying off the handle at Jenkins.
That doctor! Telling Jenkinsto water it abit more. Depriving aman of proper drinking in hisfina years-
"What's that down there" he asked, pointing to the path that straggled up the hill.

Jenkins turned to look.

"It appears, dr," he said, "that Nathani€l's bringing someone home."

The dogs had trooped in to say good night, had |eft again.

Bruce Webster grinned after them.

"Gredt gang,” hesaid.

Heturned to Grant. 'l imagine Nathaniel gave you quite a start this afternoon.”

Grant lifted the brandy glass, squinted through it at the light.

"Hedid," hesaid. "Just for aminute. And then | remembered things 1'd read about what you're doing
here. Itisn't in my line, of course, but your work has been popularized, written up in more or less
non-technica language.”

"Your line?' asked Webger. "I thought-"

Grant laughed. "I see what you mean. A censustaker. An enumerator. All of that, | grant you."

Webster was puzzled, just abit embarrassed. "I hope, Mr. Grant, that | haven't-"

"Not at dl," Grant told him. "I'm used to being regarded as someone who writes down names and
ages and then goes on to the next group of human beings. That wasthe old idea of a census, of course. A
nose counting, nothing more. A matter of Satistics. After dl, the last census was taken more than three
hundred years ago. And times have changed.”

"Youinterest me" said Webgter. "Y ou make this nose counting of yours sound dmost snister.”

"Itisn't Snigter,” protested Grant. "It'slogical. It's an eva uation of the human population. Not just
how many of them there are, but what are they redlly like, what are they thinking and doing?"

Webster douched lower in his chair, siretching hisfeet out towards the fire upon the hearth. "Don't
tell me, Mr. Grant, that you intend to psycho-anayse me?"

Grant drained the brandy glass, set it on thetable. "I don't need to," he said. "The World Committee
knowsdl it needsto know about the folks like you. But it isthe others-the ridge runners, you call them
here. Up north they're jackpine savages. Farther south they're something else. A hidden population-an
amost forgotten population. The ones who took to the woods. The ones who scampered off when the
World Committee |oosened the strings of government.”

Webgter grunted. " The governmentd strings had to be loosened,” he declared. "History will prove
that to anyone. Even before the World Committee came into being the governmenta set-up of the world
was burdened by ox-cart survivals. There was no more reason for the township government three
hundred years ago than thereisfor anational government to-day."

"Y ou're absolutdly right,” Grant told him, "and yet when the grip of government was loosened, its
hold upon the life of each man was|oosened. The man who wanted to dip away and live outside his
government, losing its benefits and escaping its obligations, found it an easy thing to do. The World
Committee didn't mind. It had more thingsto worry over than the irrespons bles and mal contents. And
there were plenty of them. Thefarmers, for instance, who lost their way of life with the coming of
hydroponics. Many of them found it hard to fit into industrid life. So what? So they dipped away. They
reverted to a primitive life. They raised afew crops, they hunted game, they trapped, they cut wood, did
alittle stealing now and then. Deprived of alivelihood, they went back to the soil, dl the way back, and
the soil took care of them.”

"That was three hundred years ago," said Webster. "The World Committee didn't mind about them
then. It did what it could, of course, but, asyou say, it didn't really mind if afew dipped through its
fingers. So why this sudden interest now?"

"Jug, | guess,”" Grant told him, "that they've got around to it."

He regarded Webster closely, studying the man. Relaxed before the fire, hisface held power, the



shadows of the legping flames etching planes upon his features, turning them almost surredigtic.

Grant hunted in his pocket, found his pipe, jammed tobacco in the bowl.

"Thereissomething dse" he said.

"Eh," asked Webgter.

"Thereis something €l se about this census. They'd take it anyhow, perhaps, because a picture of
Earth's population must ways be an asset, a piece of handy knowledge; But that isn't all.”

"Mutants,” said Webster.

Grant nodded. "That'sright. | hardly expected anyone to guessit.”

"I work with mutants,”" Webster pointed, out. "My wholelifeis bound up with mutations.”

"Queer hits of culture have been turning up,” said Grant.

"Stuff that has no precedent. Literary formswhich bear the unmistakable imprint of fresh
personalities. Music that has broken away from traditional expression. Art that islike nothing ever seen
before. And mogt of it anonymous or at least hidden under pseudonyms.”

Webster laughed. "Such athing, of course, is utter mystery to the World Committee.”

"It isn't that S0 much as something else" Grant explained. " The Committeeis not so concerned with
art and literature asit iswith other things-things that don't show up. If there is a backwoods renaissance
taking place, it would first cometo notice, naturally, through new art and literary forms. But arenaissance
isnot concerned entirely with art and literature.”

Webster sank even lower in hischair and cupped his hands beneath his chin,

"l think | see" he said, "what you aredriving a."

They sat for long minutesin silence broken only by the crackling of thefire, by the ghostly whisper of
an autumn wind in the trees outside.

"There was a chance once," said Webster, dmost asif he were speaking to himself. "A chance for
new viewpoints, for something that might have wiped out the muddle of four thousand years of human
thought. A man muffed that chance.”

Grant gtirred uncomfortably, then sat rigid, afraid Webster might have seen him move.

"That man," said Webgter, "was my grandfather.”

Grant knew he must say something, that he could not continue to Sit there, unspeaking.

"Juwain may have been wrong,” he said. "He might not have found anew philosophy.”

"That isathought,” declared Webster, "we have used to console ourselves. And yet, it isunlikely.
Juwain was agreat Martian philosopher, perhaps the greatest Mars had ever known. If he could have
lived, thereis no doubt in my mind he would have developed that new philosophy. But he didn't live. He
didn't live because my grandfather couldn't go to Mars."

"It wasn't your grandfather's fault,” said Grant. "Hetried to. Agoraphobiaisathing that aman can't
fight-"

Webster waved the words aside. "That is over and done with. It isathing that cannot be recaptured.
We must accept that and go on from there. And since it was my family, since it was grandfather-"

Grant stared, shaken by the thought that occurred to him. "The dogs! That's why-"

"Yes, thedogs," said Webster.

From far away, in the river bottoms, came a crying sound, one with the wind that talked in the trees
outsde.

"A raccoon,” said Webster. "The dogs will hear him and be rearing to get out.”

The cry came again, closer it seemed, athough that must have been imagination.

Webgter had straightened in the chair, was leaning forward, staring a the flames.

"After dl, why not?" he asked. "A dog has a persondity. Y ou can sensethat in every one you mest.
No two are exactly dike in mood and temperament. All of them areintelligent, in varying degrees. And
that isal that's needed, a conscious personality and some measure of intelligence.

"They didn't get an even break, that's al. They had two handicaps. They couldn't talk and they
couldn't walk erect and because they couldn't walk erect they had no chance to develop hands. But for
speech and hands, we might be dogs and dogs be men.”



"I'd never thought of it like that," said Grant. "Not of your dogs as athinking race-"

"No," said Webgter, and there was atrace of bitterness running in hiswords. "No, of course, you
didn't. Y ou thought of them as most of therest of theworld gtill thinks of them. Ascuriosities, as
sSdeshow animals, asfunny pets. Petsthat can talk with you.

"But it'smore than that, Grant. | swear to you it is. Thusfar Man has come aone. One thinking,
intelligent race dl by itsdf. Think of how much farther, how much faster it might have gone had there been
two races, two thinking, intelligent races, working together. For, you see, they would not think alike.
They'd check their thoughts against one another. What one couldn't think of, the other could. Theold
story of two heads.

"Think of it, Grant. A _different_mind than the human mind, but one that will work with the human
mind. That will see and understand things the human mind cannat, that will develop, if you will,
philosophies the human mind could not?

He spread his hands towards thefire, long fingers with bone-hard, merciless knuckles.

"They couldn't talk and | gave them speech. It was not easy, for adog's tongue and throat are not
designed to speak. But surgery did it... an expedient at first... surgery and grafting. But now... now, |
hope, | think... it istoo soon to say-"

Grant was leaning forward, tensed.

"Y ou mean the dogs are passing on the changes you have made. That there are hereditary evidences
of thesurgica corrections?'

Webster shook his bead. "It istoo soon to say. Another twenty years, maybe | can tell you."

Helifted the brandy bottle from the table, held it out.

"Thanks" said Grant.

"l am apoor hogt," Webgter told him. Y ou should have helped yoursdlf."

Heraised the glass againgt thefire. "I had good material to work with. A dog is smart. Smarter than
you think. The ordinary, run of the mill dog recognizes fifty words or more. A hundred isnot unusud.
Add another hundred and he has aworking vocabulary. Y ou noticed, perhaps, the smple words that
Nathaniel used. Almogt basic English.”

Grant nodded. "One and two syllables. He told me there were alot of words he couldn't say."
"Thereis much moreto do," said Webster. " So much more to do. Reading, for example. A dog
doesn't seeasyou and | do. | have been experimenting with lenses-correcting their eyesight so they can
seeaswedo. And if that fails, there's ill another way. Man must visualize the way adog sees-learn to

print books that dogs can read.”

"Thedogs," asked Grant, "what do they think of it?"

"The dogs? said Webgter. "Believeit or not, Grant, they're having the time of their merry lives™

He gtared into thefire.

"God blesstheir hearts” he said.

Following Jenkins, Grant climbed the stairs to bed, but as they passed a partially opened door a

voice hailed them.

"That you, stranger?"

Grant stopped, jerked around.

Jenkinssaid in awhisper, "That's the old gentleman, sir. Often he cannot deep.”

"Yes" cdled Grant.

"Seepy?' asked the voice.

"Not very," Grant told him.

"Comeinfor awhile" the old man said.

Thomas Webster sat propped up in bed, striped nightcap on his head. He saw Grant staring at it.

"Getting bald," he rasped. "Don't fee comfortable unless| got something on. Can't wear my hat to
He shouted at Jenkins. "What you standing there for? Don't you see he needs adrink?”
"Yes, gr," said Jenkins, and disappeared.



"Sit down," said Thomas Webgter. "Sit down and listen for awhile. Talking will help me go to deep.
And, besides, we don't see new faces every day." Grant sat down.

"What do you think of that son of mine?' the old man asked.

Grant garted at the unusual question. "Why, | think he's splendid. The work he's doing with the
dogs-"

The old man chuckled. "Him and hisdogs! Ever tdll you about the time Nathanidl tangled with a
skunk? Of course, | haven't. Haven't said more than aword or two to you."

Heran hishands dong the bed covering, long fingers picking at the fabric nervoudly.

"Got another son, you know. Allen. Cal him Al. To-night he's the farthest from Earth that Man has
ever been. Heading for the gars.”

Grant nodded. "1 know. | read about it. The Alpha Centauri expedition.”

"My father was asurgeon,” said Thomas Webster. "Wanted me to be one, too. Almost broke his
heart, | guess, when | didn't taketoit. But if he could know, held be proud of usto-night.”

"Y ou mustn't worry about your son,” said Grant.

The old man'sglare slenced him. "I built that ship myself. Designed it, watched it grow. If it'sjust a
matter of navigating space, it'll get whereit isgoing. And the kid is good. He can ride that crate through
hdl itsdlf.”

He hunched himsdlf straighter in the bed, knocking his nightcap askew againg the piled-up pillows.

"And | got another reason to think helll get there and back. Didn't think much about it at the time, but
lady I've beenrecaling it, thinking it over, wondering if it mightn't mean... well, if it might not be-"

He gasped a bit for breath. "Mind you, I'm not supergtitious.”

"Of courseyourenot," said Grant.

"You bet I'm not," said Webgter.

"A sgn of some sort, perhaps,” suggested Grant. "A fedling. A hunch.”

"None of those," declared the old man. "An amost certain knowledge that destiny must be with me.
That | was meant to build a ship that would make the trip. That someone or something decided it was
about time Man got out to the stars and took ahand to help him along abit.”

"Y ou sound asif you're talking about an actual incident,” said Grant, "Asif there were some positive
happening that makes you think the expedition will succeed.”

"Y ou bet your boots," said Webgter. "That'sjust exactly what | mean. It happened twenty years ago,
out onthelawn in front of thisvery house."

He pulled himsdlf even gtraighter, gasped for breath, wheezing.

"I was stumped, you understand. The dream was broken. Y ears spent for nothing. The basic
principle | had evolved to get the speed necessary for interstelar flight smply wouldn't work. And the
worgt of it was, | knew it was_amost_right. | knew there wasjust one little thing, one theoretica
change that must be made. But | couldn't find it.

"So | was gitting out there on the lawn, fedling sorry for myself, with asketch of the plan in front of
me. | lived withiit, you see. | carried it everywhere | went, figuring maybe that by just looking &t it, the
thing that was wrong would pop into my mind. Y ou know how it does, sometimes.”

Grant nodded.

"While| was gtting there aman came along. One of the ridge runners. Y ou know what aridge runner
is?'

"Sure" said Grant.

"Widll, thisfdlow came dong. Kind of limber-jointed chap, ambling dong asif hedidn't havea
trouble in the world. He stopped and looked over my shoulder and asked mewhat | dad.

"'Spaceship drive," | told him.

"He reached down and took it and all, what was the use? He couldn't understand a thing abouit it and
it was no good, anyhow.

"And then he handed it back to me and jabbed hisfinger a one place. "That's your trouble," he said.
And then he turned and galloped off and | sat staring after him, too donein to say asingleword, to even



cdl him back."

The old man sat balt upright in the bed, staring at the wall, nightcap canted crazily. Outside thewind
sucked aong the eaves with hollow hooting. And in that well-lighted room, there seemed to be shadows,
athough Grant knew there weren't any.

"Did you ever find him?' asked Grarnt.

The old man shook hishead. "Hide nor hair," he said.

Jenkins came through the door with aglass, set it on the bedside table.

"I'll be back, gr," be said to Grant, "to show you to your room."

"No need of it," sad Grant. "Just tell mewhereit is"

"If youwish, dir," said Jenkins. "It's the third one down. I'll turn on the light and leave the door gar."

They sat, listening to the robot's feet go down the hall.

The old man glanced at the glass of whisky and cleared histhroat.

"I wish now," hesad, "I'd had Jenkins bring me one."

"Why, that'sal right,” said Grant "Takethisone. | don't redly need it."

"Sureyou don't?"

"Not at dl."

The old man stretched out his hand, took asip, sighed gutily.

"Now that'swhat | cal aproper mix," he sad. "Doctor makes Jenkinswater mine."

There was something in the house that got under one's skin. Something that made onefed likean
outs der-uncomfortable and naked in the quiet whisper of itswalls.

Sitting on the edge of his bed, Grant dowly unlaced his shoes and dropped them on the carpet.

A robot who had served the family for four generations, who talked of men long dead asif he had
brought them a glass of whisky only yesterday. An old man who worried about a ship that did through
the space-darkness beyond the solar system. Another man who dreamed of another race, arace that
might go hand in paw with man down thetrall of detiny.

And over it dl, dmost unspoken and yet unmistakable, the shadow of Jerome A. Webster-the man
who had failed afriend, a surgeon who had failed histrust.

Juwain, the Martian philosopher, had died, on the eve of agreat discovery, because Jerome A.
Webster couldn't leave this house, because agoraphobia chained him to aplot afew miles square.

On stockinged feet, Grant crossed to the table where Jenkins had placed his pack. Loosening the
straps, he opened it, brought out athick portfolio. Back at the bed again, he sat down and hauled out
sheafs of papers, thumbed through them.

Records, hundreds of sheets of records. The story of hundreds of human lives set down on paper.
Not only the things they told him or the questions that they answered, but dozens of other little
things-things he had noted down from observation, from stting and watching, from _living_ with them for
an hour or day.

For the people that he ferreted out in these tangled hills accepted him. It was his business that they
should accept him. They accepted him because he came on foot, briar-scratched and weary, with a pack
upon his shoulder. To him clung none of the modernity that would have set him apart from them, made
them suspicious of him. It was atiresome way to make a census, but it was the only way to make the
kind the World Committee wanted-and needed.

For somewhere, sometime, studying sheets like these that lay upon the bed, some man like him
would find athing he sought, would find a clue to some life that veered from the human pattern. Some
betraying quirk of behaviourism that would set out onelife againgt al the others.

Human mutations were not uncommon, of course. Many of them were known, men who held high
position in theworld. Mogt of the World Committee members were mutants, but, like the others, their
mutational qualitiesand abilities bad been modified and qualified by the pattern of the world, by
unconscious conditioning that had shaped their thoughts and reaction into some conformity with other
fellow men.

There had always been mutants, el se the race would not have advanced. But until the last hundred



years or S0 they had not been recognized as such. Before that they had merely been great businessmen
or great scientists or great crooks. Or perhaps eccentrics who had rained no more than scorn or pity at
the hands of arace that would not tolerate divergence from the norm.

Those who had been successful had adapted themselves to the world around them, had bent their
greater mental powersinto the pattern of acceptable action. And this dulled their usefulness, limited thelr
capacity, hedged their ability with restrictions set up to fit less extraordinary people.

Even asto-day the known mutants ability was hedged, unconscioudy, by a pattern that had been
set-agroove of logic that was aterrible thing.

But somewhere in the world there were dozens, probably hundreds, of other humanswho were just
alittle more than human-persons whose lives had been untouched by the rigidity of complex human life.
Their ability would not be hedged, they would know no groove of logic.

From the portfolio Grant brought out a pitifully thin sheaf of papers, clipped together, read the title of
the script dmost reverently:

"Unfinished Philosophica Proposition and Related Notes of Juwain.”

It would take amind that knew no groove of logic, amind unhampered by the pattern of four
thousand years of human thought, to carry on the torch the dead hand of the Martian philosopher had
momentarily lifted. A torch that lit the way to anew concept of life and purpose, that showed a path that
was easier and Straighter. A philosophy that would have put mankind ahead a hundred thousand yearsin
two short generations.

Juwain had died and in this very house aman had lived out his haunted years, listening to the voice of
his dead friend, shrinking from the censure of acheated race.

A gedthy scratch came at the door. Startled, Grant stiffened, listened. 1t came again. Then, alittle,
slky whine.

Swiftly Grant stuffed the papers back in the portfolio, strode to the door. As he opened it, Nathaniel
oozed in, likeadiding black shadow.

"Oscar," he said, "doesn't know I'm hero. Oscar would giveit to meif he knew | was."

"Who's Oscar?"

"Oscar's the robot that takes care of us."

Grant grinned at the dog. "What do you want, Nathaniel ?'

"I want to talk to you," said Nathanidl. "Y ou've talked to everyone e'se. To Bruce and Grandpa. But
you haven't talked to me and I'm the one that found you."

"O.K.," invited Grant. "Go ahead and talk."

"You'reworried," said Nathanid.

Grant wrinkled hisbrow. "That's right, perhaps| am. The human race isawaysworried. Y ou should
know that by now, Nathanid."

"Y ou're worrying about Juwain. Just like Grandpais."

"Not worrying," protested Grant. "Just wondering. And hoping.”

"What's the matter with Juwain?' demanded Nathaniel. "And who ishe and-"

"He'sno one, redlly,” declared Grant. "That is, he was someone once, but he died years ago. He's
just anideanow. A problem. A challenge. Something to think about.”

"I canthink," said Nathanid triumphantly. "I think alot, sometimes. But I mustn't think like human
beings. Brucetelsmel musin't. He says| haveto think dog thoughts and let human thoughts alone. He
says dog thoughts are just as good as human thoughts, maybe awhole |ot better.”

Grant nodded soberly. "Thereis something to that, Nathaniel. After dl, you must think differently than
man. Y ou must-"

"There'slots of thingsthat dogs know that men don't know," bragged Nathanid. "We can see things
and hear things that men can't see nor hear. Sometimes we how! at night, and people cuss us out. But if
they could see and hear what we do they'd be scared too stiff to move. Bruce sayswere... we're-"

"Psychic?' asked Grant.

"That'sit," declared Nathanidl. "1 can't remember al them words."



Grant picked his pyjamas off thetable.

"How about spending the night with me, Nathaniel? Y ou can have the foot of the bed.”

Nathaniel stared a him round eyed. " Gee, you mean you want meto?'

"Sure| do. If we're going to be partners, dogs and men, we better start out on an even footing now."
"I won't get the bed dirty," said Nathaniel. "Honest | won't. Oscar gave me abath to-night.”
Heflipped an ear.

"Except," hesaid, "'l think he missed afleaor two."

Grant gtared in perplexity at the atomic gun. A handy thing, it performed ahost of services, ranging
from cigarette lighter to deadly wespon. Built to last athousand years, it was fool proof, or so the
advertissments said. It never got out of kilter-except now it wouldn't work.

He pointed it at the ground and shook it vigoroudy and il it didn't work. He tapped it gently ona
stone and got no results.

Darkness was dropping on the tumbled bills. Somewherein the distant river valley an owl laughed
irrationdly. Thefirgt stars, smal and quiet, came out in the east and in the west the green-tinged glow that
marked the passing of the sun wasfading into night.

The pile of twigswaslaid before the boulder and other wood lay near at hand to keep the campfire
going through the night. But if the gun wouldn't work, there would be nofire.

Grant cursed under his breeth, thinking of chilly deeping and cold rations.

He tapped the gun on the rock again, harder thistime. Still no soap.

A twig crunched in the dark and Grant shot bolt upright.

Beside the shadowy trunk of one of the forest giantsthat towered into the gathering dusk, stood a
figure, tdl and gangling.

"Helo," said Grant.

" Something wrong, sranger?'

"My gun-" replied Grant, then cut short the words. No usein letting this shadowy figure know he was
unarmed.

The man stepped forward, hand outstretched.

"Won't work, eh?'

Grant fdt the gun lifted from his grasp.

The visitor squatted on the ground, making chuckling noises. Grant strained his eyesto seewhat he
was doing, but the cregping darkness made the other's hands an inky blur weaving about the bright metal
of thegun.

Meta clicked and scraped. The man sucked in his breath and laughed. Metal scraped again and the
man arose, holding out the gun.

"All fixed," he said. "Maybe better than it was before.”

A twig crunched again.

"Hey, wait!" ydled Grant, but the man was gone, a black ghost moving among the ghostly trunks.

A chill that was not of the night came seeping from the ground and travelled dowly up Grant's body.
A chill that set histeeth on edge, that stirred the short hairs at the base of his skull, that made goose flesh
Spring out upon hisarms.

There was no sound except the talk of water whispering in the dark, thetiny stream that ran just
bel ow the campsite.

Shivering, he kndt beside the pile of twigs, pressed thetrigger. A thin blue flame lapped out and the
twigsburst into flame.

Grant found old Dave Baxter perched on thetop rail of the fence, smoke pouring from the
short-stemmed pipe dmost hidden in hiswhiskers.

"Howdy, stranger,” said Dave. "Climb up and squat awhile.”

Grant climbed up, stared out over the corn-shocked field, gay with the gold of pumpkins.

"Jugt walkin'?" asked old Dave. "Or snoopin'?"



"Snooping,” admitted Grant.

Dave took the pipe out of his mouth, spat, put it back in again. The whiskers draped themselves
affectionately, and dangeroudy, about it.

"Diggin?" asked old Dave.

"Nope," sad Grant.

"Had afdler through herefour, five years ago,” said Dave. "that was worsen arabbit dog for diggin'.
Found a place where there had been an old town and just purely tore up the place. Pestered the life out
of meto tell him about the town, but | didn't rightly remember much. Heard my grandpappy once
mention the name of the town, but danged if | ain't forgot it. This herefdler bad adew of old mapsthat
he was dl the time wavin' around and studying, trying' to figure out what was what, but | guess he never
did know."

"Hunting for antiques,” said Grant.

"Mebbe," old Davetold him. "Kept out of hisway the best | could. But he wasn't no worse'n the one
that wastryin' to trace some old road that ran through thisway once. He had some maps, too. L eft
figurin hed found it and | didn't have the heart to tell him what held found was a path the cows had
mede."

He squinted at Grant cagily.

"You an't huntin' no old roads, be you?'

"Nope," said Grant. "I'm a census taker."

"Yourewhat?'

"Censustaker," explained Grant. "Take down your name and age and whereyou live."

"What for?"

"Government wants to know," said Grant.

"We don't bother the gov'ment none," declared old Dave. "What cal's the gov'ment got botherin'
U

"Government won't bother you any," Grant told him. Might even take anotion to pay you something,
some day. Never can tell.”

"Inthat case" said old Dave, "it's different.”

They perched on the fence, staring across the fields. Smoke curled up from achimney hiddenina
sunny hollow, yellow with the flame of birches. A creek meandered placidly acrossadun
autumn-col oured meadow and beyond it climbed the hills, tier on tier of golden mapletrees.

Hunched on therail, Grant felt the heat of the autumn sun soak into his back, smelled the stubbled
fidd.

A good life, hetold himsdlf. Good crops, wood to burn, plenty of gameto hunt. A happy life.

He glanced &t the old man huddled beside him, saw the unworried wrinkles of kindly age that
puckered up hisface, tried for amoment to envision alifelike thisasmple, pastord life, akinto the
historic days of the old American frontier, with al the frontier's compensations, none of its dangers.

Old Dave took the pipe out of hisface, waved it at thefield.

"Still lots of work to do," he announced, "but it ain't agittin' done. Them kids ain't worth the power to
blow 'em up. Huntin' dl the time. Fishin' too. Machinery breskin' down. Just ain't been around for quitea
spell. Great hand a machinery, Joeis."

"Joe your son?"'

"No. Crazy feller that lives off in the woods somewhere. Walks in and fixes things up, then walks off
and leaves. Scarcely ever talks. Don't wait for aman to thank him. Just up and leaves. Been doin' it
for-years now. Grandpappy told me how he first came when he was ayoungster. Still coming now."

Grant gasped. "Wait asecond. It can't be the same man.”

"Now," said old Dave, "that'sthe thing. Won't believe it, stranger, but he ain't amite older now than
when | first saw him. Funny sort of cuss. Lots of wild tales about him. Grandpappy aways told about
how hefooled around with ants.”

"Antg"

"Sure. Built ahouse-glasshouse, you know, over an ant hill and heated it, come winter. That's what



grandpappy dways said. Claimed held seenit. But | don't believe aword of it. Grandpappy was the
biggest liar in seven counties. Admitted it hissdlf.”

A brass-tongued bell clanged from the sunny hollow where the chimney smoked.

The old man climbed down from the fence, tapped out his pipe, squinting at the sun.

The bell boomed again across the autumn stillness. "That'sma," said old Dave. "Dinner's on. Squirrel
dumplings, more than likely. Good eatin' as you ever hooked atooth into. Let's get ahustle on.”

A crazy fellow who came and fixed things and didn't wait for thanks. A man who looked the same as
he did ahundred years ago. A chap who built aglasshouse over an ant hill and heated it, come winter.

It didn't make sense and yet old Baxter hadn't been lying. It wasn't another one of thosetall yarns
that had sprung up and still ran their course out here in the backwoods, amounting now to something that
was very closeto folklore.

All of thefolklore had afamiliar ring, acertain amilarity, adefinite pattern of underlying wit that
tagged it for what it was. And thiswasnt it. There was nothing humorous, even to the backwoods mind,
in housing and heating an ant hill. To qudify for humour atae like that would have to have a snapper, and
thistale didn't have one.

Grant gtirred uneasily on the cornshuck mattress, pulling the heavy quilt close around histhroat.

Funny, he thought, the places that | deep in. To-night a cornshuck mattress, last night an open
campfire, the night before that a soft mattress and clean sheetsin the Webster house.

The wind sucked up the hollow and paused on itsway to flap aloose shingle on the house, came
back to flap it once again. A mouse skittered somewhere in the darkened place. From the bed acrossthe
loft came the sound of regular breathing-two of the Baxter younger fry dept there.

A man who came and fixed things and didn't wait for thanks. That was what had happened with the
gun. That waswhat had been happening for years to the Baxters haywire farm machinery. A crazy feller
by the name of Joe, who didn't age and had ahandy bent at tinkering.

A thought cameinto Grant's head; he shoved it back, repressed it. There was no need of arousing
hope. Snoop around some, ask guarded questions, keep your eyes open, Grant. Don't make your
guestionstoo pointed or they'll shut up like aclam.

Funny folk, these ridge runners. People who had no part of progress, who wanted no part of it.
People who had turned their backs upon civilization, returning to the unhampered life of soil and forest,
sunandrain.

Penty of room for them here on Earth, lots of room for everyone, for Earth's population had
dwindled in the last two hundred years, drained by the pioneers who flocked out to settle other planets,
to shape the other worlds of the system to the economy of mankind.

Penty of room and soil and game.

Maybe it was the best way after dl. Grant remembered he had often thought that in the months he
had tramped these hills. At timeslikethis, with the comfort of the handmade quilt, the rough efficiency of
the cornshuck mattress, the whisper of thewind along the shingled roof. Times like when be sat on the
top rail of the fence and looked at the groups of golden pumpkinsloafing in the sun.

A rustle came to him across the dark, the rustle of the corn-shuck mattress where the two boys dept.
Then the pad of bare feet coming softly across the boards.

"Y ou adeep, mister?' came the whisper.

"Nope. Want to crawl in with me?"

The youngster ducked under the cover, put cold feet againgt Grant's somach.

"Grandpappy tdl you about Joe?"

Grant nodded in the dark. " Said he hadn't been around, lately.”

"Tdl you about the ants?'

"Sure did. What do you know about the ants?"

"Meand Bill found them just alittle while ago, keeping it asecret. We an't told anyone but you. But
we gottatell you, | guess. Y ou're from the gov'ment.”

"Thereredly was aglasshouse over the hill?'



"Yes, and... and"-the boy's voi ce gasped with excitement-" and that ain't all. Them ants had cartsand
there was chimneys coming out of the hill and smoke comin’ from the chimneys. And... and-"

"Yes, what €lse?'

"Wedidn't wait to see anything el se. Bill and me got scared. Weran.”

The boy snuggled deeper into the cornshucks. " Gee, ever hear of anything likeit? Ants pulling cartsl”

Theants_were pulling carts. And there_were _chimneys sticking from the hill, chimneysthat
bel ched tiny, acrid puffs of smoke that told of smelting ores.

Head throbbing with excitement, Grant squatted beside the nest, staring at the cartsthat trundled
along the roads leading off into the grass-roots land. Empty carts going out, loaded carts coming
back-loaded with seeds and here and there dismembered insect bodies. Tiny carts, moving rapidly,
bouncing and jouncing behind the harnessed antd!

The glassite shield that once had covered the nest till wasthere, but it was broken and had fdlen into
disrepair, dmost asif there were no further use of it, asif it had served a purpose that no longer existed.

The glen was wild, broken land that tumbled down towards the river bluffs, studded with boulders,
aternating with tiny patches of meadow and clumps of mighty oaks. A hushed peace that one could
believe had never heard avoice except to talk of wind in tree-tops and the tiny voices of the wild things
that followed secret paths.

A placewhere ants might live undisturbed by plough or vagrant foot, continuing the millions of years
of sensdless destiny that dated from aday before there was anything like man-from aday beforeasingle
abstract thought had been born on the Earth. A closed and stagnant destiny that had no purpose except
that antsmight live,

And now someone had uncoiled the angle of that destiny, had set it on another path, had given the
ants the secret of the whed, the secret of working metals-how many other cultural handicaps bad been
lifted from thisant hill, breaking the bottleneck of progress?

Hunger pressure, perhaps, would be one cultural handicap that would have been lifted for the ants.
Providing of abundant food which gave them leisure for other things beyond the continued search for
sustenance.

Another race on the road to greatness, devel oping adong the socid basisthat had been built in that
long gone day before the thing called Man had known the stir of gregtness.

Wherewould it lead? What would the ant be like in another million years? Would ant and Man-could
ant and Man find any common denominator as dog and Man would find for working out a co-operative
dedtiny?

Grant shook his head. That was something the chances were againgt. For in dog and Man ran
common blood, while ant and Man were things apart, life formsthat were never meant to understand the
other. They had no common basis such as had been joined in the paleolithic days when dog and Man
dozed beside afire and watched againgt the eyesthat roved out in the night.

Grant sensed rather than heard the rustle of feet in the high grass back of him. Erect, he whirled
around and saw the man before him. A gangling man with stooping shoulders and hands that were dmost
hamlike, but with sengtive fingersthat tapered white and smooth.

"You are Joe?' asked Grant.

The man nodded. "And you are aman who has been hunting me."

Grant gasped. "Why perhaps | have, Not you personally, perhaps, but someone like you.”

"Someone different,” said Joe.

"Why didn't you stay the other night?' asked Grant. "Why did you run off? | wanted to thank you for
fixing up the gun."

Joe merely stared at him, unspeaking, but behind the silent lips Grant sensed amusement, avast and
secret amusement.

"How in theworld," asked Grant, "did you know the gun was broken? Had you been watching me?'

"l heard you think it was."



"You heard methink?'

"Yes" sad Joe. "'l hear you thinking now."

Grant laughed, abit uneasily. It was disconcerting, but it waslogica. It was the thing that he should
have expected-this and more.

He gestured at the hill. "Those ants are yours?

Joe nodded and the amusement again was bubbling just behind hislips.

"What are you laughing for?" snapped Grarnt.

"l am not laughing,” Joetold him and somehow Grant felt rebuked, rebuked and small, like achild
that has been dapped for something it should have known better than to do.

"Y ou should publish your notes." said Grant. "They might be correlated with the work that Webster's
doing."

Joe shrugged his shoulders. "I have no notes," he said.

"No notes"

The lanky man moved towards the ant hill, stood staring down at it. "Perhaps,” he declared, "you've
figured out why | didit."

Grant nodded gravely. "I might have wondered that. Experimental curiosity, more than likely. Maybe
compassion for alower form of life. A fedling, perhaps, that just because man himself got the head start
doesn't give him amonopoly on advancement.”

Joe's eyes glittered in the sunlight. " Curiogity-maybe. | hadn't thought of that."

He hunkered down beside line hill. "Ever wonder why the ant advanced so far and then stood till?
Why he built anearly perfect social organization and let it go at that? What it was that stopped himin his
tracks?"

"Hunger pressure, for onething,” Grant said.

"That and hibernation,” declared the lanky man. "Hibernation, you see, wiped out the memory pattern
from one season to the next. Each spring they started over, began from scratch again. They never were
ableto benefit from past mistakes, cash in on accumulated knowledge."

"So you fed them-"

"And heated the hill," said Joe, "0 they wouldn't have to hibernate. So they wouldn't have to start out
fresh with the coming of each soring.”

"The carts?'

"I made acouple, left them there. It took ten years, but they finaly figured out whet they werefor.”

Grant nodded at the smokestacks.

"They did that themselves" Joetold him.

"Anything dse?'

Joe lifted his shoulders wearily. "How should | know?"

"But, man, you watched them. Even if you didn't keep notes, you watched."

Joe shook hishead. "I haven't laid eyes on them for dmogt fifteen years. | only cameto-day because
| heard you here. These ants, you see, don't amuse me any more.”

Grant's mouth opened, then shut tight again. Findly, he said: " So that's the answer. That'swhy you
didit. Amusement.”

There was no shame on Joe's face, no defence, just a pained expression that said he wished they'd
forget dl about the ants. His mouth said: "Sure. Why e s2?"

"That gun of mine. | suppose that amused you, too."

"Not the gun,” said Joe.

Not the gun, Grant's brain said. Of course, not the gun, you dumb-bell, but you yoursdlf. Y ou're the
one that amused him. And you're amusing him right now.

Fixing up old Dave Baxter's farm machinery, then walking off without aword, doubtless had been a
screaming joke. And probably held hugged himself and rocked for days with silent mirth after that time
up at the Webster house when held pointed out the thing that was wrong with old Thomas Webster's

Space drive.
Like asmart-Aleck playing tricks on an awkward puppy.



Joe's voi ce broke his thoughts.

"Y ou're an enumerator, aren't you? Why don't you ask me the questions? Now that you've found me
you can't go off and not get it down on paper. My age especialy. I'm one hundred and sixty-three and
I'm scarcely adolescent. Another thousand years at least.”

He hugged his knobby knees againgt his chest and rocked dowly back and forth. " Another thousand
yearsand if | take good care of mysdlf-"

"But that isn't dl of it," Grant told him, trying to keep hisvoice cam. "Thereis something more.
Something that you must do for us."

"For us?'

"For society,” said Grant. "' For the human race.”

"Why?"

Grant stared. "Y ou mean that you don't care.”

Joe shook his head and in the gesture there was no bravado, no defiance of convention. It was just
blunt statement of the fact.

"Money?" suggested Grarnt.

Joe waved his hands &t the hills about them, at the spreading river valley. "I havethis™" hesaid. "l
have no need of money."

"Fame, perhgps?'

Joe did not spit, but hisface looked like he had. "The gratitude of the human race?’

"It doesn't last," said Joe and the old mockery wasin hiswords, the vast amusement just behind his
lips.

"Look, Jog," said Grant and, hard as hetried to keep it out, there was pleading in hisvoice, "this
thing | havefor you to do isimportant... important to generations yet to come, important to the human
race, amilestonein our destiny-"

"And why should |," asked Joe, "do something for someone who isn't even born yet? Why should |
look beyond the years of my own life? When | dig, | die, and dl the shouting and the glory, dl the
banners and the bugles will be nothing to me. | will not knew whether | lived agrest life or avery poor
one”

"Therace" said Grarnt.

Joe laughed, ashout of laughter. "Race preservation, race advancement. That'swhat you're getting
at. Why should you be concerned with that? Or | 7?7

Thelaughter lines smoothed out around his mouth and he shook afinger in mock admonishment.
"Race presrvation isamyth... amyth that you al have lived by-a sordid thing that has arisen out of your
social structure. The race ends every day. When aman diesthe race ends for him-so far ashe's
concerned thereisno longer any race.”

"Youjust don't care," said Grant.

"Thet," declared Joe, "iswhét I've been telling you."

He squinted at the pack upon the ground and aflicker of asmile wove about hislips. ‘Perhaps,” be
suggested, "if it interested me-"

Grant opened up the pack, brought out the portfolio.

Almost reluctantly he pulled out the thin sheaf of papers, glanced at thetitle:

"Unfinished Philosophica-"

He handed it across, sat watching as Joe read swiftly and even as be watched he felt the sickening
wrench of terrible fallure dlosing on hisbrain.

Back in the Webgter house he had thought of amind that knew no groove of logic, amind
unhampered by four thousand years of mouldy human thought. That, he had told himself, might do the
trick.

And hereit was. But it till was not enough. There was something lacking-something he bad never
thought of, something the men in Geneva had never thought of, either. Something, apart of the human
make-up that everyone, up to this moment, had taken for granted.

Socid pressure was the thing that had held the human race together through al millennia-held the



human race together as a unit just as hunger pressure had held the ants endaved to asocia pattern.

The need of one human being for the approvd of hisfellow humans, the need for acertain cult of
fellowship-a psychologica, dmost physiologica need for gpprova of one's thought and action. A force
that kept men from going off at unsocia tangents, aforce that made for socid security and human
solidarity, for the working together of the human family.

Men died for that gpproval, sacrificed for that approvd, lived livesthey loathed for that approval.
For without it aman was on his own, an outcast, an anima that had been driven from the pack.

It had led to terrible things, of course-to mob psychology, to racia persecution, to mass atrocitiesin
the name of patriotism or religion. But likewiseit had been the Szing that held the race together, the thing
that from the very start had made human society possible.

And Joedidn't haveit. Joe didn't give adamn. He didn't care what anyone thought of him. He didn't
care whether anyone approved or not.

Grant felt the sun hot upon his back, heard the whisper of the wind that walked in the trees above
him. And in somethicket abird struck up asong.

Weasthisthetrend of mutancy? This doughing off of the basic ingtinct that made man amember of the
race?

Had thisman in front of him, reading the legacy of Juwain, found within himsdf, through his mutancy,
alifeso full that he could digpense with the necessity for the approva of hisfelows? Had he, findly, after
al these years, reached that stage of civilization where aman stood independent, disdaining dl the
atificdity of society?

Joe |ooked up.

"Very interesting,” he said. "Why didn't he go ahead and finish it?"

"Hedied," sad Grant.

Joe clucked histongue inside his cheek. "He waswrong in one place.” Heflipped the pages, jabbed
with afinger. "Right here. That'swhere the error cropped up. That'swhat bogged him down.”

Grant stammered. "Buit... but there shouldn't be an error. He died, that's all. He died before he
finishedit.”

Joe folded the manuscript nestly, tucked it in his pocket.

"Just aswell," he said. "He probably would have botched it.”

"Thenyou can finishit?'Y ou can-"

There was, Grant knew, no use of going on. He read the answer in Joe's eyes.

"You redly think," said Joe and his words were terse and measured, "that I'd turn this over to you
squdling humans?’

Grant shrugged in defeat. "I suppose not. | suppose | should have known. A man like you-"

"l," said Joe, "can use thisthing mysdlf."

Herosedowly, idly smung hisfoot, ploughing afurrow through the ant hill, toppling the smoking
chimneys, burying thetoiling carts.

With acry, Grant legped to hisfeet, blind anger gripping him, blind anger driving the hand that
snatched out hisgun.

"Hold it!" said Joe.

Grant'sarm hated with the gun till pointing towards the ground.

"Takeit easy, littleman,” said Joe. "I know you'd liketo kill me, but | can't let you do it. For | have
plansyou see. And, after dl, you wouldn't be killing mefor the reason that you think."

"What difference would it make why | killed you?' rasped Grant. "Y ou'd be dead, wouldn't you?

Y ou wouldn't be loose with Juwain's philosophy.”

"But," Joetold him, amost gently, "that's not why you would kill me. Y ou'd do it because you're sore
a mefor mussng up theant hill."

"That might have been thereason fird," said 'Grant. "But not now-"

"Don'ttry it," said Joe. "Before you ever pressed the trigger you'd be mesat yoursdlf.”

Grant hesitated.



"If you think I'm bluffing," Joe taunted him, "go ahead and cdl me."

For along moment the two stood face to face, the gun still pointing at the ground.

"Why can't you throw in with us?' asked Grant. "We need aman like you. Y ou were the one that
showed old Tom Webster how to build a space drive. The work you've done with ants-"

Joe was stepping forward, swiftly, and Grant heaved up the gun. He saw the fist coming a him, a
hamlike, powerful fist that fairly whistled with its vicious speed.

A fig that was fagter than hisfinger on thetrigger.

Something wet and hot was rasping across Grant's face and he lifted ahand and tried to brush it off.

But it went on, licking across hisface.

He opened hiseyes and Nathanid did ajig in front of them.

"You'redl right," said Nathanidl. "'l was so afraid-"

"Nathaniel!" croaked Grant. "What are you doing herw?"

"l ran away," Nathanid told him. "I want to go with you."

Grant shook hishead. "Y ou can't go with me. | have far to go. | have ajob to do."

He got to his hands and knees and felt along the ground. When his hand touched cold metal, he
picked it up and did it in the holster.

"I let him get away," hesaid, "and | can't et him go. | gave him something that belonged to dl
mankind and | can't let him useit.”

"l cantrack,” Nathaniel told him. "I track squirrelslike everything.”

"Y ou have more important things to do than tracking,”

Grant told the dog. "Y ou see, | found out something to-day. Got a glimpse of a certain trend-atrend
that all mankind may follow. Not to-day nor to-morrow, nor even athousand years from now. Maybe
never, but it'sathing we can't overlook. Joe may bejust alittle farther ong the path than the rest of us
and we may be following faster than wethink. We may dl end up like Joe. And if that iswhat is
happening, if that iswhereit dl will end, you dogs have ajob ahead of you."

Nathaniel stared up at him, worried wrinkles on hisface.

"l don't understand,” he pleaded. "Y ou use words | can't make out.”

"Look, Nathaniel. Men may not dways be the way they areto-day. They may change. And, if they
do, you haveto carry on; you have to take the dream and keep it going. Y ou'll have to pretend that you
aemen.”

"Usdogs," Nathanidl pledged, "will doit."

"It won't come for thousands and thousands of years," said Grant. ™Y ou will havetimeto get ready.
But you must know. Y ou must pass the word along. Y ou must not forget"

"I know," said Nathanidl. "Us dogswill tell the pups and the pupswill tdl their pups.”

"That'stheidea," said Grant.

He stooped and scratched Nathanidl's ear and the dog, tail wagging to a stop, stood and watched
himdimbthehill.

NOTESON THE FOURTH TALE

Of all the tales this is the one which has occasioned the most anguish on the part of those who
would seek some explanation and significance in the legend.

That it must be entirely myth and nothing else even Tige will admit. But if it is myth, what does
it mean? If thistale is myth, are not all the others myth as well?

Jupiter, where the action takes place, is supposed to be one of the other worlds which may be
found by crossing space. The scientific impossibility of the existence of such worlds has been noted
elsewhere. And, if we are to accept Bounce's theory that the other worlds dealt with in the legend
are none other than our own multiple worlds, it seems reasonable to suppose that such a world as
the one described would have been located by this date. That there are certain of the cobbly



worlds which are closed is common knowledge, but the reason for their closureiswell known and
none of themis closed because of conditions such as those described in this fourth tale.

Some scholars believe that the fourth tale is an interloper, that it has no businessin the
legend, that it is something which was picked up and inserted bodily. It is hard to accept this
conclusion since the tale does tie in with the legend, furnishing one of the principal story pivots
upon which the legend turns.

The character of Towser in this tale has been cited on many occasions as inconsistent with the
essential dignity of our race.

Yet, while Towser may be distasteful to certain squeamish readers, he serves well as a foil for
the human in the story.

It is Towser, not the human, who isfirst ready to accept the situation which develops; Towser,
not the human, who isthefirst to understand. And Towser's mind, once it is freed from human
domination, is shown to be at |east the equal of the human's.

Towser, flea-bitten as he may be, is a character one need not be ashamed of.

Short asit is, this fourth tale probably is the most rewarding of the eight. It is one that
recommends itself for thoughtful, careful reading.

IV

DESERTION

Four men, two by two, had gone into the howling maglstrom that was Jupiter and had not returned.
They had walked into the keening gae-or rather, they had loped, bellieslow against the ground, wet
sdesgleaming intheran.

For they did not go in the shape of men.

Now the fifth man stood before the desk of Kent Fowler, head of Dome No. 3, Jovian Survey
Commisson.

Under Fowler's desk, old Towser scratched aflea, then settled down to deep again.

Harold Allen, Fowler saw with a sudden pang, was young-too young. He had the easy confidence of
youth, the face of one who never had known fear. And that was strange. For men in the domes of Jupiter
did know fear-fear and humility.

It was hard for Man to reconcile his puny Saf with the mighty forces of the monstrous planet.

"Y ou understand,” said Fowler, "that you need not do this. Y ou understand that you need not go.”

It was formula, of course. The other four had been told the same thing, but they had gone. Thisfifth
one, Fowler knew, would go aswdll. But suddenly hefdt adull hope stir within him that Allen wouldn't
go.

"When do | start?' asked Allen.

There had been atime when Fowler might have taken quiet pride in that answer, but not now. He
frowned briefly.

"Within the hour," he sad.

Allen gtood waiting, quietly.

"Four other men have gone out and have not returned,” said Fowler. ™Y ou know that, of course. We
want you to return. We don't want you going off on any heroic rescue expedition. The main thing, the
only thing isthat you come back, that you prove man can livein aJovian form. Go to the first survey
stake, no farther, then come back. Don't take any chances. Don't investigate anything. Just come back.”

Allen nodded. "I understand dl that.”

"Miss Stanley will operate the converter,” Fowler went on. Y ou need have no fear on that particular
score. The other men were converted without mishap. They |eft the converter in apparently perfect
condition. Y ou will bein thoroughly competent hands. Miss Stanley isthe best qudified converson
operator in the Solar System. She has had experience on most of the other planets. That iswhy she's



here"

Allen grinned at the woman and Fowler saw something flicker across Miss Stanley's face-something
that might have been pity, or rage-or just plain fear. But it was gone again and she was smiling back at
the youth who stood before the desk. Smiling in that prim, school-teacherish way she had of amiling,
amogt asif she hated hersdlf for doing it

"l shdl belooking forward,” said Allen, "to my converson.”

And theway he said it, he madeit al ajoke, avast ironic joke.

But it was no joke.

It was serious business, deadly serious. Upon these tests, Fowler knew, depended the fate of men on
Jupiter. If the tests succeeded, the resources of the giant planet would be thrown open. Man would take
over Jupiter as he dready had taken over the other smdller planets. And if they failed-if they failed, Man
would continue to be chained and hampered by the terrific pressure, the greater force of gravity, the
weird chemigry of the planet. He would continue to be shut within the domes, unable to set actua foot
upon the planet, unable to seeit with direct, unaided vision, forced to rely upon the awkward tractors
and the televisor, forced to work with clumsy tools and mechanisms or through the medium of robots that
themsaveswere clumsy.

For Man, unprotected and in his natural form, would be blotted out by Jupiter'sterrific pressure of
fifteen thousand pounds per square inch, pressure that made terrestria sea bottoms seem a vacuum by
comparison.

Even the strongest metal Earthmen could devise couldn't exist under pressure such asthat, under the
pressure and the alkaine rains that forever swept the planet. It grew brittle and flaky, crumbling like clay,
or it ran away in little streams and puddles of anmonia sats. Only by stepping up the toughness and
strength of that metd, by increasing its e ectronic tenson, could it be made to withstand the weight of
thousands of miles of swirling, choking gases that made up the atmosphere. And even when that was
done, everything had to be coated with tough quartz to keep away the rain-the liquid anmoniathat fell as
bitter rain.

Fowler sat listening to the enginesin the sub-floor of the dome-engines that ran on endlesdy, the
dome never quiet of them. They had to run and keep on running, for if they stopped the power flowing
into the metd walls of the dome would stop, the éectronic tensgon would ease up and that would be the
end of everything.

Towser roused himsalf under Fowler's desk and scratched another flea, hisleg thumping hard against
thefloor.

"Isthere anything dse?" asked Allen.

Fowler shook his head. " Perhaps there's something you want to do," he said. " Perhaps you-"

He had meant to say write aletter and he was glad he caught himsalf quick enough so he didn't say it.

Allen looked at hiswatch. "I'll be there ontime," he said. He swung around and headed for the door.

Fowler knew Miss Stanley was watching him and he didn't want to turn and meet her eyes. He
fumbled with asheaf of papers on the desk before him.

"How long are you going to keep thisup?' asked Miss Stanley and she bit off each word with a
ViCious snap.

He swung around in his chair and faced her then. Her lipswere drawn into astraight, thin line, her
hair seemed skinned back from her forehead tighter than ever; giving her face that queer, dmost sartling
death-mask quaity.

Hetried to make hisvoice cool and level. "Aslong astherés any need of it," he said. "Aslong as
there's any hope."

"Y ou're going to keep on sentencing them to death,” she said. ™Y ou're going to keep marching them
out face to face with Jupiter. Y ou're going to shin here safe and comfortable andsend them out to die.”

"Thereisno room for sentimentality, Miss Stanley,” Fowler said, trying to keep the note of anger
from hisvoice. "Y ou know aswell as| do why weredoing this. Y ou redize that Man in hisown form
samply cannot cope with Jupiter. The only answer isto turn men into the sort of thingsthat can cope with



it. We've doneit on the other planets.

"If afew men die, but we finally succeed, the priceis smal. Through the ages men have thrown away
their lives on foolish things, for foolish reasons. Why should we hesitate, then, at alittle desth in athing as
great asthis?'

Miss Stanley sat tiff and straight, hands folded in her lp, the lights shining on her greying hair and
Fowler, watching her, tried to imagine what she might fed, what she might be thinking. He wasn't exactly
afraid of her, but he didn't fed quite comfortable when she was around. Those sharp blue eyes saw too
much, her hands looked far too competent.

She should be somebody's Aunt Sitting in arocking chair with her knitting needles. But she wasnt.
She was the top-notch conversion unit operator in the Solar System and she didn't like the way he was
doing things.

"Thereis something wrong, Mr. Fowler," she declared.

"Precisdy,” agreed Fowler. "That'swhy I'm sending young Allen out done. He may find out what it
Is"

"Andif he doesn't?"

"I'll send someonedse.”

Sherose dowly from her chair, started towards the door, then stopped before his desk.

"Someday," shesaid, "you will beagreat man. Y ou never let achance go by. Thisisyour chance.

Y ou knew it was when this dome was picked for the tests. If you put it through, you'll go up anotch or
two. No matter how many men may die you'll go up anotch or two."

"Miss Stanley,” he said and hisvoice was curt, "young Allen is going out soon. Please be sure that
your machine-"

"My maching" shetold himicily, "is not to blame. It operates aong the co-ordinates the biologists set

up.”

He sat hunched at his desk, listening to her footsteps go down the corridor.

What she said wastrue, of course. The biologists had set up the co-ordinates. But the biologists
could bewrong. Just a hair-breadth of difference, oneiotaof digression and the converter would be
sending out something that wasn't the thing they meant to send. A mutant that might crack up, go haywire,
come unstuck under some condition or stress of circumstance wholly unsuspected.

For Man didn't know much about what was going on outside. Only what hisinstrumentstold him was
going on.

And the samplings of those happenings furnished by those instruments and mechanisms had been no
more than samplings, for Jupiter was unbelievably large and the domes were very few.

Even thework of the biologistsin getting the data on the Lopers, apparently the highest form of
Jovian life, had involved more than three years of intensve study and after that two years of checking to
make sure. Work that could have been done on Earth in aweek or two. But work thet, in this case,
couldn't be done on Earth at all, for one couldn't take a Jovian life form to Earth. The pressure here on
Jupiter couldn't be duplicated outside of Jupiter and at Earth pressure and temperature the L operswould
smply have disappeared in a puff of gas.

Yet it waswork that had to be done if Man ever hoped to go about Jupiter in the life form of the
Lopers. For before the converter could change aman to another life form, every detailed physica
characterigtic of that life form must be known-surely and positively-with no chance of mistake.

Allen did not come back.

The tractors, combing the nearby terrain, found no trace of him, unless the skulking thing reported by
one of the drivers had been the missing Earthman in Loper form.

The biologists sneered their most accomplished academic sneers when Fowler suggested the
co-ordinates might be wrong. Carefully, they pointed out, the co-ordinates worked. When aman was
put into the converter and the switch was thrown, the man became a L oper. He left the machine and
moved away, out of sight, into the soupy atmosphere.

Some quirk, Fowler had suggested; some tiny deviation from the thing a L oper should be, some



minor defect. If there were, the biologists said, it would take yearsto find it.

And Fowler knew that they wereright.

So there were five men now instead of four and Harold Allen had walked out into Jupiter for nothing
a al. It was asif held never gone so far as knowledge was concerned.

Fowler reached across his desk and picked up the personne file, athin sheaf of paper nestly clipped
together. It was athing he dreaded but a thing be had to do. Somehow, the reason for these strange
disappearances must be found. And there was no other way than to send out more men.

He sat for amoment listening to the howling of the wind above the dome, the everlasting thundering
galethat swept acrossthe planet in bailing, twisting wrath.

Was there some threat out there, he asked himself? Some danger they did not know about?
Something that lay in wait and gobbled up the Lopers, making no distinction between L opersthat were
_bonafide_and Lopersthat were men? To the gobblers, of course, it would make no difference.

Or had there been abasic fault in selecting the Lopers as the type of life best fitted for existence on
the surface of the planet? The evident intelligence of the Lopers, he knew, had been one factor in that
determination. For if the thing Man became did not have capacity for intelligence, Man could not for long
retain hisown intelligencein such aguise.

Had the biologigts et that one factor weigh too heavily, using it to offset some other factor that might
be unsatisfactory, even disastrous? It didn't seem likdly. Stiffnecked as they might be, the biologists knew
their busness

Or was the whole thing impossible, doomed from the very start? Conversion to other life forms had
worked on other planets, but that did not necessarily mean it would work on Jupiter. Perhaps Man's
intelligence could not function correctly through the sensory gpparatus provided by Jovian life. Perhaps
the Lopers were s0 aien there was no common ground for human knowledge and the Jovian conception
of existence to meet and work together.

Or the fault might lie with Man, be inherent with the race. Some mental aberration which, coupled
with what they found outside, wouldn't Iet them come back. Although it might not be an aberration, not in
the human sense. Perhaps just one ordinary human mental trait, accepted as commonplace on Earth,
would be so violently at odds with Jovian existence that it would blast human sanity.

Clawsrattled and clicked down the corridor. Listening to them, Fowler smiled wanly. It was Towser
coming back from the kitchen, where he had gone to see hisfriend, the cook.

Towser came into the room, carrying abone. He wagged histail at Fowler and flopped down beside
the desk, bone between his paws. For along moment his rheumy old eyes regarded his master and
Fowler reached down ahand to ruffle aragged ear.

"You dill likeme, Towser?' Fowler asked and Towser thumped histail.

"You'retheonly one" said Fowler.

He straightened and swung back to the desk. His hand reached out and picked up thefile.

Bennett? Bennett had agirl waiting for him back on Earth.

Andrews? Andrews was planning on going back to Mars Tech just as soon as he earned enough to
see him through ayesr.

Olson? Olson was nearing pension age. All the time telling the boys how he was going to settle down
and grow roses.

Carefully, Fowler laid thefile back on the desk.

Sentencing men to death. Miss Stanley had said that, her pale lips scarcely moving in her parchment
face. Marching men out to die while he, Fowler, sat here safe and comfortable.

They were saying it dl through the dome, no doubt, especialy since Allen had failed to return. They
wouldn't say it to hisface, of course. Even the man or men he cadled before this desk and told they were
the next to go, wouldn't say it to him.

But bewould seeitintheir eyes.

He picked up thefile again. Bennett, Andrews, Olson. There were others, but therewasno usein

going on.



Kent Fowler knew that he couldn't do it, couldn't face them, couldn't send more men out to die.

Heleaned forward and flipped up the toggle on the inter-communicator.

"Yes, Mr. Fowler."

"Miss Stanley, please.”

Hewaited for Miss Stanley, listening to Towser chewing haf-heartedly on the bone. Towser'steeth
were getting bad.

"Miss Stanley," said Miss Stanley's voice.

"Just wanted to tell you, Miss Stanley, to get ready for two more.”

"Aren't you afraid,” asked-Miss Stanley, "that you'll run out of them? Sending out one at atime,
they'd last longer, give you twice the satisfaction.”

"One of them," said Fowler, "will beadog.”

"A dog!"

"Yes Towse."

He heard the quick, cold rage that iced her voice. "Y our own dog! He's been with you dl these
years"

"That'sthe point," said Fowler. "Towser would be unhappy if I left him behind.”

It was not the Jupiter he had known through the televisor. He had expected it to be different, but not
likethis. He had expected ahell of ammoniarain and stinking fumes and the deafening, thundering tumult
of the sorm. He had expected swirling clouds and fog and the snarling flicker of monstrous thunderbolts.

He had not expected the lashing downpour would be reduced to drifting purple mist that moved like
fleeing shadows over ared and purple sward. He had not even guessed the snaking bolts of lightning
would beflares of pure ecstasy across apainted sky.

Waiting for Towser, Fowler flexed the muscles of hisbody, amazed at the smooth, deek strength he
found. Not abad body, he decided, and grimaced a remembering bow he had pitied the Lopers when
he glimpsed them through the television screen.

For it had been hard to imagine aliving organism based upon ammoniaand hydrogen rather than
upon water and oxygen, hard to believe that such aform of life could know the same quick thrill of life
that humankind could know. Hard to conceive of life out in the soupy maelstrom that was Jupiter, not
knowing, of course, that through Jovian eyesit was no soupy maelstrom at al.

Thewind brushed againgt him with what seemed gentle fingers and be remembered with a start that
by Earth standards the wind was aroaring gale, atwo-hundred-mile-an hour howler laden with deadly
gasss.

Peasant scents seeped into hisbody. And yet scarcely scents, for it was not the sense of smell ashe
remembered it. It was asif hiswhole being was soaking up the sensation of lavender-and yet not
lavender. It was something, he knew, for which he had no word, undoubtedly the first of many enigmasin
terminology. For the words he knew, the thought symbols that served him as an Earthman would not
serve him asaJovian.

The lock in the side of the dome opened and Towser came tumbling out-at least he thought it must be
Towsser.

He started to call to the dog, his mind shaping the words he meant to say. But he couldn't say them.
There was no way to say them. He had nothing to say them with.

For amoment hismind swirled in muddy terror, ablind fear that eddied in little puffs of panic through
hisbrain.

How did Jovians talk? How-Suddenly he was aware of Towser, intensaly aware of the

bumbling, eager friendliness of the shaggy animd that had followed him from Earth to many planets.
Asif thething that was Towser had reached out and for amoment sat within hisbrain.

And out of the bubbling welcome that he sensed, came words.

"Hiya, pal.

Not words, redlly, better than words. Thought symbolsin his brain, communicated thought symbols
that had shades of meaning words could never have.



"Hiya, Towser," hesaid.

"| fed good,” said Towser. "Likel wasapup. Latdy I've been feding pretty punk. Legs stiffening up
on me and teeth wearing down to amost nothing. Hard to mumble a bone with teeth like that. Besides,
the fleas give me hell. Used to be | never paid much attention to them. A couple of fleas more or less
never meant much in my early days."

"Buit... but-" Fowler's thoughts tumbled awkwardly. ™Y ou're talking to me! ™

"Surething," said Towser. "l dwaystaked to you, but you couldn't hear me. | tried to say thingsto
you, but | couldn't make the grade.”

"l understood you sometimes,” Fowler said.

"Not very well," said Towser. "Y ou knew when | wanted food and when | wanted a drink and when
| wanted out, but that's about al you ever managed.”

"I'm sorry," Fowler said.

"Forget it," Towser told him. "I'll race you to the dliff."

For thefirst time, Fowler saw the dliff, gpparently many miles away, but with astrange crystdline
beauty that sparkled in the shadow of the many-coloured clouds.

Fowler hestated. "It'salong way-"

"Ah, comeon," said Towser and even ashe said it he started for the cut.

Fowler followed, testing hislegs, testing the strength in that new body of his, abit doubtful at first,
amazed amoment later, then running with a sheer joyousness that was one with the red and purple
sward, with the drifting smoke of therain acrossthe land.

As heran the consciousness of music cameto him, amusic that beat into his body, that surged
throughout his being, thet lifted him on wings of slver speed. Music like bells might make from some
Seeple on asunny, springtime bill.

Asthe dliff drew nearer the music degpened and filled the universe with aspray of magic sound. And
he knew the music came from the tumbling waterfdl that feethered down the face of the shining cliff.

Only, he knew, it was no waterfal, but an ammonia-fall and the cliff was white because it was
oxygen, solidified.

He skidded to a stop beside Towser where the waterfal broke into a glittering rainbow of many
hundred colours.

Literally many hundred, for here, he saw, was no shading of one primary to another as human beings
saw, but a clear-cut selectivity that broke the prism down to itslast ultimate classification.

"Themusic," said Towser. "Y es, what about it?'

"Themusic," said Towser, "isvibrations. Vibrations of weater faling.”

"But, Towser, you don't know about vibrations.”

"Yes, | do," contended Towser. "It just popped into my head.”

Fowler gulped mentdly. "Just popped!”

And suddenly, within his own head, he held aformula-aformulafor a process that would make metal
to withstand pressure of Jupiter.

He stared, astounded, at the waterfall and swiftly his mind took the many colours and placed themin
their exact sequence in the spectrum. Just like that. Just out of blue sky. Out of nothing, for he knew
nothing either of metasor of colours.

"Towser," he cried. "Towser, something's happening to ug”

"Yeah, | know," said Towser.

"It'sour brains," said Fowler. "We're using them, dl of them, down to the last hidden corner. Using
them to figure out things we should have known dl the time. Maybe the brains of Earth things naturaly
are dow and foggy. Maybe we are the morons of the universe. Maybe we are fixed so we have to do
thingsthe hard way."

And, in the new sharp clarity of thought that seemed to grip him, he knew that it would not only be
the matter of coloursin awaterfal or metalsthat would resist the pressure of Jupiter. He sensed other



things, things not yet quite clear. A vague whispering that hinted of greater things, of mysteries beyond the
pale of human thought, beyond even the pale of human imagination. Mysteries, fact, logic built on
reasoning. Thingsthat any brain should know if it used dl itsreasoning power.

"Were dill modtly Earth,” he said. "We're just beginning to learn afew of the thingswe areto
know-afew of the things that were kept from us as human beings, perhaps because we were human
beings. Because our human bodies were poor bodies. Poorly equipped for thinking, poorly equipped in
certain sensesthat one has to have to know. Perhaps even lacking in certain senses that are necessary to
true knowledge."

He stared back at the dome, atiny black thing dwarfed by the distance.

Back there were men who couldn't see the beauty that was Jupiter. Men who thought that swirling
clouds and lashing rain obscured the planet's face. Unseeing human eyes. Poor eyes. Eyesthat could not
see the beauty in the clouds, that could not see through the storm. Bodiesthat could not fed the thrill of
trilling music semming from the rush of broken weter.

Men who walked aone, in terrible loneliness, talking with their tongue like Boy Scouts wigwagging
out their messages, unable to reach out and touch one another's mind as he could reach out and touch
Towser'smind. Shut off forever from that persond, intimate contact with other living things.

He, Fowler, had expected terror inspired by aien things out here on the surface, had expected to
cower before the threat of unknown things, had steded himsdlf againgt disgust of a Situation that was not
of Earth.

But instead he had found something greater than Man had ever known. A swifter, surer body. A
sense of exhilaration, a deegper sense of life. A sharper mind. A world of beauty that even the dreamers of
the Earth had not yet imagined.

"Let'sget going," Towser urged.

"Where do you want to go?"

"Anywhere," said Towser. "Just start going and see wherewe end up. | have afeding... well, a
feding-"

"Yes, | know," said Fowler.

For he had thefedling, too. The feding of high destiny. A certain sense of greatness. A knowledge
that somewhere off beyond the horizons lay adventure and things greater than adventure.

Those other five had fdt it, too. Had felt the urge to go and see, the compelling sensethat herelay a
life of fullnessand of knowledge.

That, he knew, was why they had not returned.

"l won't go back," said Towser.

"We can't let them down," said Fowler.

Fowler took a step or two, back towards the dome, then stopped.

Back to the dome. Back to that aching, poison-laden body he had left. It hadn't seemed aching
before, but now he knew it was. Back to the fuzzy brain. Back to muddled thinking. Back to the flapping
mouths that formed signals others understood. Back to eyes that now would be worse than no sight at all.
Back to squalor, back to crawling, back to ignorance.

"Perhaps some day,” he said, muttering to himsdif.

"Wegot alot to do and alot to see,” said Towser. "We got alot to learn. Well find things-"

Y es, they could find things. Civilizations, perhaps. Civilizations that would make the civilization of
Man seem puny by comparison. Beauty and, more important, an understanding of that beauty. And a
comradeship no one had ever known before-that no man, no dog had ever known before.

And life. The quickness of life after what seemed a drugged existence.

"l can't go back,” said Towser.

"Nor |," said Fowler.

"They would turn me back into adog,” said Towser, "And me," said. Fowler, "back into aman.”

NOTESON THE FIFTH TALE



Bit by bit, as the legend unfolds, the reader gets a more accurate picture of the human race.
By degrees, one gains the conviction that here is a race which can be little more than pure
fantasy. It is not the kind of race which could rise from humble beginnings to the eminence of
culture with which it is gifted in these tales. Its equipment is too poor.

So far itslack of stability has become apparent. Its preoccupation with a mechanical
civilization rather than with a culture based on some of the sounder, more worthwhile concepts of
life indicates a lack of basic character.

And now, in thistale, we learn of the limited communications which it possessed, a situation
which certainly is not conducive to advancement. Man's inability to understand and appreciate
the thought and the viewpoint of another man would be a stumbling block which no amount of
mechanical ability could overcome.

That Man himself realized thisis quite apparent in his anxiety to obtain the Juwain
philosophy, but it will be noted that he did not wish it for the understanding that it might give him,
but for the power and glory and the knowledge that it might make possible. The philosophy was
seen by Man as something which would advance him a hundred thousand years in the space of
two short generations.

Throughout these tales it becomes clear that Man was running a race, if not with himself, then
with some imagined follower who pressed close upon his heels, breathing on his back. Man was
engaged in a mad scramble for power and knowledge, but nowhere is there any hint of what he
meant to do with it once he had attained it.

He has, according to the legend, come from the caves a million years before. And yet, only a
little over a hundred years before the time of this tale, has he been able to eliminate killing as a
basic part of hisway of life. Here, then, is the true measure of his savagery: After a million years
he has rid himself of killing and he regards it as a great accomplishment.

To most readersit will be easy, after reading this tale, to accept Rover's theory that Man is set
up deliberately as the antithesis of everything the Dogs stand for, a sort of mythical strawman, a
sociological fable.

Thisis underlined by the recurring evidence of Man's aimlessness, his constant running hither
and yon, his grasping at a way of life which continually eludes him, possibly because he never
knows exactly what he wants.

V

PARADISE

The dome was a squatted, aien shape that did not belong beneath the purple mist of Jupiter, a
huddled, frightened structure that seemed to cower against the massive planet.

The creature that had been Kent Fowler stood spraddling on its thick-set legs.

An dien thing, he thought. That's how far I've left the human race. For it'snot dien at dl. Not diento
me. Itistheplacel livedin, dreamed in, planned in. It isthe place left-afraid. And it isthe place | come
back to-driven and afraid.

Driven by the memory of the people who were like me before | became the thing | am, before |
knew the diveness and the fitness and the pleasure that is possible if oneisnot ahuman being.

Towser girred beside him and Fowler sensed the bumbling friendliness of the one-time dog, the
_expressed _ friendliness and comradeship and love that had existed dl the time, perhaps, but was never,
known so long as they were man and dog.

The dog's thoughts seeped into hisbrain. "You can't doit, pa," said Towser.

Fowler'sanswver wasamost awail. "But | haveto, Towser. That'swhat | went out for. To find what
Jupiter redly islike. And now | can tell them, now | can bring them word.”



_You should have doneit long ago_, said avoice deep insde of him, afaint, far-off human voice that
struggled up through his Jovian self. _But you were acoward and you put it off-and put it off. Y ou ran
away because you were afraid to go back. Afraid to be turned into aman again._

"I'll be lonesome," said Towser, and yet he did not say it. At least there were no words-rather a
feeling of londliness, aheart-wrench cry at parting. Asif, for the moment, Fowler had moved over and
shared Towser's mind.

Fowler stood silent, revulsion growing in him. Revulsion at the thought of being turned back into a
man-into the inadequiacy that was the human body and the human mind.

"I'd come with you," Towser told him, "but | couldn't stand it. | might die before | could get back. |
was nearly done for, you remember, | was old and full of fleas. My teeth were worn right down to
nubbins and my digestion was al shot. And | had terrible dreams. Used to chase rabbitswhen | wasa
pup, but towards the last it was the rabbits that were chasing me.”

"You stay here," said Fowler. "I'll be coming back."

_If can make them understand _, he thought. _If only | can. If | can explain._

He lifted hismassive head and stared at the lift of hillswhich swelled to mountain pesks shrouded in
the rose and purple mist. A lightning bolt snaked across the sky and the clouds and mist were lighted with
afireof ecdtasy.

He shambled forwards, dowly, rductantly. A whiff of scent came down the breeze and his body
drank itin-likeacat rolling in catnip. And yet it wasn't scent-although that was the closest he could come
toit, the nearest word he had. In years to come the human race would develop anew terminology.

How could one, he wondered, explain the mist that drifted on the land and the scent that was pure
ddight. Other things they'd understand, he knew. That one never had to edt, that one never dept, that
one was done with the whole range of depressive neuross of which Man was victim. Those thingsthey
would understand, because they were things that could be told in smple terms, things which could be
explained in exisent language.

But what about the other things-the factors that called for anew vocabulary? The emotions that Man
had never known. The abilitiesthat Man had never dreamed of. The clarity of mind and the
understanding-the ability to use one's brain down to the ultimate cell. The things one knew and could do
ingtinctively that Man could never do because his body did not carry the senses with which they could be
done.

"I'll writeit down," betold himsdf. "I'll take my time and writeit down."

But the written word, he redized, was a sorry todl.

A tdevisor port bulged out of the crystaline hide of the dome and he shambled towardsiit. Rivulets of
condensed mist ran down acrossit and he' reared up to stare straight into the port.

Not that he could see anything, but the men insgde would see him. The men who aways watched,
garing out at the brutdity of Jupiter, the roaring gaes and anmoniarains, the drifting clouds of deadly
methane scudding past. For that was the way that men saw Jupiter.

Helifted aforepaw and wrote swiftly in the wetness on the port-printing backwards.

They had to know who it was, so there would be no mistake. They had to know what co-ordinates
to use. Otherwise they might convert him back into the wrong body, use the wrong matrix and he would
come out somebody e se-young Allen, maybe, or Smith, or Pelletier. And that might well befatd.

The ammoniaran down and blurred the printing, wiped it out. He wrote the name again.

They would understand that name. They would know that one of the men who had been converted
into aLoper had come back to report.

He dropped to the ground and whirled around, staring at the door which led into the converter unit.
The door moved dowly, swinging outwards.

"Good-bye, Towser," said Fowler softly.

A warning cry rosein hisbrain: _It'snot too late. Y ou aren't in there yet. Y ou till can change your
mind. You dill canturnand run._

He plodded on, determined, gritting mental teeth. He felt the metd floor underneath his pads, sensed



the closing of the door behind him. He caught one last, fragmentary thought from Towser and then there
was only darkness.

The conversion chamber lay just ahead and he moved up the doping ramp to reachit.

A man and adog went out, he thought, and now the man comes back.

The press conference had gone well. There had been satisfactory thingsto report.

Yes, Tyler Webgter told the newsmen, the trouble on Venus had been all smoothed out. Just a matter
of the partiesinvolved stting down and talking. Thelife experiments out in the cold laboratories of Pluto
were progressing satisfactorily. The expedition for Centauri would leave as scheduled, despite reportsit
wasdl balled up. The trade commission soon would issue new monetary schedules on various
interplanetary products, ironing out afew inequdities.

Nothing sensationd. Nothing to make headlines. Nothing to lead off the newscast.

"And Jon Culver telsme," said Webster, "to remind you gentlemen that to-day isthe one hundred
and twenty-fifth anniversary of the last murder committed in the Solar System. One hundred and
twenty-five years without adesth by premeditated violence."

Heleaned back in the chair and grinned at them, masking the thing he dreaded, the question that he
knew would come.

But they were not ready to ask it yet-there was a custom to be observed-a very pleasant custom.

Burly Stephen Andrews, press chief for _Interplanetary News |, clearing histhroat asif about to
make an important announcement, asked with what amounted to mock gravity:

"And how's the boy?'

A smile broke across Webgter'sface. "I'm going home for the weekend,” he said. "1 bought my son a
He reached out, lifted the little tube from off the desk.

"An old-fashioned toy," he said. " Guaranteed old-fashioned. A company just started putting them

out. You put it up to your eye and turn it and you see pretty pictures. Coloured glassfaling into place.
Therésanamefor it-"

"Kaedoscope," said one of the newsmen quickly. "I've read about them. In an old history on the
manners and customs of the early twentieth century.”

"Haveyou tried it, Mr. Chairman?' asked Andrews.

"No," said Webgter. "To tdl thetruth, | haven't. | just got it this afternoon and I've been too busy."

"Whered you get it, Mr. Chairman?' asked avoice. "l got to get one of those for my own kid."

"At the shop just around the corner. The toy shop, you know. They just camein to-day."

Now, Webster knew, wasthe timefor themto go. A little bit of pleasant, friendly banter and they'd
get up and leave.

But they weren't leaving-and he knew they weren't. He knew it by the sudden inrush and the papers
that rattled quickly to cover up the hush.

Then Stephen Andrews was asking the question that Webster had dreaded. For amoment Webster
was grateful that Andrews should be the oneto ask it. Andrews had been friendly, generally speaking,
and _Interplanetary Press_dedlt in objective news, with none of the dy danting of words employed by
interpretative writers.

"Mr. Chairman,” said Andrews, "we understand a man who was converted on Jupiter has come back
to Earth. Wewould like to ask you if the report istrue?"

"Itistrue" said Webgter, iffly.

They waited and Webster waited, unmoving in hischair.

"Would you wish to comment?' asked Andrews, findly.

"No," said Webster.

Webster glanced around the room, ticking off the faces. Tensed faces, sensing some of the truth
beneath hisflat refusa to discuss the matter. Amused faces, masking brains that even now were thinking
how they might twist the few words, he had spoken. Angry facesthat would write outraged interpretative
pieces about the people's right to know.

toy.



"l am sorry, gentlemen,” said Webgter.
Andrews rose heavily from the chair. "Thank you, Mr. Chairman,” he said.

Webster sat in his chair and watched them go, felt the coldness and emptiness of the room when they
were gone.

_They'll crucify me_, hethought. _They'll nail meto the barn door and | haven't got a comeback.
Not asingleone._

He rose from the chair and walked across the room, stood staring out of the window at the gardenin
the sunlight of afternoon.

Y et you smply couldn't tdll them.

Paradise! Heaven for the asking! And the end of humanity! Theend of dl theidealsand dl the
dreams of mankind, the end of the raceitsdlf.

The green light on his desk flashed and chirped and he strode back across the room.

"What isit?" he asked.

Thetiny screen flashed and aface was there.

"The dogsjust reported, Sir, that Joe, the mutant, went to your residence and Jenkinslet himin."

"Joe! Youresure?'

"That's what the dogs said. And the dogs are never wrong."

"No," said Webster dowly, "no, they never are." The face faded from the screen and Webster sat
down heavily.

He reached with numbed fingers for the control panel on his desk, twirled the combination without
looking.

The house loomed on the screen, the house in North Americathat crouched on the windy hilltop. A
structure that had stood for dmost athousand years. A place where along line of Websters had lived
and dreamed and died.

Far in the blue above the house a crow was flying and Webster heard, or imagined that he heard, the
wind-blown _cow_ of the soaring bird.

Everything was dl right-or seemed to be. The house drowsed in the morning light and the statue il
stood upon the sweep of lawn-the statue of that long-gone ancestor who had vanished on the star-path.
Allen Webster, who had been thefirst to leave the Solar System, heading for Centauri-even asthe
expedition now on Marswould head out in aday or two.

Therewas no stir about the house, no sgn of any moving thing.

Webster's hand moved out and flipped atoggle. The screen went dead.

_Jenkins can handle things , hethought. _Probably better than a man could handle them. After dll,
he's got dmost athousand years of wisdom packed in that metal hide of his. Hell be calling in before
long to let me know what it'sal about.

His hand reached out, set up another combination.

Hewaited for long seconds before the face came on the screen.

"What isit, Tyler?" asked the face.

"Just got areport that Joe-"

Jon Culver nodded. "1 just got it, too. I'm checking up.”

"What do you make of it?"

Theface of the World Security chief wrinkled quizzicaly. " Softening up, maybe. We've been pushing
Joe and the other mutants pretty hard: The dogs have done atop-notch job."

"But there hasbeen no sign of it," protested Webster. "Nothing in the records to indicate any trend
that way."

"Look," said Culver. "They haven't drawn a breath for more than ahundred years we haven't known
about. Got everything they've done down on tape in black and white. Every move they've made, weve
blocked; At firgt they figured it was just tough luck, but now they know it isn't. Maybe they've up and
decided they are licked."

"I don't think, so," said Webster, solemnly. "Whenever those babies figure they're licked, you better



gart looking for aplace that's soft to light.”

"I'll keep ontop of it," Culver told him. "I'll keep you posted.”

The plate faded and was a square of glass. Webster stared at it moodily.

The mutants weren't licked-not by along shot. He knew that, and so did Culver. And yet-Why had
Joe gone to Jenkins? Why hadn't he contacted the government here in Geneva? Face saving, maybe.
Dedling through arobot. After dl, Joe had known Jenkinsfor along, long time.

Unaccountably, Webster felt asurge of pride. Pride that if such were the case, Joe had goneto
Jenkins. For Jenkins, despite his metal hide, was a\Webster, too.

_Pride , thought Webster. _ Accomplishment and mistake. But aways counting for something. Each
of them down the years. Jerome, who had |ost the world the Juwain philosophy. And Thomas, who had
given the world the space-drive principle that now had been perfected. And Thomas son, Allen, who
hed tried for the stars and failed. And Bruce, who had first conceived the twin civilization of man and
dog. Now, findly, himsdf-Tyler Webster, chairman of the World Committee,

Sitting & the desk, he clagped hishandsin front of him, stared at the evening light pouring through the
window.

Waiting, he confessed. Waiting for the snicker of the signd that would tell him Jenkinswas calling to
report on Joe. If only- if only an understanding could be reached. If only mutants and men could work
together. If they could forget thishaf hidden war of stdlemate, they could go far, the three of them
together-man and dog and mutants

Webster shook his head. It was too much to expect. The difference was too greet, the breach too
wide. Suspicion on the part of men and atolerant amusement on the part of the mutants would keep the
two apart. For the mutants were a different race, an offshoot that had jumped too far ahead. Men who
had become true individuas with no need of society, no need of human approval, utterly lacking in the
herd ingtinct, that had held the race together, immune to socid pressures.

And because of the mutants the little group of mutated dogs so far had been of little practical useto
their older brother, Man. For the dogs had watched for more than a hundred years, had been the police
force that kept the human mutants under observation.

Webster did back his chair, opened adesk drawer, took out a sheaf of papers.

One eye on thetelevisor plate, he snapped over the toggle that called his secretary.

"Yes, Mr. Webster."

"I'm going to cal on Mr. Fowler," said "Webgter. "If acal comesthrough-"

The secretary's voice shook just alittle. "'If one does, gir, I'll contact you right away."

"Thanks," said Webgter.

He snapped the toggle back.

_They'veheard of it dready , hethought. _Everyonein thewhole building is standing around with
their tongues hanging out, waiting for the news._

Kent Fowler lounged in achair in the garden outside hisroom, watching the little black terrier dig
franticaly after animagined rabbit.

"Y ou know, Rover," said Fowler, "you aren't fooling me."

The dog stopped digging, looked over his shoulder with grinning teeth, barked excitedly. Then went
back to digging.

"Youll dip up one of these days," Fowler told him, "and say aword or two and I'll have you dead to
rights”

Rover went on digging.

_Foxy littledevil_, thought Fowler. _Smarter than awhip. Webster sicked him on me and he's
played the part, al right. He's dug for rabbits and he's been disrespectful to the shrubs and he's scratched
for fleas-the perfect picture of a perfect dog. But I'm onto him. I'm onto al of them._

A foot crunched, in the grass and Fowler looked up.

"Good evening," said Tyler Webgter.

"I've been wondering when you'd come,” said Fowler shortly. "Sit down and giveit to me-straight.



Y ou don't believe me, do you?"

Webgter eased himsdlf into the second chair, laid the sheaf of papersin hislap.

"l can understand how you fed," he said.

"I doubt if you can," snapped Fowler. "I came here, bringing newsthat | thought wasimportant. A
report that had cost me more than you can imagine.”

He hunched forward in his chair. "I wonder if you can redlize that every hour I've spent as ahuman
being has been mentd torture.”

"I'm sorry,” said Webster. "But we had to be sure. We had to check your reports.”

"And make certain tests?"

Webster nodded.

"Like Rover over there?'

"Hisnameisn't Rover," said Webgter, gently. "If you've been cdling him that, you've hurt hisfedings.
All the dogs have human names. Thisonée's Elmer.”

Elmer had stopped his digging, was trotting towards them. He sat down beside Webgter's chair,
scrubbed at his dirt-filled whiskerswith a clay-smeared paw.

"What bout it, ElImer?" asked Webster;

"He'shuman, dl right,”" said the dog. "but not al human. Not amutant, you know. But something else.
Something dien.”

"That's to be expected,” said Fowler. "l wasaLoper for five years."

Webster nodded. "Y ou'd retain part of the persondlity. That's understandable. And the dog would
gpot it. They're sendtive to things like that. Psychic, dmost. That's why we put them on the mutants. They
can sniff one out no matter where heis”

"Y ou mean that you believe me?"

Webster rustled the papersin hislap, smoothed them out with acareful hand. "I'm afraid | do.”

"Why drad?'

"Because," Webgter told' him, "you're the greatest threat mankind's ever faced.”

"Threat! Man, don't you understand I'm offering you... offering you-"

"Yes, | know," said Webgter. "Theword is Paradise.”

"And youre afrad of that?'

"Terrified,” sad Webgter. "Judt try to envison what it would mean if wetold the people and the
people dl believed. Everyone would want to go to Jupiter and become aLoper. The very fact that the
Lopers apparently have life spans running into thousands of years would be reason enough if there were
no others.

"We would be faced by a system-wide demand that everyone immediately be sent to Jupiter. No one
would want to remain human. In the end there would be no humans-al the humanswould be L opers.
Had you thought of that?"

Fowler licked hislips, with anervoustongue. " Certainly. That iswhat | had expected.”

"The human race would disappear,” said Webster, speaking evenly. "1t would be wiped out. It would
junk al the progressit has made over thousands of years. It would disappear just when it ison the verge
of its grestest advancement.”

"But you don't know," protested Fowler. Y ou can't know. Y ou've never been aLoper. | have."” He
tapped hischest. "'l know what it islike."

Webster shook his head. "I'm not arguing on that score. I'm ready to concede that it may be better to
be a L oper than ahuman. What | can't concedeisthat we would be justified in wiping out the human
race-that we should trade what the human race has done and will do for what the Lopers might do. The
human race is going places. Maybe not so pleasantly nor so clear-headedly nor as brilliantly asyour
Lopers, but inthelong run | have afeding that it will go much farther. We have aracid heritageand a
racid destiny that we can't throw away."

Fowler leaned forward in hischair. "Look," he said, "I've played thisfair. | came straight to you and
the World Committee. | could havetold the press and radio and forced your hand, but | didn't doit.”

"What you're getting at,” suggested Webgter, "isthat the World Committee doesn't have the right to



decide thisthing themsdlves. Y ou're suggesting that the people have their say about it."

Fowler nodded, tight-lipped.

"Frankly," said Webster, "I don't trust the people. Y ou'd get mob reaction. Selfish response. Not a
one of them would think about the race, but only of themsdves.”

"Areyou tdling me" asked Fowler, "that I'm right, but you can't do athing about it?"

"Not exactly. Well have to work out something. Maybe Jupiter could be made a sort of old folks
home. After aman had lived out auseful life-"

Fowler made atearing sound of disgust deep insde histhroat. "A reward,” he snapped. "Turning an
old horse out to pasture. Paradise by specia dispensation.”

"That way," Webster pointed out, "we'd save the human race and il have Jupiter.”

Fowler cameto hisfeet in aswift, lithemotion. "I'm sick of it,” he shouted. "I brought you athing you
wanted to know. A thing you spent billions of dollars and, so far as you knew, hundreds of lives, to find
out. Y ou set up reconversion sations al over Jupiter and you sent out men by dozens and they never
came back and you thought that they were dead and still you sent out others. And none of them came
back-because they didn't want to come back, because they couldn't come back, because they couldn't
stomach being men again. Then | came back and what doesit amount to? A lot of high-flown talk... alot
of quibbling... questioning me and doubting me. Then finaly saying | am al right, but that | madea
mistakein coming back at dl."

Helet hisarmsfall to his sde and his shoulders drooped. "I'm free, | suppose,” he said. "I don't need
to Say here.”

Webster nodded dowly. "Certainly, you arefree. Y ou were free dl thetime. | only asked that you
stay until | could check."

"I cod d go back to Jupiter?’

"Inthe light of the Situation,” said Webster, "that might be agood idea.”

"I'm surprised you didn't suggest it," said Fowler, bitterly. "It would be an out for you. Y ou could file
away the report and forget about it and go on running the Solar System like achild's game played on a
parlour floor. Y our family has blundered its way through centuries and the people et you come back for
more. One of your ancestors|ost the world the Juwain philosophy and another blocked the effort of the
humans to co-operate with the mutants-"

Webster spoke sharply. "Leave me and my family out of this, Fowler! Itisathing that's bigger-"

But Fowler was shouting, drowning out hiswords. "And I'm not going to let you bunglethis. The
world haslost enough because of you Websters. Now the world's going to get abresk. I'm going to tell
the people about Jupiter. I'll tell the pressand radio. I'll yell it from the housetops. I'll-"

Hisvoice broke and his shoulders shook.

Webster's voice was cold with sudden rage. "I'll fight you, Fowler. I'll go on the beam againgt you. |
can't let you do athing like this."

Fowler bad swung around, was striding towards the garden gate.

Webgter, frozen in hischair, felt the paw clawing at hisleg.

"Shadll | get him, Boss?' asked Elmer. "Shall | go and get him?"

Webster shook hishead. "Let him go," he said. "He has as much right as | have to do the thing he
wighes"

A chill wind came across the garden wall and rustled the cape about Webster's shoulders.

Words best in his brain-words that had been spoken here in this garden scant seconds ago, but
words that came from centuriesaway. _One of your ancestors lost the Juwain philosophy. One of your
ancestors-_ Webgter clenched hisfisgts until the nails dug into his pams.

A jinx, thought Webster. _That'swhat we are. A jinx upon humanity. The Juwain philosophy. And
the mutants. But the mutants had had the Juwain philosophy for centuries now and they had never used it.
Joe had stolen it from Grant and Grant had spent hislife trying to get it back. But he never had._

_Maybe , thought Webgter, trying to console himsdlf, _it redlly didn't amount to much. If it had, the
mutants would have used it. Or maybe-just maybe-the mutants had been bluffing. Maybe they didn't
know any more about it than the humansdid._



A metallic voice coughed softly and Webster looked up. A small grey robot stood just outside the
doorway.
"Thecdl, gr," said therobot. "The call you've been expecting.”

Jenkins face came into the plate-an old face, obsolete and ugly. Not the, smooth, lifdike face
boasted by the latest model robots.

"I'm sorry to disturb you, Sir," he said, "but it ismost unusua. Joe came up and asked to use our visor
toputinacal to you. Won' tell mewhat he wants, sr. Saysit'sjust afriendly cal to an old-time
neighbour.”

"Put him on," said Webgter.

"Hewent a it most unusual, r," perssted Jenkins. "He came up and sat around and chewed the fat
for an hour or more before he asked to useit. I'd say, if you'd pardon me, that it's most peculiar.”

"I know," said Webster. "Joeis peculiar, in alot of ways."

Jenkins face faded from the screen and another face came in-that of Joe, the mutant. It was astrong
face with awrinkled, lesthery skin and blue-grey eyesthat twinkled, hair that was just turning sat and
pepper at the temples.

"Jenkins doesn't trust me, Tyler." said Joe and Webster felt his hacklesrising at the laughter that
lurked behind the words.

"For that matter," hetold him bluntly, "neither do1."

Joe clucked with histongue. "Why, Tyler, welve never given you asingle minutestrouble. Not a
single one of us. Y ou've watched us and you've worried and fretted about us, but we've never hurt you.
Y ou've had so many of the dogs spying on us that we stumble over them everywhere we turn and you've
kept files on us and studied us and talked us up and down until you must be sick to death of it."

"We know you," said Webster grimly. "We know more about you than you know about yourselves.
We know how many there are of you and we know each of you personally. Want to know what any one
of you were doing a any given moment in thelast hundred years or s0? Ask usand well tdl you."

Butter wouldn't have melted in Joe's mouth. "And dl thetime," he said, "we werethinking kindly of
you. Figuring out how sometime we might want to help you."

"Why didn't you do it, then?" snapped Webster. "We were ready to work with you at first. Even
after you stole the Juwain philosophy from Grant-"

"Stoleit?" asked Joe " Surdly, Tyler, you must have that wrong. We only took it so we could work it
out. It was dl botched up, you know."

"Y ou probably figured it out the day after you had your handson it,” Webster told him, flatly. "What
were you waiting for? Any time you had offered that to us we'd known that you were with us and wed
have worked with you. We'd have called off the dogs, we'd have accepted you."

"Funny thing," said Joe. "We never seemed to care about being accepted.”

And the old laughter was back again, the laughter of aman who was sufficient to himsdlf; who saw
the whole fabric of the human community of effort asavad, ironic joke. A man who walked alone and
liked it. A man who saw the human race as something that was funny and probably just alittle
dangerous-but funnier than ever because it was dangerous. A man who felt no need of the brotherhood
of man, who rejected that brotherhood as athing as utterly pro vincia and pathetic as the twentieth
century booster clubs.

"O.K.," said Webster sharply. "If that's the way you want it. I'd hoped that maybe you had a deal to
offer-some chance of conciliation. We don't like things asthey are-we'd rather they were different. But
themoveisuptoyou."

"Now, Tyler," protested Joe, "no usein flying off the handle. | was thinking maybe you'd ought to
know about the Juwain philosophy. Y ou've sort of forgotten about it now, but there was atime when the
Sysemwasall stirred up abouit it.

"All right," said Webgter, "go ahead and tell me." The tone of his voice said he knew Joe wouldnt.

"Bascdly," sad Joe, "you humansarealonely lot of folks. Y ou never have known your fellow-man.
Y ou can't know him because you haven't the common touch of understanding that makesit possibleto



know him. Y ou have friendships, sure, but those friendships are based on pure emotions, never on real
understanding. Y ou get aong together, sure. But you get dong by tolerance rather than by understanding.
Y ou work out your problems by agreement, but that agreement is Smply amatter of the stronger-minded
among you besting down the opposition of the weaker ones."

"What's that got to do with it?'

"Why, everything," Joe told him. "With the Juwain philosophy you'd actudly understand.”

"Telepathy?" asked Webgter.

"Not exactly," said Joe. "We mutants have telepathy. But thisis something different. The Juwain
philosophy provides an ability to sense the viewpoint of another. It won't necessarily make you agree
with that viewpoint, but it does make you recognizeit. Y ou not only know what the other fellow istalking
about, but how hefeds about it. With Juwain's philosophy you have to accept the validity of another
man's ideas and knowledge, not just the words he says, but the thought back of the words."

"Semantics," said Webdter.

"If youingst ontheterm,” Joetold him. "What it really meansisthat you understand not only the
intringc meaning, but the implied meaning of what someone seis saying. Almost telepathy, but not quite.
A wholelot better, someways."

"And, Joe, how do you go about it? How do you-"

The laughter was back again. "Y ou think about it awhile, Tyler... find out how bad you want it. Then
maybe we can talk."

"Horsetrading,” said Webgter.

Joe nodded.

"Booby-trapped, too, | suppose,” said Webster.

"Couple of them," said Joe. "Y ou find them and well talk about that, too."

"What are you fellows going to want?"

"Plenty," Joetold him, "but maybeit'll beworthit."

The screen went dead and Webster sat staring at it with unseeing eyes. Booby-trapped? Of course it
was. Clear up to the hilt.

Webster screwed his eyes shut and felt the blood pounding in hisbrain.

What wasit that had been claimed for the Juwain philosophy in that far-gone day when it had been
lost? That it would have put mankind a hundred thousand years ahead in two short generations.
Something likethat.

Maybe stretching it abit-but not too much. A little justified exaggeration, that was al.

Men understanding one another, accepting one another'sideas at face va ue, each man seeing behind
the words, seeing the thing as, someone & se would see it and accepting that concept asif it were his
own. Making it, in fact, part of his own knowledge that could be brought to bear upon the subject at
band. No misunderstanding, no prgjudice, no bias, no jangling-but aclear, complete grasp of dl the
conflicting angles of any human problem. Applicable to anything, to any type of human endeavour. To
sociology, psychology, to engineering, to dl the various facets of acomplex civilization. No more
bungling, no more quarrelling, but honest and sincere appraisal of the facts and the ideas at hand.

A hundred thousand yearsin two generations? Perhaps not too far off, at that.

But booby-trapped? Or wasit? Did the mutants really mean to part with it? For any kind of prize?
Just another bait dangled in front of mankind's eyes while around the corner the mutants rolled with
laughter.

The mutants hadn't used it. Of course, they hadn't, for they had no real need of it. They aready had
telepathy and that would serve the purpose asfar as the mutants were concerned. Individuaistswould
have little use for a device which would make them understand one another, for they would not care
whether they understood one another. The mutants got along together, apparently, tolerating whatever
contact was necessary to safeguard their interests. But that was al. They'd work together to save their
skins, but they found no pleasureinit.

An honest offer? A bait, alure to hold aman's attention in one quarter while adirty deal was being



pulled off in another? A mereironic joke? Or an offer that had agtinger init?

Webgter shook his head. There was no telling. No way to gauge amutant's motives or his reason.

Soft, glowing light had crept into the walls and ceiling of the office with the departing of the day, the
automatic, hidden light growing stronger a the darknessfell. Webster glanced at the window, saw thet it
was an oblong of blackness, dotted by the few advertisng sgnsthat flared and flickered on the city's
skyline

He reached out, thumbed over atumbler, spoke to the secretary in the outer office.

"I'm sorry | kept you so long. | forgot thetime.”

"That'sal right, Sr,"” said the secretary. "Theresavisitor to see you, Mr. Fowler.”

"Fowler?'

"Y es, the gentleman from Jupiter.”

"I know," said Webster wearily. "Ask himto comein.”

He had dmost forgotten Fowler and the threat the man had made.

He stared absent-mindedly at his desk, saw the kaleidoscope lying where heéld Ieft it. _Funny toy ,
hethought. Quaint idea. A smplething for the smple minds of long ago. But the kid will get aboot out
of it.

He reached out ahand and grasped it, lifted it to his eyes. The transmitted light wove a pattern of
crazy colour, ageometric nightmare. He twirled the tube a bit and the pattern changed. And yet
again-His brain wrenched with a sudden sickness and the colour burned itsdlf into hismind inasingle
flare of soul-twigting torture.

The tube dropped and clattered on the desk. Webster reached out with both hands and clutched at
the desk edge.

And through his brain went the thought of horror: _What atoy for akid!

The sickness faded and he sat stock-4till, brain clear again, bresth coming regularly.

_Funny _, hethought. _Funny that it should do athing like that. Or could it have been something else
and not the kaleidoscope at dl. A seizure of some sort. Heart acting up. A bit too young for that and heldd
been checked just recently.

The door clicked and Webster looked up.

Fowler came across the room with measured step, dowly, until he stood across from the desk.

"Yes, Fowler?'

"l leftin anger," Fowler said, "and | didn't want it that way. Y ou might have understood, but again
you might not have. It wasjust that | was upset, you see. | came from Jupiter, feding that findly al the
years 'd spend there in the domes bad been justified, that all the anguish | had felt when | saw the men
go out somehow had paid off. | was bringing news, you understand, news that the world awaited. To me
it was the most wonderful thing that could have happened and | thought you'd seeit, too. | thought the
peoplewould seeit. It was asif | had been bringing them word that Paradise was just around the corner.
For that iswhat it is, Webster, that iswhat it is.”

He put his hands 'flat upon the desk and leaned forward, whispering.

"You seehow itis, don't you, Webster? Y ou understand a bit."

Webster's hands were shaking and he laid them in hislap, clenched them together until the fingers
hurt.

"Yes," hewhigpered back. "Yes, | think | know."

_For hedid know._

Knew more than the words had told him. Knew the anguish and the pleading and bitter
disappointment that lay behind the words. Knew them almost asif held said the words himsdlf-almost as
if he were Fowler.

Fowler'svoice brokein alarm. "What's the matter, Webster? What's the trouble with you?'

Webster tried to speak and the words were dust. Histhroat tightened until there was aknot of pain
above hisAdam's gpple.

Hetried again and the words were low and forced. "Tell me, Fowler. You learned alot of things out



there. Thingsthat men don't know or know imperfectly. Like high grade tel epathy, maybe... or... or-"

"Yes" sad Fowler, "alot of things. But | didn't bring them back with me. When | became aman
again, that wasdl | was. Just aman, that'sal. None of it came back. Mogt of it just hazy memoriesand
a..wdl, youmight cdl it yearning."

"Y ou mean that you haven't one of the abilities you had when you were a L oper?'

"Not asngleone.”

"Y ou couldn't, by chance, be ableto _make me understand a thing you wanted me to know. Make
mefed theway you fed."

"Not achance," said Fowler.

Webster reached out a hand, pushed the kaleidoscope gently with hisfinger. It rolled forwards, then
cameto rest again.

"What did you come back for?' asked Webgter.

"To square myself with you," said Fowler. "To let you know | wasn't redly sore. To try to makeyou
understand that | had aside, too. Just a difference of opinion, that'sal. | thought maybe we might shake
onit."

"l see. And you're till determined to go out and tell the people?”

Fowler nodded. "1 have to, Webgter. Y ou must surely know that. It's... it's... well, dmost ardigion
with me. It'ssomething | believein. | haveto tell therest of them that there's a better world and a better
life. | haveto lead themtoit."”

"A messah,” said Webgter.

Fowler sraightened. "That's onething | was afraid of. Scoffing isn't-"

"l wasn't scoffing,” Webgter told him, amost gently.

He picked up the kaleidoscope, polishing its tube with the palm of his hand, considering. _Not yet |
he thought. _Not yet .

_Haveto think it out. Do | want him to understand me aswdl as| understand him?_

"Look, Fowler," hesaid, "lay off aday or two. Wait abit. Just aday or two. Then let ustalk again.”

"I've waited long enough dreedy.”

"But | want you to think thisover: A million years ago man first cameinto being-just an anima. Since
that time he had inched hisway up a culturd ladder. Bit by painful bit he has developed away of life, a
philosophy, away of doing things. His progress has been geometrical. To-day he does much more than
he did yesterday. To-morrow hell do even more than he did to-day. For thefirgt timein human history,
Manisredly beginning to hit the bal. HE'sjust got agood start, thefirst stride, you might say. HES going
alot farther in alot lesstime than he's come aready.

"Maybeit isn't as pleasant as Jupiter, maybe not the same at al. Maybe humankind is drab compared
with the lifeforms of Jupiter. But it's man'slife. It'sthe thing he'sfought for. It'sthe thing he's made
himsdf. It'sadestiny he has shaped.

"I hate to think, Fowler, that just when were going good we'll swap our destiny for one we don't
know about, for one we can't be sure about.”

"I'll wait," said Fowler. "Just aday or two. But I'm warning you. Y ou can't put me off. Y ou can't
changemy mind."

"That'sal | ask," said Webster. Herose and held out his hand, " Shake on it?* he asked.

But even as he shook Fowler's hand, Webster knew it wasn't any good. Juwain philosophy or not,
mankind was heading for ashowdown. A showdown that could be even worse because of The Juwain
philosophy. For the mutants wouldn't miss a bet. If thiswasto be their joke, if thiswastheir way of
getting rid of the human race, they wouldn't overlook athing. By to-morrow morning every man, woman
and child somehow or other would have managed to look through a kaleidoscope. Or something else.
Lord only knew how many other ways there were.

He watched until Fowler had closed the door behind him, then walked to the window and stared out.
Hashing on the skyline of the city was anew advcrtising sign-one that had not been there before. A crazy
sgn that made crazy coloured patternsin the night. Flashing on and off asif one wereturning a



kaleidoscope.

Webster stared at it, tight-lipped.

He should have expected it.

He thought of Joe with aflare of murderous fury surging through hisbrain. For thet cal had been a
cackling chortle behind a covering hand, asmart-Aleck gesture designed to let man know what it was dl
about, to let him know after he was behind the eight-ball and couldn't do athing about it.

_We should have killed them off_, thought Webster, and was surprised at the cdm coldness of the
thought. _We should have stamped them out like we would adangerous disease.

But man had forsaken violence asaworld and individua policy. Not for one hundred and twenty-five
years had one group been arrayed against another group in violence.

_When Joe had called, the Juwain philosophy had lain on the desk. | had only to reach out my hand
and touch it_, Webster thought.

He stiffened with the redization of it. | had only to reach out my hand and touch it. _Andl did just
thet!

Something more than telepathy, something more than guessing. Joe knew he would pick up the
kaleidoscope-must have known it. Foresight-an ability to roll back the future. Just an hour or o,
perhaps, but that would be enough.

Joe-and the other mutants, of course-had known about Fowler. Their probing, telepathic minds
could havetold them dl that they wished to know. But thiswas something €l se, something different.

He stood at the window, staring at the sign. Thousands of people, he knew, were seeing it. Seeing it
and feding that sudden sick impact in their mind.

Webster frowned, wondering about the shifting pattern of the lights. Some physiological impact upon
acertain centre of the human brain, perhaps. A portion of the brain that had not been used before-a
portion of the brain that in due course of human development might naturally have comeinto its proper
function. A function now that was being forced.

The Juwain philosophy, at last! Something for which men had sought for centuries, now flinaly come
to pass. Given man at atime when held have been better off without it.

Fowler had written in hisreport: _| cannot give afactua account because there are no words for the
factsthat | want to tell._ He still didn't have the words, of course, but he had something else that was
even better-an audience that could understand the sincerity and the greatness which lay benesth the
words be did have. An audience with a new-found sense which would enable them to grasp some of the
mighty scope of the thing Fowler had to tell.

Joe had planned it that way. Had waited for this moment. Had used the Juwain philosophy asa
wegpon against the human race.

For with the Juwain philosophy, man would go to Jupiter. Faced by dl thelogic in the world, he il
would go to Jupiter. For better or for worse, he would go to Jupiter.

The only chance there had ever been of winning against Fowler had been Fowler'sinability to
describe what he saw, to tell what he fdlt, to reach the people with a clear exposition of the message that
he brought. With mere human words that message would have been vague and fuzzy and while the
people at first might have believed, they would have been shaky in their belief, would have listened to
other argument.

But now that chance was gone, for the words would be no longer vague and fuzzy. The people
would know, as clearly and as vibrantly as Fowler knew himsalf what Jupiter waslike.

The people would go to Jupiter, would enter upon alife other than the human life.

And the Solar System, the entire Solar System, with the exception of Jupiter, would lie open for the
new race of mutants to take over, to develop any kind of culture that they might wish-a culture that would
scarcdy follow the civilization of the parent race.

Webster swung away from the window, strode back to the desk. He stooped and pulled out a
drawer, reached insde. His hand came out clutching something that he had never dreamed of using-a
relic, amuseum piece he had tossed there years before.



With a handkerchief, he polished the metd of the gun, tested its mechanism with trembling fingers.

Fowler was the key. With Fowler dead- With Fowler dead and the Jupiter stations dismantled and
abandoned, the mutants would be licked. Man would have the Juwain philosophy and would retain his
destiny. The Centauri expedition would blast off for the stars. Thelife experiments would continue on
Pluto. Man would march adong the course that his culture plotted.

Faster than ever before. Faster than anyone could dream. Two great strides. The renunciation of
violence as ahuman policy-the understanding that came with the Juwain philosophy. Thetwo great things
that would speed man aong the road to wherever he was going.

The renunciation of the violence and the- Webster stared at the gun clutched in his hand and heard
the roar of winds tumbling through his heed.

Two greet strides-and he was about to toss away the first.

For one hundred and twenty-five years no man had killed another-for more than athousand years
killing had been obsolete as afactor in the determination of human affairs.

A thousand years of peace and one death might undo the work. One shot in the night might collapse
the structure, might hurl man back to the old bestid thinking.

Webster killed-why can't I? After all, there are some men who should bekilled. Webster did right,
but he shouldn't have stopped with only one. | don't see why they're hanging him; held ought to get a
medal. We ought to start on the mutantsfirgt. If it hadn't been for them- That was the way they'd talk.

_Tha_, thought Webster, _isthewind that'sroaring in my brain._

Theflashing of the crazy coloured sign made a ghodtly flicker aong thewalls and floor.

_Fowlerisseeing that_, thought Webster. Heislooking at it and, evenif heisn't, | fill havethe
kaleidoscope.

_Hell be coming in and well sit down and talk. Well sit down and talk-_

He tossed the gun back into the drawer, walked towards the door.

NOTESON THE SIXTH TALE

If there has been any doubt concerning the origin of the other talesin the legend, there can be
no doubt in this. Here, in the sixth tale, we have unmistakably the hallmarks of Doggish story
telling. It has the deeper emotional value, the close attention to ethical matters which are stressed
in all other Doggish myths.

And yet, strangely enough, it isin this particular tale that Tige finds his weightiest evidence of
the actuality of the human race. Here, he points out, we have evidence that the Dogs told these
self-same tal es before-the blazing fire when they sat and talked of Man buried in Geneva or gone
to Jupiter. Here, he says, we are given an account of the Dogs' first probing into the cobbly
worlds, their first step towards the development of an animal brotherhood.

Here, too, he thinks, we have evidence that Man was another contemporary race which went
part way down the path of culture with the Dogs. Whether or not the disaster which is portrayed
in this tale is the one which actually overwhelmed Man, Tige says, we cannot be sure. He admits
that through the centuries the tale as we know it today has been embellished and embroidered.
But it does provide, he contends, good and substantial evidence that some disaster was visited
upon the human race.

Rover, who does not admit to the factual evidence seen by Tige, believes that the storyteller in
thistale bringsto a logical conclusion a culture such as Man developed. Without at |east broad
purpose, without certain implanted stability, no culture can survive, and thisis the lesson, Rover
believes, the tale is meant to spell.

Man, in this story, is treated with a certain tenderness which is not accorded himin any of the
other tales. Heis at once a lonely and pitiful creature, and yet somehow glorious. It isentirely
typical of himthat in the end he should make a grand gesture, that he should purchase godhood
by self-immolation.



Yet the wor ship which is accorded him by Ebenezer has certain disturbing overtones which
have become the source of particularly bitter dispute among the legend's students.

Bounce, in his book, The Myth of Man, asks this question:

If Man had taken a different path, might he not, in time to come, have been as great as Dog?

It is a question, perhaps, that many readers of the legend have stopped to ask themselves.

Vi

HOBBIES

The rabbit ducked around a bush and the little black dog zipped after him, then dug in hishedsand
skidded. In the pathway stood awaolf, the rabbit's twitching, bloody body hanging from hisjaws.

Ebenezer stood very till and panted, red rag of atonguelolling out, alittle faint and sick at the sight
before him.

_It had been such anicerabbit!_

Feet pattered on the trail behind him and Shadow whizzed around the bush, did to a stop dongside
Ebenezer.

Thewalf flicked his glare from the dog to the pint-size robot, then back to the dog again. Theydlow
light of wildnessdowly faded from hiseyes.

"Y ou shouldn't have done that, Wolf," said Ebenezer softly. "The rabbit knew | wouldn't hurt him and
itwasdl infun. But heran sraight into you and you snapped him up.”

"Theré's no usetalking to him," Shadow hissed out of the corner of his mouth. "He doesn't know a
word you're saying. Next thing you know, helll be gulping you.”

"Not with you around, hewon't," said Ebenezer. "And, anyhow, he knows me. He remembers|ast
winter. He was one of the pack wefed."

Thewolf paced forward dowly, step by cautious step, until less than two feet separated him from the
little dog. Then, very dowly, very carefully, helaid the rabbit on the ground, nudged it forward with his
nose.

Shadow made atiny sound that was amost agasp. "He's giving it to you!™

"I know," said Ebenezer camly. "I told you he remembered. He's the one that had afrozen ear and
Jenkinsfixedit up."

The dog advanced a step, tail wagging, nose outstretched. The wolf stiffened momentarily, then
lowered hisugly head and sniffed. For a second the two noses almost rubbed together, then the wolf
stepped back.

"Let'sget out of here" urged Shadow. "Y ou high-tail it down thetrail and I'll bring up the rear. If he
triesanything-"

"Hewon't try anything,” snapped Ebenezer. "Hesafriend of ours. It's not hisfault about the rabbit.
He doesn't understand. It'sthe way helives. To him arabbit isjust a piece of meat."

_Even , hethought, _asit oncewasfor us. Asit wasfor us before thefirst dog cameto sit with a
man before a cave-mouth fire- and for along time after that. Even now arabbit sometimes - Moving
dowly, amost apologeticaly, thewolf reached forward, gathered up the rabbit in his gaping jaws. Histall
moved-not quite awag, but dmost.

"You see!l" cried Ebenezer and the wolf was gone. His feet moved and therewas ablur of grey
fading through the trees- a shadow drifting in the forest.

"Hetook it back," fumed Shadow. "Why, the dirty-"

"But he gaveit to me," said Ebenezer triumphantly. "Only he was so hungry he couldn't make it stick.
He did something awolf has never done before. For amoment he was more than an animd..”

"Indian giver," sngpped Shadow.

Ebenezer shook his head. "He was ashamed when he took it back. Y ou saw him wag histail. That
was explaining to me- explaining he was hungry and he needed it. Worse than | needed it."



The dog stared down the green aides of the fairy forest, smelled the scent of decaying leaves, the
heady perfume of hepatica and bloodrot and spidery windflower, the quick, sharp odour of the new lesf,
of thewoodsin early soring.

"Maybe some day-" he said.

"Yeah, | know," said Shadow. "Maybe some day the wolveswill be civilized, too. And the rabbits
and squirrels and al the other wild things. The way you dogs go mooning around-"

"It isn't mooning," Ebenezer told him. "Dreaming, maybe. Men used to dream. They used to Sit
around and think up things. That's how we happened. A man named Webster thought us up. He messed
around with us. He fixed up our throats so we would talk. He rigged up contact lenses so that we could
read. He-"

"A lot of good it did men for dl their dreaming,” said Shadow, peevishly.

_Andthat_, thought Ebenezer, wasthe solemn truth. Not many men left now. Just the mutants
squatting in their towers and doing no one knows what and the little colony of red men il living in
Geneva. The others, long ago, had gone to Jupiter. Had gone to Jupiter and changed themsalvesinto
things that were not human.

Sowly, tail drooping, Ebenezer swung around, clumped dowly up the path.

_Too bad about the rabbit_, he thought. _It had been such anice rabhbit. It had run sowell. And it
really wasn't scared. He had chased it |ots of timesand it knew he wouldn't catch it._

But even at that, Ebenezer couldn't bring himself to blame the wolf. To awolf arabbit wasn't just
something that was fun to chase. For the wolf had no herds for meat and milk, no fields of grain for med
to make dog biscuits.

"What | ought to do," grumbled the remorsdess Shadow, treading at his heds, "istel Jenkins that
Y OU ran out. Y ou know that you should belistening”

Ebenezer did not answer, kept on trudging up thetrail. For what Shadow said wastrue. Instead of
rabbit-chasing, he should have been stting up at Webster House listening- listening for the things that
cameto one-sounds and scentsand _awareness _ of something that was near. Like listening on one side
of awadl to the things that were happening on the other, only they were faint and sometimes far awvay and
hard to catch. Even harder, most times, to understand.

_It'stheanima in me_, thought Ebenezer. _The old flea-scratching, bone-chewing, gopher-digging
dog that will not let me be- that sends me sneaking out to chase arabbit when | should be listening, out
prowling the forest when | should be reading the old books from the shelves that line the study wall._

_Toofast_, hetold himsalf. _We came up too fast. Had to come up too fast.

_Ittook Man thousands of yearsto turn his gruntsinto the rudiments of speech. Thousands of years
to discover fire and thousands more of years to invent the bow and arrow- thousands of yearsto learn to
till the soil and harvest food, thousands of years to forsake the cave for ahouse he built himsdlf.

_But in alittle more than a thousand years from the day we learned to talk we were on our own-our
own, that is, except for Jenkins,_

The forest thinned out into gnarled, scattered oaks that straggled up the hill, like hobbling old men
who had wandered off the path.

The house stood on the hilltop, a huddled structure that had taken root and crouched close against
the earth. So old that it was the colour of the things around it, of grass and flowers and trees, of sky and
wind and weather. A house built by men who loved it and the surrounding acres even as the dogs now
loved them. Built and lived in and died in by alegendary family that had |eft ameteoric trail across
centuries of time. Men who lent their shadows to the stories that were told around the blazing fireplace of
stormy nights when the wind sucked aong the eaves. Stories of Bruce Webster and thefirst dog,
Nathaniel; of aman named Grant who had given Nathaniel aword to pass dong; of another-man who
had tried to reach the stars and of the old man who had sat waiting for him in the wheelchair on the lawn.
And other stories of the ogre mutants the dogs had watched for years.

And now the men had gone and the family was a name and the dogs carried on as Grant had told
Nathaniel that far-gone day they must.



_Asif you were men, asif the dog were man._ Those were the words that had been handed down
for ten full centuries-and at last the time had come.

The dogs had come home when the men had gone, come from the far corners of the earth back to
the place where the first dog had spoken the first word, where the first dog had read the first line of
print-back to Webster House where a man, long ago, had dreamed of adud civilization, of man and dog
going down the ages, hand in paw.

"Weve done the best we could," said Ebenezer, dmogt asif he were speaking to someone. "We il
aedoingit.

From the other side of the hill camethetinkle of acow bell, aburst of frantic barking. The pupswere
bringing in the cowsfor the evening milking.

The dust of centurieslay within the vault, agrey, powdery dust that was not an dien thing, but a part
of the place itsdf -the part that had died in the passing of the years.

Jon Webster smelled the acrid scent of the dust cutting through the mustiness of the room, heard the
slence humming like asong within his head. One dim radium bulb glowed above the pand with its switch
and whed and half adozen dids.

Fearful of disturbing the deeping silence, Webster moved forward quietly, half awed by the weight of
time that seemed to press down from the celling. He reached out afinger and touched the open switch,
asif he had expected it might not be there, asif he must fed the pressure of it againgt hisfingertip to
know that it wasthere.

And it wasthere. It and thewhed and dids, with the single light above them. And that was dl. There
was nothing e<e. In dl that smal, bare vault there was nothing else.

Exactly asthe old map had said that it would be.

Jon Webster shook his head, thinking: | might have known that it would have been. The map was
right. The map remembered. We were the ones that had forgotten-forgotten or never known or never
cared. And he knew that more than likedly it wasthe last that would be right. Never cared.

Although it was probable that very few had ever known about this vault. Had never known because
it was best that only few should know. That it never had been used was no factor in its secrecy. There
might have been aday- He stared at the panel, wondering. Slowly his hand reached out again and then
he jerked it back. Better not, he told himsalf, better not. For the map had given no clue to the purpose of
the vault, to the mechanics of the switch.

"Defence," the map had said, and that was dl.

Defence! Of course, there would have been defence back in that day of athousand years ago. A
defence that never had been needed, but a defence that had to be there, a defence against the emergency
of uncertainty. For the brotherhood of peoples, even then, was a shaky thing that asingle word or act
might have thrown out of kilter. Even after ten centuries of peace, the memory of war would have been a
living thing- an ever-present possibility in the mind of the World Committee, something to be
circumvented, something to be ready for.

Webster stood stiff and straight, listening to the pulse of history beating in the room. History that had
run its course and ended. History that had come to a dead end-a stream that suddenly had flowed into
the backwater of afew hundred futile human lives and now was a stlagnant pool unrelieved by the
eddying of human struggle and achievement.

He reached out ahand, put it flat against the masonry, felt the dimy cold, the rough crawl of dust
beneath hispam.

The foundation of empire, he thought. The sub-cdllar of empire. The nethermost stone of the towering
Structure that soared in proud strength on the surface far above-agreat building that in olden times had
hummed with the business of a solar system, an empire not in the sense of conquest but an empire of
orderly human relations based on mutua respect and tolerant understanding.

A seat of human government lent an easy confidence by the psychologica fact of an adequate and
fool proof defence. For it would have been both adequate and foolproof, it would have had to be. The
men of that day took no chances, overlooked no bets. They had come up through the hard school and



they knew their way around.

Sowly, Webster swung about, stared at thetrail hisfeet had |eft acrossthe dust. Silently, stepping
carefully, following thetrall hed made, beleft the vault, closed the massive door behind him and spun the
lock that held its secret fadt.

Climbing thetunnelled stairs, hethought: _Now | can write my history. My notes are dmost complete
and | know how it should go. It will be brilliant and exhaustive and it might be interesting if anyone should
read it.

But he knew that no one would. No one would take the time or care.

For along moment, Webster stood on the broad marble steps before his house, looking down the
Street. A pretty street, hetold himsdlf, the prettiest street in al Geneva, with its boulevard of trees, its
carefully tended flower beds, the walksthat glistened with the scrub and polish of ever working robots.

No one moved along the street and it wasn't strange. The robots had finished their work early in the
day and there were few people.

From some high tree-top a bird sang and the song was one with the sun and flowers, a gladsome
song that strained at the bursting throat, a song that tripped and skipped with boundiess joy.

A nesat street drowsing in the sun and agreat, proud city that had lost its purpose. A street that
should befilled with laughing children and strolling lovers and old men resting in the sun. And acity, the
last city on Earth, the only city on Earth, that should be filled with noise and business.

A bird sang and aman stood on the steps and looked and the tulips nodded blissfully in thetiny
fragrant breeze that wafted down the Strest.

Webster turned to the door, fumbled it open, walked across the threshold.

The room was hushed and solemn, cathedra-like with its stained glass windows and soft carpeting.
Old wood glowed with the patina of age and slver and brasswinked briefly in the light that fell from the
dender windows. Over the fireplace hung amassive canvas, done in subdued colouring-a house upon a
hill, a house that had grown roots and clung against the land with ajealous grip. Smoke came from the
chimney, awind-whipped, tenuous smoke that smudged across a storm-grey sky.

Webster walked across the room and there was no sound of walking. _Therugs , hethought, _the
rugs protect the quietness of the place. Randall wanted to do this one over, too, but | wouldn't let him
touchitand I'mglad | did it. A man must keep something that is old, something he can cling to, something
that isaheritage and alegacy and promise.

He reached his desk, thumbed atumbler and the light came on aboveit. Sowly, helet himsdf into a
chair, reached out for the portfolio of notes. He flipped the cover open and stared at thetitlepage: " A
Study of the Functional Development of the City of Geneva._"

A bravetitle. Dignified and erudite. And alot of work. Twenty years of work. Twenty years of
digging among old dusty records, twenty years of reading and comparing, of eva uating the weight and
words of those who had gone before, sifting and rejecting and working out the facts, tracing the trend not
only of the city but of men. No hero worship, no legends, but facts. And facts are hard to come by.

Something rustled. No footstep, but arustle, a sense that someone was near. Webster twisted in his
chair. A robot stood just outside the circle of the desk light.

"Beg pardon, Sir,” the robot said, "but | was supposed to tell you. Miss Saraiswaiting in the
Seashore."

Webster started dightly. "Miss Sara, eh? It's been along time since she's been here.”

"Yes, gr," said therobot. "It seemed dmost like old times, Sir, when she walked in the door.”

"Thank you, Oscar, for telling me," said Webster. "I'll go right out. Y ou will bring some drinks."

"She brought her own drinks, sir," said Oscar. " Something that Mr. Ballentree fixed up.”

"Ballentree" exclaimed Webgter. "I hopeit isn't poison.”

"I've been observing her," Oscar told him, "and she's been drinking it and she's il al right.”

Webster rose from his chair, crossed the room and went down the hall. He pushed open the door
and the sound of the surf cameto him. He blinked in the light that shone on the hot sand beach, stretching
like agtraight line white to either horizon. Before him, the ocean was a sun-washed blue tipped with the



white of foaming waves.

Sand gritted underneeth hisfeet as he waked forward, eyes adjusting themsalves to the blaze of
unlight.

Sara, he saw, was Sitting in one of the bright canvas chairs underneath the palm trees and beside the
char wasapasd, very ladylike jug.

Theair had atang of salt and the wind off the water was coal in the sun-warm air.

The woman heard him and stood up and waited for him, with her hands outstretched. He hurried
forward, clasped the out-stretched hands and looked at her.

"Not aminute older,” he said. "As pretty astheday | saw you first."

Sheamiled a him, eyesvery bright. "And you, Jon. A little grey around thetemples. A little
handsomer. That isdl.”

Helaughed. "I'm dmogt sixty, Sara. Middle ageis cregping up.”

"I brought something,” said Sara. "One of Ballentreg'slatest masterpieces. It will cut your agein half."

He grunted. "Wonder Ballentree hasn't killed off half Geneva, the drinks that he cooks up.”

"Thisoneisredly good."

It was. It went down smooth and it had astrange, haf metalic, half ecstatic taste.

Webster pulled another chair closeto Saras, sat down and looked at her.

"Y ou have such anice place here," said Sara. "Randdl did it, didn't he?"

Webster nodded. "He had more fun than acircus, | had to beat him off with aclub. And those robots
of hisl They'recrazier than heis"

"But he doeswonderful things. He did aMartian room for Quentin and it'ssimply _unworldly_."

"I know," said Webster. "Was set on a deep-space one for here. Said it would be just the place to Sit
and think. Got sore a mewhen | wouldn't let him doiit.”

He rubbed the back of hisleft hand with hisright thumb, staring off &t the blue haze above the ocean.
Saraleaned forward, pulled histhumb away.

"You dill havethewarts" shesaid,

He grinned. "Y es, could have had them taken off, but never got around to it. Too busy, | guess. Part
of me by now."

She released the thumb and he went back to rubbing the warts absent-mindedly.

"Y ou've been busy,” she said. "Haven't seen you around much. How is the book coming?”

"Ready to write," said Webster. "Outlining it by chapters now. Checked on the last thing to-day.
Have to make sure, you know. Place way down under the old Solar Administration Building. Some sort
of adefence set-up. Control room. Y ou push alever and-"

"And what?'

"l don't know," said 'Webster. "Something effective, | suppose. Should try to find out, but can't find
the heart to do it. Been digging around in too much dust these last twenty yearsto face any more.”

"Y ou sound discouraged, Jon. Tired. Y ou shouldn't get tired. There's no reason for it. Y ou should get
around. Have another drink?"

He shook hishead. "No, Sara, thanks. Not in the mood, | guess. I'm afraid, Sara-afraid.”

"Afrad?'

"Thisroom," said Webgter. "lllusion. Mirrorsthat give anilluson of distance. Fansthat blow theair
through asdt spray, pumpsthat stir up thewaves. A synthetic sun. And if | don't likethe sun, al | have
to doissnap aswitch and | have amoon.”

"llluson,” sad Sara

"That'sit," said Webster. "That isall we have. No real work, no redl job. Nothing that we're working
for, no place were going. I've worked for twenty yearsand I'll write abook and not asoul will read it.
All they'd have to do would be spend the timeto read it, but they won't take the time. They won't care.
All they'd have to do would be come and ask me for a copy-and if they didn't want to do that 1'd be so
glad someone was going to read it that 1'd take it to them. But no one will. 1t will go on the shelveswith
all the other books that have been written. And what do | get out of it? Wait... I'll tell you. Twenty years
of work, twenty years of fooling mysdlf, twenty years of sanity."



"I know," said Sara softly. "I know, Jon. Thelast three paintings-"

Helooked up quickly. "But, Sara-"

She shook her head. "No, Jon. No one wanted them. They're out of style. Naturdistic stuff is passe.
Impressiondism now.' Daubs-"

"Wearetoorich," said Webgter. "We have too much. Everything wasleft for us-everything and
nothing. When Mankind went out to Jupiter the few that wereleft behind inherited the Earth and it was
too big for them. They couldn't handleit. They couldn't manageit. They thought they owned it, but they
were the ones that were owned. Owned and dominated and awed by the things that had gone before.”

She reached out a hand and touched hisarm.

"Poor Jon," she said.

"We can't flinch away fromit," be said. "Some day some of us must face the truth, must Start over
again-from scratch.”

"I-,, "Yes what isit, Sara?"

"| came hereto say good-bye"

"Good-bye?"

"I'm going to take the Seep.”

He cameto hisfeet, swiftly, horrified. "No, Saral"

Shelaughed and the laugh was strained. "Why don't you come with me, Jon. A few hundred years.
Maybeit will al be different when we avake."

"Just because no one wants your canvases. Just because-"

"Because of what you said just awhile ago. Illuson, Jon. | knew it, felt it, but | couldn't think it out.”

"But the Seepisilluson, too."

"I know. But you don't know it'sillusion. You think it'sreal. Y ou have no inhibitions and you have no
fears except the fearsthat are planned deliberately. It's natural, Jon-more natura than life. | went up to
the Templeand it was dl explained to me."

"And when you avake?"'

"You're adjusted. Adjusted to whatever lifeislikein whatever erayou awake. Almost asif you
bel onged, even from thefirst. And it might be better. Who knows? It might be better.”

"It won't be," Jon told her grimly. "Until, or unless, someone does something about it. And a people
that run to the Sleep to hide are not going to bestir themsalves." She shrank back in the chair and
suddenly he fdt ashamed. "I'm sorry, Sara. | didn't mean you. Nor any one person. Just thelot of us."

The pamswhispered harshly, fronds rasping. Little pools of water, |eft by the surging tide, sparkled
inthesun.

"I won't try to dissuade you," Webster said. "Y ou've thought it out, you know what it isyou want."

_It hadn't dways been like that with the human race , hethought. _There would have been aday, a
thousand years ago, when aman would have argued about athing like this. But Juwainism had ended all
the petty quarrels. Juwainism had ended alot of things._

"I've dwaysthought,” Saratold him softly, "if we could have stayed together-"

He made a gesture of impatience. "It'sjust another thing we've lost, another thing that the human race
let loose. Cometo think it over, we lost alot of things. Family ties and business, work and purpose.”

Heturned to face her squardly. "If you want to come back, Sara-"

She shook her head. "It wouldn't work, Jon. It's been too many years."

He nodded. There was no use denying it.

Sherose and held out her hand. "If you ever decide to take the Sleep, find out my date. I'll have them
reserve aplaceright next to me."

"l don't think | ever shall," hetold her.

"All right, then. Good-bye, Jon."

"Wait asecond, Sara. Y ou haven't said aword: about our son. | used to see him often, but-"

She laughed brightly. "Tom'samost a grown man now, Jon. And it'sthe strangest thing. He-"

"I haven't seen him for so long,” Webster said again.

"No wonder. He's scarcely in the city. It's his hobby. Something he inherited from you, | guess.



Pioneering in away. | don't know what e'seyou'd cdl it."

"Y ou mean some new research. Something unusud.”

"Unusudl, yes, but not research. Just goes out in the woods and lives by himsdlf. He and afew of his
friends. A bag of sdt, abow and arrows- Yes, it's queer,” Saraadmitted, "but he has'alot of fun. Claims
he'slearning something. And he doeslook hedthy. Like awolf. Strong and lean and alook about his
eyes”

She swung around and moved away.

"I'll seeyou to the door," said Webster.

She shook her head. "No. I'd rather that you wouldn't.”

"Y ou'reforgetting thejug.”

"You keepit, Jon | won't need it whereI'm going."

Webgter put on the plastic "thinking cap”, snapped the button of the writer on his desk.

_Chapter Twenty-six_, he thought and the writer clicked and chuckled and wrote " Chapter XXV1."

For amoment Webster held hismind clear, assembling his data, arranging his outline, then he began
agan. Thewriter clicked and gurgled, bummed into steady work:

The machinesran on, tended by the robots as they had been before, producing al the things they had
produced before.

And the robots worked as they knew it was their right to work, their right and duty, doing the things
they had been made to do.

The machines went on and the robots went on, producing wedlth asif there were men to useit, asif
there were millions of men instead of a bare five thousand.

And the five thousand who had stayed behind or who had been left behind suddenly found
themselves the masters of aworld that had been geared to the millions, found themsel ves possessed of
the wedlth and services that only months before had been the wealth and services that had been due the
millions

There was no government, but there was no need of government, for al the crimes and abuses that
government had held in check were as effectively held in check by the sudden wedlth the five thousand
had inherited. No man will steal when he can pick up what he wants-without the bother of thievery. No
man will contest with his neighbour over red estate when the entireworld isrea estate for the smple
taking. Property rights amost overnight became a phrase that had no meaning in aworld where there
was more than enough for dl.

Crimes of violence long before had been virtualy diminated from human society and with the
economic pressure eased to a point where property rights ceased to be a point of friction, there was no
need of government. No need, in fact, of many of the encumbrances of custom and convenience which
man had carried forward from the beginnings of commerce. There was no need of currency, for
exchange had no meaning in aworld where to get a thing one need but ask for it or takeit.

Relieved of economic pressure, the socid pressures lessened, too. A man no longer found it
necessary to conform to the standards and the acts of custom which had played so large apart in the
post-Jovian world as an indication of commercia character.

Reigion, which had been losing ground for centuries, entirely disgppeared. The family unit, held
together by tradition and by the economic necessity of aprovider and protector, fell gpart. Men and
women lived together as they wished, parted when they wished. For there was no economic reason, no
socid reason why they shouldntt.

Webster cleared his mind and the machine purred softly at him. He put up his hands, took off the
cap, reread the last paragraph of the outline.

_There_, hethought, _thereistheroot of it. If the families had stayed together. If Saraand | stayed
together.

He rubbed the warts on the back of his hand, wondering:



_Wonder if Tom goes by my name or hers. Usudly they take their mother'sname. | know | did a
first until my mother asked meto changeit. Said it would please my father and she didn't mind. Said he
was proud of the name he bore and | was hisonly child. And she had others._

_If only we had stayed together. Then thered be something worth living for. If we'd stayed together,
Sarawouldn't be taking the Slegp, wouldn't be lying in atank of fluid in sugpended animation with the
"dream cap" on her head._

_Wonder what kind of dream she chose-what kind of synthetic life she picked out to live. | wanted
to ask her, but | didn't dare. It's not the kind of thing, after al, that one can ask._ He reached out and
picked up the cap again, put it on his head, marshdled his thoughts anew. The writer clicked into sudden
life

Man was bewildered. But not for long. Man tried. But not for long.

For the five thousand could not carry on the work of the millions who had gone to Jupiter to enter
upon abetter lifein dien bodies. Thefive thousand did not have the skill, nor the dreams, nor the
incentive.

And there were the psychological factors. The psychological factor of tradition which borelikea
weight upon the minds of the men who had been | eft behind. The psychologica factor of Juwainism which
forced men to be honest with themsealves and others, which forced men to percelve a last the
hopelessness of the things they sought to do. Juwainism left no room for false courage. And false,
foolhardy courage that didn't know what it was going up against was the one thing the five thousand
needed most.

What they did suffered by comparison with what had been done before and at last they cameto
know that the human dream of millions wastoo vast athing for five thousand to attempt.

Lifewas good. Why worry? There was food and clothes and shelter, human companionship and
luxury and entertainment-there was everything that one could ever wish.

Man gave up trying. Man enjoyed himsdlf. Human achievement became a zero factor and human life
asenseless paradise.

Webster took off the cap again, reached out and clicked off the writer.

_If someonewould only read it once | get it done _, hethought. _If someone would read and
understand. If someone could redlize where human lifeisgoing.

_| could tdll them, of course. | could go out and buttonhole them one by one and hold them fast until
| told them what | thought. And they would understand, for Juwainism would make them understand. But
they wouldn't pay attention. They'd tuck it dl away in the backs of their brains somewhere for future
reference and they'd never have the time or take the trouble to drag it out again._

_They'd go on doing the foolish things they're doing, following the footless hobbies they have taken
upin lieu of work. Randall with his crew of zany robots going around begging to be alowed to re-design
his neighbours homes. Ballentree spending hours on end figuring out new acoholic mixtures. Yes, and
Jon Webster wasting twenty years digging into the history of asinglecity.

A door creaked faintly and Webster swung around. The robot cat-footed into the room.

"Yes, what isit, Oscar?'

Therobot hated, adim figurein the haf-light of the dusk-filled room.

"It'stimefor dinner, Sr. | cameto see-"

"Whatever you can think up," said Webgter. "And, Oscar, you can lay thefire."

"Thefireislad, ar."

Oscar gaked across the room, bent above the fireplace. Flame flickered in his hand and the kindling
caught.

Webster, douched in hischair staring at the flames crawling up the wood, heard thefirg, faint hiss
and crackle of the wood, the suction mumble at the fireplace throat.

"It's pretty, Sr," said Oscar.



"Youlikeit, too?"

"Indeed | do."

"Ancestral memories,” said Webster soberly. "Remembrance of the forge that made you.”

"You think so, sir?" asked Oscar.

"No, Oscar, | was joking. Anachronisms, that'swhat you and | are. Not many people havefires
these days. No need for them. But there's something about them, something that is clean and comforting.”

He stared at the canvas above the mante piece, lighted now by the flare of burning wood. Oscar saw
hisstare.

"Too bad about Miss Sara, Sir.”

Webgter shook his head. "No, Oscar, it was something that she wanted. Liketurning _off _onelife
and garting on another. Shewill lie up there in the Temple, adeegp for years, and she will live another life.
And thisone, Oscar, will be ahappy life. For shewould have it planned that way."

His mind went back to other daysin thisvery room.

" She painted that picture, Oscar,” he said. "Spent along time at it, being very careful to catch the
thing she wanted to express. She used to laugh at me and tell me | wasin the painting, too.”

"l don't seeyou, Sr," said Oscar.

"No. I'm not. And yet, perhaps, | am. Or part of me. Part of what and where | came from. That
house in the painting, Oscar, isthe Webster House in North America. And | am aWebster. But along
ways from the house-along ways from the men who built that house.”

"North Americas not so far, Sir.”

"No," Webgter told him. "Not so far in distance. But far in other ways."

Hefelt the warmth of thefire steal across the room and touch him.

Far. Too far-and in the wrong direction.

The robot moved softly, feet padding on the rug, leaving the room.

_Sheworked along time, being very careful to catch the thing she wanted to express.

And what was that thing? He had never asked her and she had never told him. He had dways
thought, he remembered, that it probably had been the way the smoke streamed, wind whipped across
the sky, the way the house crouched against the ground, blending in with the trees and grass, huddled
againgt the storm that walked above the land.

But it may have been something e se. Some symbolism. Something that made the house synonymous
with the kind of men who built it.

He got up and walked closer, stood before the fire with head tilted back. The brush strokes were
there and the painting |ooked |ess a painting than when viewed from the proper distance. A thing of
technique, now. The basic strokes and shadings the brushes had achieved to createillusion.

Security. Security by the way the house stood foursquare and solid. Tenacity by theway it wasa
part of the land itself. Sternness, stubbornness and a certain bleakness of the spirit.

She had sat for days on end with the visor beamed on the house, sketching carefully, painting dowly,
often Stting and watching and doing nothing at al. There had been dogs, she said, and robots, but she
had not put them in, because dl she wanted was the house. One of the few houses |eft standing in the
open country. Through centuries of neglect, the others had falen in, had given the land back to the
wilderness.

But there were dogs and robots in this one. One big robot, she had said, and alot of little ones.

Webster bad paid no attention-he had been too busy.

He swung around, went back to the desk again.

Queer thing, once you came to think of it. Robots and dogs living together. A Webster once had
messed around with dogs, trying to put them on the road to a culture of their own, trying to develop a
dud civilization of man and dog.

Bits of remembrance cameto him-tiny fragments, haf recalled, of the legends that had come down
the years about the Webster House. There had been arobot named Jenkins who had served the family
from the very first. There had been an old man gtting in awhed chair on the front lawn, staring a the
gtars and waiting for a son who never came. And a curse had hung above the house, the curse of having



lost to the world the philosophy of Juwain.

The visor was in one corner of the room, an dmost forgotten piece of furniture, something that was
scarcely used. Therewas no need to useit. All theworld was herein the city of Geneva.

Webster rose, moved towardsit, stopped and thought. The did settings were listed in the log book,
but where was the log book? More than likely somewherein his desk.

He went back to the desk, started going through the drawers. Excited now, he pawed furioudly, like
aterrier digging for abone.

Jenkins, the ancient robot, scrubbed his metallic chin with metallic fingers. It was athing he did when
be was deep in thought, ameaningless, irritating gesture he had picked up from long association with the
humean race.

His eyeswent back to thelittle black dog sitting on the floor beside him.

"So thewolf wasfriendly,” said Jenkins. "Offered you the rabbit.”

Ebenezer jigged excitedly upon his bottom. "He was one of them we fed last winter. The pack that
came up to the house and we tried to tame them.”

"Would you know the wolf again?*

Ebenezer nodded. "I got hisscent,” he said. "I'd remember him."

Shadow shuffled hisfeet againgt thefloor. "L ook, Jenkins, ain't you going to smack him one? He
should have been listening and he ran away. He had no business chasing rabbits-"

Jenkins spoke sternly. ™Y ou're the one that should get the smacking, Shadow. For your attitude. Y ou
are assigned to Ebenezer, you should be part of him. Y ou aren't an individud. Y ou're just Ebenezer's
hands. If he had hands, held have no need of you. Y ou aren't his mentor nor his conscience. Just his
hands. Remember that.”

Shadow shuffled hisfeet rebdlioudy. "I'll run away," he said.

"Join the wild robots, | suppose," said Jenkins. Shadow nodded. "They'd be glad to have me.
They're doing things. They need dl the help that they can get.”

"They'd bust you up for scrap,” Jenkinstold him sourly. ™Y ou have no training, no abilities that would
make you one of them.”

He turned to Ebenezer. "We have other robots.” Ebenezer shook his head. " Shadow isdl right. | can
handle him. We know one another. He kegps me from getting lazy, keeps me on my toes."

"That'sfine," said Jenkins. ™Y ou two run dong. And if you ever happen to be out chasing rabbits,
Ebenezer, and runinto thiswoalf again, try to cultivate him."

Therays of the westering sun were streaming through the windows, touching the age-old room with
the warmth of alate oring evening.

Jenkins sat quietly in the chair, listening to the sounds that came from outside-the tinkle of cowbdlls,
the yapping of the puppies, the ringing thud of an axe splitting fireplace logs.

_Poor littlefdlow_, thought Jenkins. _Sneaking out to chase arabhbit when he should have been
ligening. Too far-too fast. Have to watch that. Have to keep them from bresking down. Comefal and
well knock off work for aweek or two and have some coon hunts. Do them aworld of good._

_Although thered come a day when thered be no coon hunts, no rabbit chasing-the day when the
dogsfindly hed tamed everything, when al the wild thingswould be thinking, talking, working beings. A
wild dream and afar one-but_, thought Jenkins, _no wilder and no farther than some of the dreams of
man.

_Maybe even better than the dreams of man, for they held none of the ruthlessness that the human
race had planned, aimed at none of the mechanigtic brutality the human race had spawned. A new
civilization, anew culture, anew way of thought. Mystic, perhaps, and visonary, but so had man been
visonary. Probing into mysteries that man had brushed by as unworthy of histime, as mere supergtition
that could have no scientific bagis,

_Thingsthat go bump in the night. Thingsthat prowl around a house and the dogs get up and grow!
and there are no tracks in the snow. Dogs howling when someone dies._

_The dogs knew. The dogs had known long before they had been given tongues to talk, contact
lensesto read. They had not come aong the road as far as men-they were not cynical and skeptic. They



believed the things they heard and sensed. They did not invent superdtition asaform of wishful thinking,
asashield againg the things unseen._

Jenkins turned back to the desk again, picked up the pen, bent above the note-book in front of him.
The pen screeched as he pushed it dong.

Ebenezer reportsfriendlinessin wolf. Recommend council detach Ebenezer from listening and assign
him to contact the wolf.

_Wolves , mused Jenkins, _would be good friends to have. They'd make splendid scouts. Better
than the dogs. Tougher, faster, sneaky. They could watch the wild robots across the river and relieve the
dogs. Could keep an eye on the mutant castles.

Jenkins shook hishead. _Couldn't trust anyone these days. The robots seemed to be all right. Were
friendly, dropped in a times, helped out now and then. Real neighbourly, in fact. But you never knew.
And they were building machines._

_The mutants never bothered anyone, were scarcely seen, in fact. But they had to be watched, too.
Never knew what devilment they might be up to. Remember what they'd done to man. That dirty trick
with Juwainism, handing it over a atime when it would doom therace,

_Men. They were godsto us and now they're gone. Left us on our own. A few in Geneva, of course,
but they can't be bothered, have no interest in us._

He sat in the twilight, thinking of the whiskies he had carried, of the errands he had run, of the days
when Websters had lived and died within these walls.

And now-father confessor to the dogs. Cute little devils and bright and smart-and trying hard.

A bell buzzed softly and Jenkins jerked upright in his seet. It buzzed again and agreen light winked
on thetelevisor. Jenkins cameto hisfeet, sood unbelieving, staring at the winking light.

Someone cdling!

Someone calling after amost athousand years!

He staggered forward, dropped into the chair, reached out with fumbling fingersto the toggle, tripped
it over.

Thewall before him melted away and he sat facing aman across adesk. Behind the man the flames
of afireplace lighted up aroom with high, stained-glass windows.

"You're Jenkins" said the man and there was something in hisface that jerked acry from Jenkins.

"You... you-"

"I'm Jon Webgter," said the man.

Jenkins pressed his hands flat againgt the top of the televisor, sat straight and stiff, afraid of the
unrobotlike emotionsthat welled within his metal being.

"I would have known you anywhere," said Jenkins. "'Y ou have the look of them. | should recognize
one of you. | worked for you long enough. Carried drinks and... and-"

"Yes, | know," said Webster. ™Y our name has come down with us. We remembered you."

"You arein Geneva, Jon?' And then Jenkins remembered. "I meant, Sr."

"No need of it," said Webgter. "I'd rather haveit Jon. And, yes, I'min Geneva. But I'd like to see,
you. | wonder if I might.”

"Y ou mean come out here?' Webster nodded.

"But the placeis overrun with dogs, sr."

Webgter grinned. "Thetalking dogs?' he asked.

"Yes," sad Jenkins. "and they'll be glad to see you. They know dl about the family. They sit around
at night and talk themselves to deep with soriesfrom the old days and... and-"

"What isit, Jenkins?'

"I'll be glad to see you, too. It has been so lonesome!™

God had come.



Ebenezer shivered a the thought, crouching in the dark. _If Jenkinsknew | was here , he thought,
_hedwhademy hidefor fair. Jenkins said we wereto leave him alone, for awhile, a least.

Ebenezer crept forward on fur-soft pads, sniffed at the study door. And the door was open-open by
the barest crack!

He crouched on his belly, listening, and there was not athing to hear. Just a scent, an unfamiliar,
tangy scent that made the hair crawl along hisback in swift, dmost unbearable ecstasy.

He glanced quickly over his shoulder, but there was no movement. Jenkinswas out in the
dining-room, telling the dogs how they must behave, and Shadow was off somewhere tending to some
robot business,

Softly, carefully, Ebenezer pushed at the door with his nose and the door siwung wider. Another push
and it was haf open.

The man sat in front of thefireplace, in the easy-chair, long legs crossed, hands clasped across his
somach.

Ebenezer crouched tighter againgt the floor, alow involuntary whimper in histhroat.

At the sound Jon Webster jerked erect.

"Who'sthere?' he asked.

Ebenezer froze againg the floor, felt the pumping of his heart jerking a his body.

"Who's there? Webster asked once more and then he saw the dog.

His voice was softer when he spoke again. "Comein, feller. Comeonin.”

Ebenezer did not dir.

Webgter snagpped hisfingersat him. "l won't hurt you. Come on in. Where are dl the others?’

Ebenezer tried to rise, tried to crawl adong the floor, but his bones were rubber and his blood was
water. And the man was striding towards him, coming in long strides across the floor.

He saw the man bending over him, felt strong hands benesath his body; knew that he was being lifted
up. And the scent that he had smelled at the open door-the overpowering god-scent-was strong within
hisnogtrils.

The hands held him tight againgt the strange fabric the man wore instead of fur and a voice crooned at
him-not words, but comforting.

"So you cameto seeme,” said Jon Webster. "Y ou sneaked away and you came to see me."

Ebenezer nodded weskly. ™Y ou aren't angry, are you? Y ou aren't going to tell Jenkins?”

Webster shook hishead. "No, | won't tell Jenkins."

He sat down and Ebenezer sat in hislap, staring at hisface-a strong, lined face with thelines
deepened by theflare of the flames within the fireplace.

Webgter's hand came up and stroked Ebenezer's head and Ebenezer whimpered with doggish
happiness.

"It'slike coming home," said Webster and he wasn't talking to the dog. "It's like you've been avay
for along, long time and then you come home again. And it's so long you don't recognize the place. Don't
know thefurniture, don't recognize the floor plan. But you know by thefed of it thet it'san old familiar
place and you are glad you came."

"l likeit here," said. Ebenezer and he meant Webster's Iap, but the man misunderstood.

"Of course, you do," hesaid. "It'syour home aswell as mine. More your home, in fact, for you
stayed here and took care of it while | forgot about it."

He patted Ebenezer's head and pulled Ebenezer's ears.

"What's your name?"' he asked.

"Ebenezer.”

"And what do you do, Ebenezer?'

"I ligen."

"Youligen?'

"Sure, that'smy job. | listen for the cobblies.”

"And you hear the cobblies?'

"Sometimes. I'm not very good at it. | think about chasing rabbitsand | don't pay attention.”



"What do cobblies sound like?"

"Different things. Sometimesthey walk and other timesthey just go bump. And oncein awhilethey
tak. Although oftener, they think,"

"Look here, Ebenezer, | don't seem to place these cobblies.”

"They aren't any place," said Ebenezer. "Not on thisearth, at least.”

"l don't understand.”

"Liketherewasabig house" said Ebenezer. "A big house with lots of rooms. And doors between
the rooms. And if you're in one room, you can hear whoever'sin the other rooms, but you can't get to
them.”

"Sureyou can," said Webgter. "All you have to do is go through the door."

"But you can't open the door," said Ebenezer. "Y ou don't even know about the door. Y ou think this
oneroomyou'reinistheonly roomin al the house. Evenif you did know about the door you couldn't
openit.”

"Y ou're talking about dimensons.”

Ebenezer wrinkled hisforehead in worried thought. "1 don't know that word you said, dimensions.
What | told you was the way Jenkinstold it to us. He said it wasn't redly ahouse and it wasn't really
rooms and the things we heard probably weren't like us.”

Webster nodded to himsdlf. That was the way one would haveto do. Haveto take it easy. Takeit
dow. Don't confuse them with big names. Let them get the ideafirst and then bring in the more exact and
scientific terminology. And more than likely it would be amanufactured terminology. Alreedy therewasa
coined word- Cobblies-the things behind the wall, the things that one hears and cannot identify-the
dwelersin the next room.

Cobblies.

_Thecobblieswill get you if you don't watch out._

That would be the human way. Can't understand athing. Can't seeit. Can't test it. Can't andyseit.
O.K., itisn't there. It doesn't exi<. It'saghost, agoblin, acobbly.

_Thecobblieswill get you-._

It'ssmpler that way, more comfortable. Scared? Sure, but you forget it in the light. And it doesn't
plague you, haunt you. Think hard enough and you wish it away. Make it aghost or goblin and you can
laugh at it-inthe daylight.

A hot, wet tongue rasped across Webster's chin and Ebenezer wriggled with ddlight.

"l likeyou," said Ebenezer. " Jenkins never held methisway. No one's ever held methisway."

"Jenkinsisbusy," sad Webder.

"Hesureis," agreed Ebenezer. "He writes things down in abook. Thingsthat us dogs hear when we
are ligening and things that we should do.”

"Y ou've heard about the Websters?' asked the man.

"Sure. We know dl about them. Y ou're aWebster. We didn't think there were any more of them.”

"Yes, thereis" said Webgter. "There's been one here al thetime. JenkinsisaWebster."

"He never told usthat.”

"Hewouldn't."

Thefire had died down and the room had darkened. The sputtering flames chased feeble flickers
acrossthewallsand floor.

And something ese. Faint rustlings, faint whisperings, asif the very walsweretaking. An old house
with long memories and alot of living tucked within its structure. Two thousand years of living. Built to
last and it had lasted. Built to be ahome and it still was ahome-a solid place that put its arms around one
and held one close and warm, claimed onefor itsown.

Footsteps walked across his brain-footsteps from the long ago, footsteps that had been silenced to
thefina echo centuries before The walking of the Websters. Of the ones that went before me, the ones
that Jenkins waited on from their day of birth to the hour of death.

History. Hereishistory. History stirring in the drapes and creeping on the floor, Sitting in the corners,



watching from thewall. Living history that aman can fed in the bones of him and againgt his shoulder
blades-the impact of the long dead eyes that come back from the night.

_Another Webgter, eh? Doesn't look like much. Worthless. The breed's played out. Not like we
werein our day. Just about the last of them._

Jon Webster stirred. "No, not the last of them," he said.

"l haveason.”

_Wél, it doesn't make much difference. He says he has a son. But he can't amount to much_-
Webgter started from the chair, Ebenezer dipping from hislap.

"That's not true," cried Webgter. "My son-"

And then sat down again.

His son out in the woods with bow and arrows, playing agame, having fun.

A hobby, Sara had said before she climbed the hill to take a hundred years of dreams.

A hobby. Not abusiness. Not away of life. Not necessity.

A hobby...

An artificid thing. A thing that had no beginning and no end. A thing aman could drop at any minute
and no one would ever notice.

Like cooking up recipesfor different kinds of drinks.

Like painting pictures no one wanted.

Like going around with acrew of crazy robots begging peopleto let you redecorate their homes.

Like writing history no one cares about.

Like playing Indian or caveman or pioneer with bow and arrows.

Like thinking up centuries-long dreams for men and women who aretired of life and yearn for
fantasy.

The man sat in the chair, staring at the nothingness that spread before his eyes, the dread and awful
nothingness that became to-morrow and to-morrow.

Absent-mindedly his hands came together and the right thumb stroked the back of the left hand.

Ebenezer crept forward through the fire-flared darkness, put his front paws on the man's knee and
looked into his-face.

"Hurt your hand?' he asked.

"Hurt your hand? Y oure rubbing it."

Webster laughed shortly. "No, just warts." He showed them to the dog.

"Gee, wartd" said Ebenezer. "Y ou don't want them, do you?"

"No," Webster hesitated. "No, | guess| don't. Never got around to having them taken off."

Ebenezer dropped his nose and nuzzled the back of Webster's hand.

"Thereyou are," he announced triumphantly.

"ThereI'mwhat?'

"Look at thewarts," invited Ebenezer. -

A log fdl inthefire and Webster lifted hishand, looked at it in theflare of light.

The warts were gone. The skin was smooth and clean.

Jenkins stood in the darkness and listened to the silence, the soft deeping silence that | eft the house to
shadows, to the haf-forgotten footsteps, the phrase spoken long ago, the tongues that murmured in the
wallsand rustled in the drapes.

By asingle thought the night could have been as day, asimple adjustment in hislenseswould have
donethetrick, but the ancient robot |eft his sight unchanged. For thiswastheway heliked it, thiswasthe
hour of meditation, the treasured time when the present doughed away and the past came back and
lived.

The others dept, but Jenkins did not deep. For robots never deep. Two thousand years of
consciousness, twenty centuries of full time unbroken by a single moment of unawareness.

_Along time_, thought Jenkins. _A long time, even for arobot. For even before man had goneto
Jupiter most of the older robots had been deactivated, had been sent to their death in favour of the newer



models. The newer modelsthat looked more like men, that were smoother and more sightly, with better
gpeech and quicker responses within their metal brains._

But Jenkins had stayed on because he was an old and faithful servant, because Webster House
would not have been home without him.

"They loved me," said Jenkinsto himsalf. And the three words held degp comfort-comfort in aworld
where there was little comfort, aworld where a servant had become aleader and longed to be a servant
once again.

He stood at the window and stared out across the patio to the night-dark clumps of oaks that
staggered down the hill.

Darkness. No light anywhere. There had been atime when there had been lights. Windows that
shone like friendly beamsin thevast land that lay acrosstheriver.

But man had gone and there were no lights. The robots needed no lights, for they could seein
darkness, even as Jenkins could have seen, had he but chosen to do so. And the castles of the mutants
were as dark by night asthey were fearsome by day.

Now man had come again, one man. Had come, but he probably wouldn't stay. Hed deep for afew
nights in the great master bedroom on the second floor, then go back to Geneva. Hed walk the old
forgotten acres and stare across the river and rummage through the books that lined the study wall, then
he would up and leave.

Jenkins swung around. _Ought to see how heis _, hethought. Ought to find if he needs anything.
Maybe take him up adrink, athough I'm afraid the whisky isall spoiled. A thousand yearsisalongtime
for abottle of good whisky._

He moved across the room and awarm peace came upon him, the close and intimate peacefulness of
the old days when he had trotted, happy as aterrier, on his many errands.

He hummed a snatch of tunein minor key as he headed for the stairway”.

Hed just look inand if Jon Webster were adeep, held leave, but if hewasn't, hed say: "Areyou
comfortable, Sr?Isthere anything you wish? A hot toddy, perhaps?’

And he took two stairsat thetime.

For he was doing for a Webster once again.

Jon Webster lay propped in bed, with the pillows piled behind him. The bed was hard and
uncomfortable and the room was close and stuffy-not like his own bedroom back in Geneva, where one
lay on the grassy bank of amurmuring stream and stared at the artificid starsthat glittered in an artificia
sky. And sméled the artificia scent of artificid lilacs that would go on blooming longer than aman would
live. No murmur of ahidden waterfdl, no flickering of captive fireflies-but abed and room that were
functiond.

Webster spread his hands flat on his blanket covered thighs and flexed hisfingers, thinking.

Ebenezer had merely touched the warts and the warts were gone. And it had been no
happenstance-it had been intentional. It had been no miracle, but a conscious power. For miracles
sometimesfail to happen, and Ebenezer had been sure.

A power, perhaps, that had been gathered from the room beyond, a power that had been stolen
from the cobblies Ebenezer listened to.

A laying-on of hands, a power of hedling that involved no drugs, no surgery, but just acertain
knowledge, avery specid knowledge.

Inthe old dark ages, certain men had claimed the power to make warts disappear, had bought them
for apenny, or had traded them for something or had performed other mumbo-jumbo-and in duetime,
sometimes, the warts would disappesr.

Had these queer men listened to the cobblies, too?

The door creaked just alittle and Webster straightened suddenly.

A voice came out of the darkness: "Are you comfortable, sir? Isthere anything you wish?'

"Jenkins?' asked Webgter.

"Yes, gr," sad Jenkins.



The dark form padded softly through the door.

"Y es, theré's something | want," said Webgter. "1 want to talk to you."

He stared at the dark, metallic figure that stood beside the bed.

"About the dogs," said Webster.

"They try 0 hard,” said Jenkins. "And it'shard for them. For they have no one, you see. Not asingle
soul.”

"They haveyou."

Jenkins shook hishead. "But I'm not enough, you see. I'mjust... well, just asort of mentor. It ismen
they want. The need of men isingrown in them. For thousands of yearsit has been man and dog. Man
and dog, hunting together. Man and dog, watching the herds together. Man and dog, fighting their
enemiestogether. The dog watching while the man dept and the man dividing the last bit of food, going
hungry himsdf so that hisdog might est.”

Webster nodded. "Yes, | supposethat istheway itis."

"They tak about men every night,” said Jenkins, "before they go to bed. They sit around together and
one of the old onestells one of the stories that have been handed down and they sit and wonder, sit and
hope.”

"But where are they going? What are they trying to do? Have they got aplan?

"| can detect one," said Jenkins. "Just afaint glimmer of what may happen. They are psychic, you
see. Always have been. They have no mechanical sense, which isunderstandable, for they have no
hands. Where man would follow metal, the dogswill follow ghosts.”

"Ghogts?'

"Thethings you men cal ghogts. But they aren't ghosts. I'm sure of that. They're something in the next
room. Some other form of life on another plane.”

"Y ou mean there may be many planes of life co-existing Smultaneoudy upon Earth?!

Jenkins nodded. "I'm beginning to believe so, air. | have anote-book full of things the dogs have
heard and seen and now, after al these many years, they begin to make a pattern.”

He hurried on. "I may be mistaken, Sr. Y ou understand | have no training. | wasjust aservant inthe
old days, sir. | tried to pick up things after... after Jupiter, but it was hard for me. Another robot hel ped
me make thefirgt little robots for the dogs and now the little ones produce their own kind in the
workshop when there are need of more.”

"But the dogs-they just St and listen.”

"Oh, no, i, they do many other things. They try to make friends with the animals and they watch the
wild robots and the mutants-"

"These wild robots? There are many of them.”

Jenkins nodded. "Many, Sr. Scattered dl over theworld in little camps. The onesthat were left
behind, sir. The ones man had no further use for when he went to Jupiter. They have banded together
and they work-"

"Work. What at?'

"I don't know, Sir. Building machines, mostly. Mechanicd, you know. | wonder what they'll do with
al the machinesthey have. Whét they plan to usethem for."

"Sodol," said Webgter.

And he stared into the darkness and wondered-wondered.

How man, cooped up in Geneva, should have lost touch with the world. How man should not have
known about what the dogs were doing, about the little camps of busy robots, about the castles of the
feared and hated mutants.

_Welost touch _, Webgter thought. _We locked the world outside. We created ourselves alittle
niche and we huddled init-in the lagt city in theworld. And we didn't know what was happening outside
the city-we could have known, we should have known, but we didn't care._

_It'stime_, hethought, _that we took ahand again._

_Wewerelost and awed and at first wetried, but finaly we just threw in the hand._

_For thefirgt time the few that were left realized the greatness of the race, saw for thefirst timethe



mighty works the hand of man had reared. And they tried to keep it going and they couldn't do it. And
they rationalized-as man rationdizes dmost everything. Fooling himself that there redly are no ghosts,
cdling thingsthat go bumping in the night the first suave, deek word of explanation that comesinto his
mind.

_Wecouldn't keep it going and so we rationalized, we took refuge in a screen of words and
Juwainism helped us do it. We came close to ancestor worship. We sought to glorify the race of man.
We couldn't carry on the work of man and so wetried to glorify it, attempted to enthrone the men who
had. Aswe attempt to glorify and enthrone all good thingsthat die._

_We became arace of historians and we dug with grubby fingersin the ruins of the race, clutching
each irrdevant little fact to our breast asif it were a priceless gem. And that was the first phase, the
hobby that bore us up when we knew ourselves for what we redlly were-the dregsin thetilted cup of
humanity.

_But we got over it. Oh, sure, we got over it. In about one generation. Man is an adaptable
creature-he can survive anything. So we couldn't build great spaceships. So we couldn't reach the stars.
So we couldn't puzzle out the secret of life. Sowhat?

_Weweretheinheritors, we had been | eft the legacy, we were better off than any race had ever
been or could hope to be again. And so we rationalized once more and we forgot about the glory of the
race, for whileit was ashining thing, it was atoilsome and humiliating concept.

"Jenkins," said Webster soberly, "we've wasted ten whole centuries.”

"Not wasted, Sir," said Jenkins. "Just resting, perhaps. But now, maybe, you can come out again.
Come back to us."

"Y ou want us?'

"The dogs need you," Jenkinstold him. " And the robots, too. For both of them were never anything
other than the servants of man. They arelost without you. The dogs are building acivilization, but it is
building dowly."

"Perhaps a better civilization than we built ourselves," said Webgter. " Perhaps a more successful one.
For ours was not successful, Jenkins.” -

"A kinder one," Jenkins admitted, "but not too practical. A civilization based on the brotherhood of
animas-on the psychic understanding and perhaps eventual communication and intercourse with
interlocking worlds. A civilization of the mind and of understanding, but not too positive. No actual godls,
limited mechanics-just agroping after truth, and the groping isin adirection that man passed by without a
second glance."

"And you think that man could help?"

"Man could give leadership,” said Jenkins.

"Theright kind of leadership?'

"That ishard to answer.”

Webgter lay in the darkness, rubbed his suddenly swesting hands dong the blankets that covered his
body.
"Tdl methetruth," he said and hiswords were grim. "Man could give leadership, you say. But man
also could take over once again. Could discard the things the dogs are doing asimpractical. Could round
the robots up and use their mechanica ability in the old, old pattern. Both the dogs and robots would
knuckle down to man."

"Of course" said Jenkins. "For they were servants once. But man iswise-man knows best.”

"Thank you, Jenkins," said Webgter. "Thank you very much.”

He stared into the darkness and the truth was written there.

Histrack till lay acrossthe floor and the smdll of dust was asharpnessin the air. The radium bulb
glowed above the panedl and the switch and whed and dids were waiting, waiting againgt the day when
there would be need of them.

Webster stood in the doorway, smelling the dampness of the stone through the dusty bitterness.

_Defence , hethought, staring at the switch. _Defence-athing to keep one out, adeviceto sed off a
place againg dl the red or imagined weapons that a hypothetica enemy might bring to bear.



And undoubtedly the same defence that would keep an enemy out would keep the defended in. Not
necessarily, of course, but-

He strode across the room and stood before the switch and his hand went out and grasped it, moved
it dowly, and knew that it would work.

Then hisarm moved quickly and the switch shot home. From far below came alow, soft hissng as
machines went into action. The did needlesflickered and stood out from the pins.

Webster touched the whed with hesitant fingertips, stirred it on its shaft and the needlesflickered
again and crawled across the glass. With aswift, sure hand, Webster spun the whed and the needles
dammed againg the farthest pins.

He turned abruptly on his hed, marched out of the vault, closed the door behind him, climbed the
crumbling steps.

_Now if it only works , hethought. _If it only works. Hisfeet quickened on the steps and the
blood hammered in hishead.

If it only works!

He remembered the hum of machinesfar below as he had dammed the switch. That meant that the
defence mechanism-or at least part of it-still worked.

But eveniif it worked, would it do the trick? What if it kept the enemy out, but failed to keep menin?

What if- When he reached the street, he saw that the Sky had changed. A grey, metdlic overcast had
blotted out the sun and the city lay in twilight, only haf reieved by the automatic street lights. A faint
breeze wafted at his cheek.

The crinkly grey ash of the burned notes and the map that he had found il lay in the fireplace and
Webster strode across the room, seized the poker, stirred the ashes vicioudy until there was no hint of
what they once had been.

_Gone , hethought. _Thelast clue gone. Without the map, without the knowledge of the city that it
had taken him twenty yearsto ferret out, no one would ever find that hidden room with the switch and
wheel and dias benesath the singlelamp._

_No one would know exactly what had happened. And even one guessed, there'd be no way to
make sure. And even if one were sure, thereld be nothing that could be done about it._

_A thousand years before it would not have been that way. For in that day man, given the faintest
hint, would have puzzled out any given problem.

_But man had changed. He had lost the old knowledge and old skills. His mind had become aflaccid
thing. Helived from one day to the next without any shining god. But he till kept the old vices-the vices
that had become virtues from his own viewpoint and raised him by his own bootstraps. He kept the
unwavering belief that hiswasthe only kind, the only life that mattered-the smug egoism that made him
the self-gppointed lord of dl creation.

Running feet went past the house on the street outside and Webster swung away from the fireplace,
faced the blind panes of the high and narrow windows,

_| got them gtirred up_, hethought. _Got them running now. Excited. Wondering what it'sal about.
For centuriesthey haven't stirred outside the city, but now that they can't get out they' refoaming at the
mouthtodoit.

Hissmilewidened.

_Maybethey'll be so stirred up, they'll do something about it. Ratsin atrap will do some funny
things-if they don't go crazy firs.

_Andif they do get out-well, it'stheir right to do 0. If they do get out, they've earned their right to
take over once again._ He crossed the room, stood in the doorway for amoment, staring at the painting
that hung above the mantel. Awkwardly, he raised hishand to it, afumbling salute, a haggard goodbye.
Then helet himsalf out into the street and climbed the hill-the route that Sarahad walked only days
before. The Temple robots were kind and considerate, soft-footed and dignified. They took him to the
place where Saralay and showed him the next compartment that she had reserved for him.

"Y ou will want to choose adream,” said the spokesman of the robots. "We can show you many



samples. We can blend them to your taste. We can-"

"Thank you," said Webster. "I do not want adream.” The robot nodded, understanding. "I see, gir.
Y ou only want to walit, to pass away thetime."

"Yes," said Webgter. "l guessyou'd cdll it that."

"For about how long?'

"How long?'

"Y es. How long do you want to wait?"

"Oh, | see" said Webster. "How about forever?”

"Forever!"

"Forever istheword, | think," said Webster. "I might have said eternity, but it doesn't make much
difference. Thereisno use of quibbling over two words that mean about the same.”

"Yes, gr," sad the robot.

No use of quibbling. No, of course, there wasn't. For he couldn't take the chance. He could have
said athousand years, but then he might have relented and gone down and flipped the switch. And that
was the one thing that must not happen. The dogs had to have their chance. Had to be |eft unhampered
to try for success where the human race had failed. And so long as there was a human e ement they
would not have that chance. For man would take over, would step in and spail things, would laugh at the
cobbliesthat talked behind awall, would object to the taming and civilizing of the wild things of the earth.
A new pattern-a new way of thought and life-a new approach to the age-old socia problem. And it must
not be tainted by the stae breeth of man'sthinking.

The dogswould st around at night when the work was done and they would talk of man. They
would spin the old, old story and tell the old, old tales and man would be agod.

And it was better that way.

For agod can do no wrong.

NOTESON THE SEVENTH TALE

Several years ago an ancient literary fragment came to light. Apparently at onetime it had
been an extensive body of writing and although only a small part of it was discovered, the few
tales that it contained were enough to indicate that it was a group of fables concerning the
various members of the animal brotherhood. The tales are archaic and the viewpoints and
manner of their telling sound strange to us to-day. A number of scholars who have studied the
fragments agree with Tige that they may very well be of non-Doggish origin.

Their title is Aesop. Thetitle of thistale likewise is Aesop and the tale€'s title has come down
intact with the tale itself from dim antiquity.

What, ask the scholars, is the significance of this? Tige, quite naturally, believesit is yet
another link in histheory that the present legend is human in its origin. Most of the other students
fail to agree, but so far have advanced no explanation which would serve instead.

Tige points, too, to this seventh tale as proof that if there is no historic evidence of Man's
existence it is because he was forgotten deliberately, because his memory was wiped out to assure
the continuance of the canine culturein its purest form.

In thistale the Dogs have forgotten Man. In the few members of the human race existing
among them they do not recognize Man, but call these queer creatures by the old family name of
Webster. But the word, Webster, has become a common instead of a proper noun. The Dogs think
of men as websters, while Jenkins still thinks of them with the capital W.

"What's men?" Lupus asks and Bruin, when he tries to explain, can't tell him.

Jenkins says, in the tale, that the Dogs must never know about Man. He outlines for us, in the
body of the story, the steps that he has taken to wipe away the memory of Man.

The old fireside tales are gone, says Jenkins. And in this Tige sees a deliberate conspiracy of
forgetfulness, perhaps not so altruistic as Jenkins makes it sound, to save Doggish dignity. The



tales are gone, says Jenkins, and must stay gone. But apparently they weren't gone. Somewhere, in
some far corner of the world, they still were told, and so to-day we have them with us yet.

But if the tales persisted, Man himself was gone, or nearly so. The wild robots still existed, but
even they, if they ever were more than pure imagination, are gone now, too. The Mutants were
gone and they are of a piece with Man. If Man existed, the Mutants probably existed too.

The entire controver sy surrounding the legend can be boiled down to one-question: Did Man
exist? If, in reading these tales, the reader finds himself confused, heisin excellent company. The
experts and scholars themsel ves, who have spent their livesin the study of the legend, may have
more data, but are just as confused as you are.

Vi

AESOP

The grey shadow did adong the rocky ledge, heading for the den, mewing to itsdlf in frustration and
bitter disappointment-for the Words had failed.

The danting sun of early afternoon picked out aface and head and body, indistinct and murky, likea
haze of morning mist rigng fromagully.

Suddenly the ledge pinched off and the shadow stopped, bewildered, crouched against the rocky
wall-for there was no den. The ledge pinched off before it reached the den!

It whirled around like a snapping whip, stared back acrossthe valley. And the river wasdl wrong. It
flowed closer to the bluffsthan it had flowed before. There was a swallow's nest on the rocky wall and
there'd never been aswallow's nest before.

The shadow stiffened and the tufted tentacles upon its ears came up and searched the air.

Therewaslife! The scent of it lay faint upon theair, thefed of it vibrated across the empty notches of
themarching hills

The shadow gtirred, came out of its crouch, flowed aong the ledge.

Therewas no den and the river was different and there was a swallow's nest plastered on the cliff.

The shadow quivered, drooling mentally.

The Words had been right. They had not failed. Thiswas adifferent world.

A different world-different in more waysthan one. A world so full of lifethat it hummed in the very
air. Life, perhaps, that could not run so fast nor hide so well.

The wolf and bear met benegth the great oak tree and stopped to pass the time of day.

"I hear," said Lupus, "there's been killing going on.”

Bruin grunted. "A funny kind of killing, brother. Dead, but not egten.”

"Symbalickilling," said thewaolf.

Bruin shook hishead. "Y ou can't tel me theré's such athing as symboalic killing. This new psychology
the Dogs are teaching usisgoing just abit too far. When thereskilling going on, it'sfor either hate or
hunger. Y ou wouldn't catch mekilling something that | didn't eat.”

He hurried to put matters straight. "Not that 1'm doing any killing, brother. Y ou know that."

"Of course not,” 'said the wolf.

Bruin closed hissmall eyeslazily, opened them and blinked. "Not, you understand, that | don't turn
over arock oncein awhile and lap up an ant or two."

"l don't believe the Dogswould consider that killing,” Lupustold him gravely. "Insectsare alittle
different than animas and birds. No one has ever told uswe can't kill insect life."

"That'swhere yourewrong,” said Bruin. "The Canons say so very distinctly. Y ou must not destroy
life. Y ou must not teke another'slife.”

"Yes, | guessthey do," the wolf admitted sanctimonioudy. "I guessyoureright, at that, brother. But
even the Dogs aren't too fussy about athing like insects. Why, you know, they're trying dl thetimeto



make a better flea powder. And what's flea powder for, | ask you? Why, to kill fleas. That'swhat it'sfor.
Andflessarelife. Heasareliving things™"

Bruin dgpped vicioudy a asmal green fly buzzing past hisnose.

"I'm going down to the feeding ation,” said the woalf. "Maybe you would liketo join me."

"l don't fed hungry," said the bear. "And, besides, you're abit too early. Ain't timefor feeding yet."

Lupusran histongue around his muzzle. " Sometimes | just drift in, casud-like you know, and the
webgter that'sin charge gives me something extra."

"Want to watch out,” said Bruin. "Heisn't giving you something extrafor nothing. He's got something
up hisdeeve. | don't trust them websters.”

"Thisonesdl right," thewolf declared. "He runs the feeding station and he doesn't haveto. Any
robot could do it.

But he went and asked for the job. Got tired of lolling around in them foxed-up houses, with nothing
to do but play. And he sitsaround and laughs and talks, just like he was one of us. That Peter isagood
Joe"

The bear rumbled in histhroat. "One of the Dogs was telling me that Jenkins clamswebgter ain't their
name a al. Saysthey aren't websters. Saysthat they are men-"

"What's men?" asked Lupus.

"Why, | wasjust telling you. It'swhat Jenkins says-"

"Jenkins," declared Lupus, "is getting so old he'sal twisted up. Too much to remember. Must be dll
of athousand years."

"Seven thousand,” said the bear. "The Dogs are figuring on having abig birthday party for him.
They'refixing up anew body for him for agift. The old one he's got iswearing out-in the repair shop
every month or two."

The bear wagged his head sagdly. "All indl, Lupus, the Dogs have done alot for us. Setting up
feeding stations and sending out medica robots and everything. Why, only last year | had araging
toothache-"

Thewolf interrupted. "But those feeding stations might be better. They claim that yeast isjust the
same as mest, has the same food vaue and everything. But it don't taste like meat-"

"How do you know?" asked Bruin.

Thewolf's sutter lasted one split second. "Why... why, from what my granddad told _me . Regular
old hdllion, my granddad. He had him some venison every now and then. Told me how red mest tasted.
But then they didn't have so many wardens as they have nowadays.”

Bruin closed his eyes, opened them again. "I been wondering how fish taste," he said. "Therésa
bunch of trout down in Pine Tree creek. Been watching them. Easy to reach down with my paw and
Scoop me out acouple.”

He added hadtily. "Of course, | never have.”

"Of course not," said the wolf.

One world and then another, running like a chain. One world treading on the hedl's of another world
that plodded just ahead. One world's to-morrow; another world's to-day. And yesterday isto-morrow
and to-morrow is the past.

Except, there wasn't any past. No past, that was, except the figment of remembrance that flitted like
anight-winged thing in the shadow of ones mind. No past that one could reach. No pictures painted on
thewall of time. No film that one could run backward and see what once had been.

Joshua got up and shook himself, sat down and scratched aflea. Ichabod sat tiffly at the table, metal
fingerstapping.

"It checks," the robot said. " There's nothing we can do about it. The factors check.We can't trave in
the past.”

"No," said Joshua.

"But," said Ichabod, "we know where the cobblies are.

"Yes," sad Joshua, "we know where the cobblies are. And maybe we can reach them. Now we



know the road to take."

One road was open, but another road was closed. Not closed, of course, for it had never been. For
there wasn't any past, there never had been any, there wasn't room for one. Where there should have
been a past there was another world.

Like two dogswaking in one another's tracks. One dog steps out and another dog stepsin. Like
aong, endlessrow of ball-bearings running down agroove, dmost touching, but not quite. Likethe links
of an endless chain running on awhed with abillion billion sorockets.

"We'relate," said Ichabod, glancing at the clock. "We should be getting ready to go to Jenkins

Joshua shook himsalf again. "Yes, | suppose we should. It'sagreat day for Jenkins, Ichabod. Think
of it- seven thousand years."

"I'mdl fixed up,” Ichabod said proudly. "I shined mysdf this morning, but you need acombing.
Youvegot dl tangled up.”

"Seven thousand years," said Joshua. "I wouldn't want to live that long."

Seven thousand years and seven thousand worl ds stepping in one another's tracks. Although it would
be more than that. A world aday. Three hundred and sixty-five times seven thousand. Or maybe aworld
aminute. Or maybe even one world every second. A second was athick thing-thick enough to separate
two worlds, large enough to hold two worlds. Three hundred and sixty-five times seven thousand times
twenty-four times sixty times sixty- A thick thing and afind thing. For there was no past.

There was no going back. No going back to find out about the things that Jenkins talked about-the
thingsthat might be truth or twisted memory warped by seven thousand years. No going back to check
up on the cloudy legends that told about a house and afamily of websters and a closed dome of
nothingness that squatted in the mountains far acrossthe sea.

Ichabod advanced upon him with acomb and brush and Joshuawinced away.

"Ah, shucks" said Ichabod, "1 won't hurt you any."

"Last time," said Joshua, "you damn near skinned me dive. Go easy on those snags.”

Thewolf had comein, hoping for a between-medls snack, but it hadn't been forthcoming and he was
too polite to ask. So now he sat, bushy tail tucked neatly around hisfeet, watching Peter work with the
knife upon the dender wand.

Fatso, the squirrdl, dropped from the limb of an overhanging tree, lit on Peter's shoulder.

"What you got?' he asked.

"A throwing stick,” said Peter.

"Y ou can throw any stick you want to," said the wolf. "Y ou don't need afancy oneto throw. You
can pick up just any stick and throw it."

"Thisissomething new," said Peter. "Something | thought up. Something that | made. But | don't
know whet it is"

"It hasn't got aname?" asked Fatso.

"Not yet," said Peter. "I'll haveto think one up.”

"But," perssted, the wolf, "you can throw astick. Y ou can throw any stick you want to."

"Not asfar,” said Peter. "Not as hard.”

Peter twirled the wand between hisfingers, feding the smooth roundness of it, lifted it and Sghted
aong it to make surethat it was straight.

"I don't throw it with my arm,” said Peter. "I throw it with another stick and a cord.”

He reached out and picked up the thing that |eaned against the tree trunk.

"What | can't figure out,” said Fatso, "iswhat you want to throw astick for.”

"' don't know," said Peter. "It iskind of fun."

"You webgters," said the wolf severdly, "are funny animals. Sometimes | wonder if you have good
sense”

"You can hit any placeyou am at," said Peter, "if your throwing stick is straight and your cord is
good. You can't just pick up any piece of wood. Y ou have to ook and |ook-"



"Show me," said Fatso.

"Likethis" sad Peter, lifting up the shaft of hickory. "It'stough, you see. Springy. Bend it and it
snaps back into shape again. | tied the two ends together with acord and | put the throwing stick like
this, one end, againgt the string and then pull back-"

"Y ou said you could hit anything you wanted to," said the wolf. " Go ahead and show us."

"What shall | hit?" asked Peter. "Y ou pick it out-" Fatso pointed excitedly. "That robin, sitting in the
tree”

Swiftly Peter lifted his hands, the cord came back and the shaft to which the cord was tied bent into
an arc. Thethrowing stick whistled in the air. The robin toppled from the branch in a shower of flying
feathers. He hit the ground with a soft, dull thud and lay there on his back-tiny, helpless, clenched claws
pointing at the treetops. Blood ran out of his beak to stain the leaf beneath his head.

Fatso tiffened on Peter's shoulders and the wolf was on hisfeet. And there was a quietness, the
quietness of ungtirring leef, of floating clouds against the, blue of noon.

Horror durred Fatso'swords. ™Y ou killed him! He'sdead! Y ou killed him!™

Peter protested, numb with dread. "I didn't know. | never tried to hit anything dive before. | just
threw the stick at marks-"

"But you killed him. And you should never kill."

"I know," said Peter. "l know you never should. But you told meto hit him. Y ou showed him to me.
You"

"I never meant for you to kill him," Fatso screamed. "'l just thought you'd touch him up. Scare him.
Hewas so fat and sassy-"

"| told you the stick went hard.”

The webster stood rooted to the ground.

_Far and hard_, hethought. _Far and hard-and fast._

"Takeit easy, pd," sad the wolf's soft voice. "We know you didn't mean to. It's just among usthree.
WEell never say aword.”

Fatso leaped from Peter's shoulder, screamed at them from the branch above. "1 will," he shrieked.
"I'm going to tdll Jenkins.”

Thewolf snarled at him with a sudden, red-eyed rage. Y ou dirty little squedler. Y ou lousy
tattle-tale”

"l will 50," yelled Fatso. "Y ou just wait and see. I'm going to tell Jenkins."

Heflickered up the tree and ran along a branch, leagped to another tree.

Thewolf moved swiftly.

"Wait," said Peter, sharply.

"He cant gointhetreesal theway,” the wolf said swiftly. "Hell have to come down to the ground to
get across the meadow. Y ou don't need to worry."

"No," sad Peter. "No morekillings. Onekilling isenough.”

"Hewill tdl, you know."

Peter nodded. "Yes, I'm sure he will."

"l could stop him tdling.”

"'Someone would see you and tell onyou," said Peter. "No, Lupus, | won't let you doit.”

"Then you better take it on thelam,” said Lupus. "I know a place where you could hide. They'd never
find you, not in athousand years."

"I couldn't get away withiit," said Peter. "There are eyes watching in the woods. Too many eyes.
They'd tdl wherel had gone. The day is gone when anyone can hide.”

"l guessyou'reright,” thewolf said dowly. "Yes, | guessyou'reright.”

Hewheded around and stared at the fallen robin.

"What you say we get rid of the evidence?' he asked.

"Theevidence"

"Why, sure-" Thewolf paced forward swiftly, lowered his head. There was a crunching sound.



Lupuslicked hischops and sat down, wrapped histail around hisfest.

"Youand | could get dong,"” hesaid. "Yes, gr, | havethe feding we could get dong. We're so very
much dike"

A tdltaefesather fluttered on hisnose.

Thebody wasalulu.

A dedge hammer couldn't dent it and it would never rust. And it had more gadgets than you could
shake adtick at.

It was Jenkins birthday gift. Theline of engraving on the chest said so very nestly:

TO JENKINS FROM THE DOGS

But I'll never wear it, Jenkinstold himsdlf. It'stoo fancy for me, too fancy for arobot that'sasold as
| am. I'd fed out of placein agaudy thing like that.

Herocked dowly back and forth in the rocking chair, listening to the whimper of thewind in the
eaves.

They meant well. And | wouldn't hurt them for theworld. I'll have to wear it oncein awhilejust for
thelooks of things. Just to please the Dogs. Wouldn't be right for me not to wear it when they went to so
much trouble to get it made for me.

But not for every day-just for my very best.

Maybe to the Webster picnic. Would want to look my very best when | go to the picnic. It'sagreat
affair. A timewhen dl the Webstersin theworld, dl the Websters | eft dive, get together. And they want
me with them. Ah, yes, they always want me with them. For | am aWebster robot. Yes, sr, awayswas
and dwayswill be.

Helet his head sink and mumbled words that whispered in the room. Words that he and the room
remembered. Words from long ago.

A rocker squeaked and the sound was one with the time-stained room. One with the wind aong the
eaves and the mumble of the chimney'sthroat.

Fire, thought Jenkins. It's been along time since we've had afire. Men used to like afire. They used
toliketo st infront of it and look into it and build picturesin the flames. And dream- But the dreams of
men, said Jenkins, talking to himsdf- the dreams of men are gone. They've gone to Jupiter and they're
buried at Geneva and they sprout again, very feebly, in the Websters of to-day.

The past, he said. The past istoo much with me. And the past has made me usdless. | have too much
to remember-so much to remember that it becomes more important than the thingsthere areto do. I'm
living in the past and that isno way to live.

For Joshua saysthere is no past and Joshua should know. Of al the Dogs, he's the one to know. For
he tried hard enough to find a past to travel in, to travel back in time and check up on the things| told
him. Hethinks my mind isfailing and that | spin old robot taes, haf-truth, half-fantasy, touched up for the
tdling.

Hewouldn't admit it for theworld, but that's what the rascal thinks. He doesn't think | know it, but |
do.

He can't fool me, said Jenkins, chuckling to himsdf. None of them can fool me. | know them from the
ground up-I know what makesthem tick. | helped Bruce Webster with the first of them. | heard the first
word that any of them said. And if they'veforgotten, | haven't-not alook or word or gesture.

Maybeit'sonly naturd that they should forget. They have done greet things. | have let them do them
with little interference, and that wasfor the best. That was the way Jon Webster told meit should be, on
that night of long ago. That was why Jon Webster did whatever he had to do to close off the city of
Geneva. For it was Jon Webster. It had to be. It could be no one else.

He thought he was sedling off the human race to leave the earth clear for the dogs. But he forgot one
thing. Oh, yes, said Jenkins, he forgot one thing. He forgot his own son and the little band of bow and
arrow faddists who had gone out that morning to play at being cavemen-and cavewomen, too.



And what they played, thought Jenkins, became abitter fact. A fact for dmost athousand years. A
fact until we found them and brought them home again. Back to the Webster House, back to where the
wholething Sarted.

Jenkinsfolded hishandsin hislap and bent his head and rocked dowly to and fro. The rocker
cresked and the wind raced in the eaves and awindow rattled. Thefireplace talked with its sooty throat,
talked of other days and other folks, of other windsthat blew from out the west.

The past, thought Jenkins. It isafootlessthing. A foolish thing when thereis so much to do. So many
problemsthat the Dogs have yet to meet. Over-population, for example. That's the thing we've thought
about and talked about too long. Too many rabhbits because no wolf or fox may kill them. Too many deer
because the mountain lions and the wolves must eat no venison. Too many skunks, too many mice, too
many wildcats. Too many squirrels, too many porcupines, too many bear.

Forbid the one great check of killing and you have too many lives. Control disease and succour injury
with quick-moving robot medical technicians and another check isgone.

Man took care of that, said Jenkins. Y es, men took care of that. Men killed anything that stood
within their path- other men aswell asanimas.

Man never thought of one great anima society, never dreamed of skunk and coon and bear going
down the road of life together, planning with one another, hel ping one another-setting aside dl natura
differences.

But the Dogs had. And the Dogs had doneit.

Like aBrother Rabhbit story, thought Jenkins. Like the childhood fantasy of along gone age. Like the
story in the Good Book about the Lion and the Lamb lying down together. Like aWat Disney cartoon
except that the cartoon never had rung true, for it was based on the philosophy of mankind.

The door creaked open and feet were on the floor. Jenkins shifted in hischair.

"Hello, Joshua," he said. "Hello, Ichabod. Won't you please comein? | was just sitting here and
thinking."

"Wewere passing by," said Joshua, "and we saw alight."

"l wasthinking about the lights," said Jenkins, nodding soberly. "'l was thinking about the night five
thousand years ago. Jon Webgter had come out from Geneva, the first man to come here for many
hundred years. And he was upgtairsin bed and al the Dogs were degping and | stood there by the
window looking out across theriver. And there were no lights. No lights at dl. Just one great sweep of
darkness. And | stood there, remembering the day when there had been lights and wondering if there
ever would belightsagain.”

"Therearelights now," said Joshua, spesking very softly. "There are lightsdl over the world to-night.
Eveninthe cavesand dens.”

"Yes, | know," said Jenkins. "It's even better than it was before.”

Ichabod clumped across the floor to the shining robot body standing in the corner, reached out one
hand and stroked the metd hide, dmost tenderly.

"It was very nice of the Dogs," said Jenkins, "to give methe body. But they shouldn't have. With a
little patching here and there, the old one's good enough.”

"It was because welove you," Joshuatold him. "It was the smallest thing the Dogs could do. We
have tried to do other thingsfor you, but you'd never let them do them. We wish that you would let us
build you anew house, brand new, with dl the latest things.”

Jenkins shook his head. "It wouldn't be any use, because | couldn't live there. Y ou see, thisplaceis
home. It has always been my home. Keep it patched up like my body and I'll be happy init."

"But youredl| done.”

"No, I'm not," said Jenkins. "The house is Ssmply crowded.”

"Crowded?" asked Joshua.

"Peoplethat | used to know," said Jenkins.

"Gosh," said Ichabod. "what abody! | wish | could try it on.”



"Ichabod!" yelled Joshua. "'Y ou come back here. Keep your hands off that body-"

"Let the youngster go," said Jenkins. "'If he comes over here some time when I'm not busy-"

"No," said Joshua.

A branch scraped againg the cave and tapped with tiny fingers along the windowpane. A shingle
rattled and the wind marched across the roof with tripping, dancing feet.

"I'm glad you stopped by," said Jenkins. "1 want to talk to you."

He rocked back and forth and one of the rockers cresked. "I won't last forever,” Jenkins said.
"Seven thousand yearsislonger than | had aright to expect to hang together.”

"With the new body," said Joshua, "you'll be good for three times seven thousand more.”

Jenkins shook his head. "It's not the body I'm thinking of. It'sthe brain. It's mechanical, you see. It
was made well, madeto last along time, but not to last forever. Sometime something will go wrong and
the brainwill quit.”

The rocker creaked in the silent room.

"That will bedeeth," said Jenkins. "That will be theend of me.

"And that'sal right. That'stheway it should be. For I'm no longer any use. Oncetherewas atime
when | was needed.”

"Wewill dways need you," Joshua said softly. "We couldn't get ong without you."

But Jenkinswent on, asif he had not heard him. "1 want to tell you about the Websters. | want to talk
about them. | want you to understand.”

"I will try to understand,” said Joshua.

'Y ou Dogs cal them websters and that's dl right,” said Jenkins. "It doesn't matter what you cal them,
just S0 you know what they are.”

"Sometimes," said Joshua, "you call them men and sometimes you cal them websters. | don't
understand.”

"They were men," said Jenkins, "and they ruled the earth. There was one family of them that went by
the name of Webster. And they were the oneswho did this great thing for you."

"Whet great thing?"

Jenkins hitched the chair around and held it steadly. "I am forgetful,” he mumbled. "I forget so eadily.
And | get mixed up."

"Y ou were talking about agreet thing the websters did for us."

"Eh," said Jenkins. "Oh, so | was. So | was. Y ou must watch them. Y ou must caare for them and
watch them. Especidly you must watch them.”

He rocked dowly to and fro and thoughts ran in his brain, thoughts spaced off by the squeaking of
the rocker.

Y ou dmogt did it then, hetold himsdlf. Y ou amost spoiled the dream.

But | remembered intime. Y es. Jon Webgter, | caught mysdlf intime. | kept faith, Jon Webster.

| did not tell Joshua that the Dogs once were pets of men, that men raised them to the place they hold
to-day. For they must never know. They must hold up their heads. They must carry on their work. The
old firesde tales are gone and they must stay gone forever.

Although I'd liketo tell them, Lord knows, I'd liketo tell them. Warn them againgt the thing they must
guard againgt. Tell them how we rooted out the old ideas from the cavemen we brought back from
Europe. How we untaught them the many things they knew. How we |eft their minds blank of wegpons,
how we taught them love and peace.

And how we must watch againgt the day when they'll pick up those trends again-the old human way
of thought.

"But you said..." perssted Joshua.
Jenkinswaved his hand. "It was nothing, Joshua. Just an old robot's mumbling. At timesmy brain
getsfuzzy and | say thingsthat | don't mean. | think so much about the past- and you say thereisn't any

padt.
Ichabod squatted on his haunches on the floor and looked up at Jenkins.



"There sureain't none," he said. "We checked her, forty waysfrom Sunday, and al the factors,
check. They dl add up. Thereisn't any past.”

"Thereisn't any room," said Joshua. "Y ou travel back along the line of time and you don't find the
past, but another world, another bracket of consciousness. The earth would be the same, you see, or
amost the same. Same trees, samerivers, samehills, but it wouldn't be the world we know. Because it
haslived adifferent life, it has devel oped differently. The second back of usis not the second back of us
at al, but another second, atotally separate sector of time. We livein the same second al thetime. We
move aong within the bracket of that second, that tiny bit of time that has been dlotted to our particular
world."

"The way we keep time wasto blame," said Ichabod. "It was the thing that kept us from thinking of it
intheway it redly was. For wethought al the time that we were passng through time when we redlly
weren't, when we never have. Weve just been moving aong with time. We said, there's another second
gone, there's another minute and another hour and another day, when, as a matter of fact the second or
the minute or the hour was never gone. It was the same one al the time. It had just moved along and we
hed moved with it."

Jenkins nodded. "I see. Like driftwood on the river. Chips moving with theriver. And the scene
changes dong theriver bank, but the water isthe same.”

"That'sroughly it," said Joshua. "Except that timeisarigid stream and the different worlds are more
firmly fixed in place than the driftwood on theriver.”

"And the cobblieslivein those other worlds?"

Joshuanodded. "'I'm sure they must.”

"And now," said Jenkins, "'l suppose you are figuring out away to travel to those other worlds.”

Joshua scratched softly at aflea.

"Sure heis," said Ichabod. "We need the space.”

"But the cobblies-"

"The cobblies might not be on dl the worlds," said Joshua. "' There might be some empty worlds. If
we can find them, we need those empty worlds. If we don't find space, we are up againgt it. Population
pressure will bring on awave of killing. And awave of killing will set us back to where we started out.”

"Therésadready killing," Jenkinstold him quietly.

Joshuawrinkled, hisbrow and laid back hisears. "Funny killing. Dead, but not esten. No blood. As
if they just fell over. It has our medica technicians half crazy. Nothing wrong. No reason that they should
have died."

"But they did,” said Ichabod.

Joshua hunched himsdlf closer, lowered hisvoice. I'm afraid, Jenkins. I'm afraid that-"

"There's nothing to be afraid of .

"But thereis. Angustold me. Angusis afraid that one of the cobblies... that one of the cobblies got

through."

A gust of wind sucked at the fireplace throat and gamboled in the eaves. Another gust hooted in
some near, dark corner. And fear came out and marched across the roof, marched with thumping,
deadened footsteps up and down the shingles.

Jenkins shivered and held himsdlf tight and rigid againgt another shiver. Hisvoice grated when he
spoke.

"No one has seen a cobbly.”

"Y ou might not see acobbly.”

"No," said Jenkins. "No. Y ou might not see one."

And that iswhat Man had said before. Y ou did not see a ghost and you did not see a haunt-but you
sensed that one was there. For the water tap kept dripping when you had shut it tight and there were
fingers scratching at the pane and the dogs would howl! at something in the night and there'd be no tracks
inthe snow.

_And there were fingers scratching on the pane._



Joshua cameto hisfeet and stiffened, astatue of adog, one paw lifted, lips curled back in the
beinning of asnarl. Ichabod crouched, toes dug into the floor-listening, waiting.

The scratching came again.

"Open the door," Jenkins said to Ichabod. " There is something out there wanting to get in."

Ichabod moved through the hushed silence of the room. The door creaked beneath his hand. Ashe
opened it, the squirrel came bounding in, agrey streek that leaped for Jenkins and landed in hislap.

"Why, Fatso," Jenkins said.

Joshua sat down again and hislipsuncurled, did down to hide hisfangs, Ichabod wore asilly meta
orin.

"l saw him doit," screamed Fatso. "'l saw him kill the robin. He did it with athrowing stick. And the
feathers flew. And there was blood upon the lesf."

"Quiet," sad Jenkins gently. "Take your time and tell me. Y ou are too excited. Y ou saw someonekill
arobin."

Fatso sucked in a breath and his teeth were chattering.

"It was Peter," be said. "Peter?”’

"Peter, the webgter."

"You sad hethrew astick?"

"He threw it with another stick. He had the two ends tied together with acord and he pulled on the
cord and the stick bent-"

"I know," said Jenkins. "I know."

"Y ou know! Y ou know dl about it?*

"Yes," said Jenkins, "I know al about it. It was abow and arrow.”

And there was something in the way he said it that held the other three to silence, making the room
seem big and empty and the tapping of the branch againgt the pane a sound from far away, ahollow,
ticking voice that kept on complaining without the hope of aid.

"A bow and arrow?" Joshuafinaly asked. "What isabow and arrow?"

And what wasit, thought Jenkins.

Wheat isabow and arrow?

It isthe beginning of the end. It isthe winding path that growsto the roaring road of war.

It isaplaything and awegpon and atriumph in human engineering.

Itisthefirst faint stirring of an atom bomb.

Itisasymbol of away of life.

Andit'salineinanursery rhyme. Who killed Cock Robin.

_1, said the sparrow. With my bow and arrow, | killed Cock Robin._

And it was athing forgotten. And athing relearned. It isthe thing that I've been afraid of .

He gtraightened in hischair, came dowly to hisfeet. "Ichabod," he said, "I will need your help.”
"Sure" said Ichabod. "Anything you like." "Thebody," said Jenkins. "1 want to wear my new body.
You'l haveto unseat my brain case-"

Ichabod nodded. "1 know how to do it, Jenkins." Joshua's voice had a sudden edge of fear. "What is
it, Jenkins? What are you going to do?'

"I'm going to the Mutants," Jenkins said, speaking very dowly. "After dl these years, I'm going to ask
their hdp.”

The shadow dithered down the hill, skirting the places where the moonlight flooded through forest
openings. He glimmered in the moonlight-and he must not be seen. He must not spoil the hunting of the
othersthat came &fter.

There would be others. Not in aflood, of course, but carefully controlled. A few at atime and well
spread out so that the life of this wondrous world would not take darm.

Onceit did take darm, the end would be in sght. The shadow crouched in the darkness, low against
the ground, and tested the night with twitching, high-strung nerves. He separated out the impulsesthat he



knew, catd oguing them in hisknife-sharp brain, filing them negtly away as acheck againgt hisknowledge.

And some he knew and some were mystery, and others he would guess a. But there was one that
held ahint of horror.

He pressed himself close againgt the ground and held hisugly head out straight and flat and closed his
perceptions againgt the throbbing of the night, concentrating on the thing that was coming up the hill.

There were two of them and the two were different. A snarl rosein hismind and bubbled in histhroat
and histenuous body tensed into something that was haf davering expectancy and haf cringing outland
terror.

Herose from the ground, still crouched, and flowed down the hill, angling to cut the path of the two
who were coming up.

Jenkins was young again, young and strong and swift- swift of brain and body. Swift to srideaong
the wind-swept, moon-drenched hills. Swift to hear the talking of the leaves and the deepy chirp of
birds-and more than that.

Y es, much more than that, he admitted to himself. The body wasalulu. A dedge hammer couldn't
dent it and it would never rust. But that wasn't dl.

Never figured a body's make this much difference to me. Never knew how ramshackle and worn out
the old oneredly was. A poor job from the firgt, dthough it was the best that could be done in the days
when it was made. Machinery sureiswonderful, the tricks they can makeit do.

It was the robots, of course. The wild robots. The Dogs had fixed it up with them to make the body.
Not very often the Dogs had much truck with the robots. Got along dl right and al of that-but they got
along because they let one another be, because they didn't interfere, because neither one was nosey.

There was arabbit stirring in his den-and Jenkins knew it. A raccoon was out on amidnight prowl
and Jenkins knew that, too-knew the cunning, deek curiogty that went on within the brain behind thelittle
eyesthat stared at him from the dump of hazel brush. And off to the left, curled up beneath atree, abear
was deegping and dreaming as he dept-a glutton's dream of wild honey and fish scooped out of a creek,
with antslicked from the underside of an upturned rock asréish for the feest.

And it was Sartling-but natura. As naturd aslifting onesfeet to walk, as natural asnormal hearing
was. But it wasn't hearing and it wasn't seeing. Nor yet imagining. For Jenkins knew with a cool, sure
certainty about the rabbit in the den and the coon in the hazel brush and the bear who dreamed in his
deep beneath the tree.

And this, he thought, isthe kind of bodiesthe wild robots have-for certainly if they could make one
for me, they'd make them for themselves.

They have come along ways, too, in seven thousand years, even asthe Dogs have travelled far snce
the exodus of humans. But we paid no attention to them, for that was the way it had to be. The robots
went their way and the Dogs went theirs and they did not question what one another did, had no curiosity
about what one another did. While the robots were building spaceships and shooting for the stars, while
they built bodies, while they worked with mathematics and mechanics, the Dogs had worked with
animals, had forged a brotherhood of the things that had been wild and hunted in the days of Man-had
listened to the cobblies and tried to probe the depths of time to find there was no time.

And certainly if the Dogs and robots have gone asfar asthis, the Mutants had gone farther ill. And
they will listen to me, Jenkins said, they will haveto listen, for I'm bringing them a problem that fdlsright
into their 1aps. Because the M utants are men-despite their ways, they are the sons of Man. They can bear
no rancour now, for the name of Man isadust that is blowing with the wind, the sound of leaveson a
summer day, and nothing more.

Besides, | haven't bothered them for seven thousand years-not that | ever bothered them. Joewasa
friend of mine, or ascloseto afriend asaMutant ever had. Hed talk with me when he wouldn't talk with
men. They will listen to me- they will tell me what to do. And they will not laugh.

Because it's not alaughing matter. It'sjust abow and arrow, but it's not alaughing matter. It might
have been a onetime, but history takes the laugh out of many things. If the arrow isajoke, soisthe
atom bomb, so isthe sweep of disease-laden dust that wiped out whole cities, so isthe screaming rocket



that arcs and fdlsten thousand miles away and killsamillion people.

Although now there are no million people. A few hundred, more or less, living in the houses that the
Dogs built for them because then the Dogs till knew what human beingswere, still knew the connection
that existed between them and looked on men as gods. Looked on men as gods and told the old tales
before the fire of awinter evening and built againgt the day when Man might return and pet their heads
and say, "Wl done, thou good and faithful servant.”

And that wasn't right, said Jenkins striding down the hill, that wasn't right at al. For men did not
deserve that worship, did not deserve the godhood. Lord knows | loved them well enough, mysdif. Still
love them, for that matter-but not because they are men, but because of the memory of afew of the many
men.

It wasn't right that the Dogs should build for Man. For they were doing better than Man had ever
done. So | wiped the memory out and along, dow work it was. Over thelong years | took away the
legends and misted the memory and now they call men websters and think that's what they are.

| wondered if | had doneright. | felt like atraitor and | spent bitter nights when the world was adeep
and dark and | sat in the rocking chair and listened to the wind moaning in the eaves. For it wasathing |
might not have the right to do. It was athing the Websters might not have liked. For that was the hold
they had on me, that they till have on me, that over the stretch of many thousand years| might do athing
and worry that they might not likeit.

But now | know I'mright. The bow and arrow isthe proof of that. Once | thought that Man might
have got started on the wrong road, that somewherein the dim, dark savagery that was his cradle and his
toddling place, he might have got off on the wrong foot, might have taken the wrong turning. But | see
that | waswrong. There's one road and one road aone that Man may travel-the bow and arrow road.

| tried hard enough, Lord knows | redly tried.

When we rounded up the stragglers and brought them home to Webster House, | took away their
weapons, not only from their hands but from their minds. | re-edited the literature that could be re-edited
and | burned therest. | taught them to read again and sing again and think again. And the books had no
trace of war or weapons, no trace of hate or history, for history is hate-no battles or heroics, no
trumpets.”

But it was wasted time, Jenkins said to himself. | know now that it was wasted time. For aman will
invent abow and arrow, no matter what you do.

He had come down the long hill and crossed the creek that tumbled towards the river and now he
was climbing again, climbing againg the dark, hard uplift of the diff-crowned hill.

Thereweretiny rustlings and his new body told his mind that it was mice, mice scurrying in the
tunnelsthey had fashioned in the grass. And for amoment he caught the little happiness that went with the
running, playful mice, thelittle, unformed, uncoagulated thoughts of happy mice.

A weasdl crouched for amoment on the bole of afalen tree and hismind was evil, evil with the
thought of mice, evil with remembrance of the old days when weasds made amed of mice. Blood
hunger and fear, fear of what the Dogs might do if he killed amouse, fear of the hundred eyesthat
watched againgt the killing that once had stalked the world.

But aman had killed. A weasdl dare not kill, and aman had killed. Without intent, perhaps, without
maliciousness. But he had killed. And the Canons said one must not take alife.

In the years gone by others had killed and they had been punished. And the man must be punished,
too. But punishment was not enough. Punishment, alone, would not find the answer. The answer must
dedl not with one man aone, but with al men, with the entire race. For what one of them had done, the
rest were gpt to do. Not only apt to do, but bound to do-for they were men, and men had killed before
and would kill again.

The Mutant castle reared black againgt the sky, so black that it shimmered in the moonlight. No light
came from it, and that was not strange at al, for no light had come from it ever. Nor, so far asanyone
could know, had the door ever opened into the outside world. The Mutants had built the castles, dl over



the world, and had gone into them and that had been the end. The Mutants had meddled in the affairs of
men, had fought a sort of chuckling war with men and when the men were gone, the Mutants had gone,
too.

Jenkins came to the foot of the broad stone steps that led up to the door and halted. Head thrown
back, he stared at the building that reared its height above him.

| suppose Joe is dead, he told himsdlf. Joe was |ong-lived, but he was not immortal. He would not
liveforever. And it will seem strange to meet another Mutant and know it isn't Joe.

He garted the climb, going very dowly, every nerve dert, waiting for thefirst sign of chuckling
humour that would descend upon him.

But nothing happened.

He climbed the steps and stood before the door and looked for something to let the Mutants know
that he had arrived.

But there was no bell. No buzzer. No knocker. The door was plain, with asimple latch. And that
wasdl.

Hesitantly, he lifted hisfist and knocked and knocked again, then waited. There was no answer. The
door was mute and motionless.

He knocked again, louder thistime. Still there was no answer.

Sowly, cautioudy, he put out ahand and seized the latch, pressed down with histhumb. Thelatch
gave and the door siwung open and Jenkins stepped inside.

"You're cracked inthe brain," said Lupus. "1'd make them come and find me. I'd give them arun they
would remember. I'd make it tough for them.”

Peter shook his head. "Maybe that's the way you'd do it, Lupus, and maybe it would be right for you.
But it would be wrong for me. Websters never run away."

"How do you know?" thewolf asked pitilessy. "Y ou're just talking through your hair. No webster
had to run away before and if no webster had to run away before, how do you know they never-"

"Oh, shut up,” said Peter.

They travelled in silence up the rocky path, breasting the hill.

"Theréssomething tralling us,”" said Lupus.

"Yourejust imagining,” said. Peter. "What would betrailing us?'

"l don't know, but-"

"Do you smdl anything?'

"Wdl, no."

"Did you hear anything or see anything?"

"No, | didn't, but-"

"Then nothing'sfollowing us," Peter declared, positively. "Nothing ever trails anything any more.”

The moonlight filtered through the treetops, making the forest amottled black and slver. From the
river valey came the muffled sound of ducksin midnight argument. A soft breeze came blowing up the
hillsde, carrying with it atouch of river fog.

Peter's bowstring caught in apiece of brush and he stopped to untangle it. He dropped some of the
arrows he was carrying and stooped to pick them up.

"Y ou better figure out some other way to carry them things," Lupus growled a him. "You're dl the
time getting tangled up and dropping them and-"

"I've been thinking about it," Peter told him, quietly. "Maybe abag of some sort to hang around my
shoulder."

They went on up thehill.

"What are you going to do when you get to Webster House?' asked Lupus.

"I'm going to see Jenkins," Peter said. "'I'm going to tell him what I've done."

"Fatso'saready told him."

"But maybe hetold him wrong. Maybe he didn't tell it right. Fatso was excited.”

"Lame-brained, too," said Lupus.



They crossed a patch of moonlight and plunged on up the darkling path.

"I'm getting nervous," Lupus said. "I'm going to go back. Thisisacrazy thing you're doing. I've come
part way with you, but-"

"Go back, then," said Peter bitterly. "I'm not nervous. I'm-"

Hewhirled around, hair risng on hisscalp.

For there was something wrong-something in the air he bresthed, something in hismind-an eerie,
disturbing sense of danger and, much more than danger, aloathsome fedling that clawed at his shoulder
blades and crawled aong his back with amillion prickly feet.

"Lupud” hecried. "Lupud”

A bush stirred violently down the trail and Peter was running, pounding down the trail. He ducked
around a brush and skidded to a halt. His bow came up and with one motion be picked an arrow from
hisleft hand, nocked it to the cord.

Lupus was stretched upon the ground, half in shade and haf in moonlight. Hislip was drawn back to
show hisfangs. One paw il faintly clawed.

Above him crouched a shape. A shape-and nothing else. A shape that spat and snarled a stream of
angry sound that screamed in Peter's brain. A tree branch moved in the wind and the moon showed
through and Peter saw the outline of the face-afaint outling, like the haf erased chak lines upon adusty
board. A skull-like face with mewling mouth and ditted eyes and ears that were tufted with tentacles.

The bow cord hummed and the arrow splashed into the face-gplashed into it and passed through and
fell upon the ground. And the face was there, till snarling.

Another arrow nocked against the cord and back, far back, amost to the ear. An arrow driven by
the snapping strength of well-seasoned straight-grained hickory-by the hate and fear and loathing of the
man who pulled the cord.

The arrow spat againgt the chaky outlines of the face, dowed and shivered, then fell free.

Another arrow and back with the cord. Farther yet, thistime. Farther for more power to kill thething
that would not die when an arrow struck it. A thing that only dowed an arrow and made it shiver and
then let it pass on through.

Back and back-and back. And then it happened. The bow string broke.

For an ingtant, Peter stood there with the usaless wegpon dangling in one hand, the useless arrow
hanging from the other. Stood and stared across the little space that separated him from the shadow
horror that crouched across the wolf's grey body.

And he knew no fear. No fear, even though the weapon was no more. But only flaming anger that
shook him and avoice that hammered in his brain with one screaming word:

KILL-KILL-KILL

He threw away the bow and stepped forward, hands hooked at his side, hooked into puny claws.

The shadow backed away-backed away in a sudden pool of fear that [apped againgt its brain-fear
and horror a the flaming hatred that beet at it from the thing that walked towardsit. Hatred that seized
and twisted it. Fear and horror it had known before-fear and horror and disquieting resignation-but this
was something new. Thiswas awhiplash of torture that seared acrossits nerves, that burned acrossits
brain.

Thiswas hatred.

The shadow whimpered to itself-whimpered and mewed and backed away and sought with frantic
fingers of thought within its muddled brain for the symbols of escape.

The room was empty-empty and old and hollow. A room that caught up the sound of the creaking
door and flung it into muffled distances, then hurled it back again. A room heavy with the dust of
forgetfulness, filled with the brooding silence of amless centuries.

Jenkins stood with the door pull in his hand, sood and flung all the sharp dertness of the new
machinery that was his body into the corners and the darkened alcoves. There was nothing. Nothing but
the silence and the dust and darkness. Nor anything to indicate that for many years there had been



anything but silence, dust and darkness. No faintest tremor of aresiduary thought, no footprints on the
floor, no fingermarks scrawled acrossthe table.

An old song, an incredibly old song-a song that had been old when he had first been forged, crept
out of some forgotten corner of hisbrain. And he was surprised that it till wasthere, surprised that he
had ever known it-and knowing it, dismayed at the swirl of centuriesthat it conjured up, dismayed at the
remembrance of the nest white houses that had stood upon amillion hills, dismayed at the thought of men
who had loved their acres and waked them with the calm and quiet assurance of their ownership.

_Anniedoesnt live hereany more._

Silly, said Jenkinsto himsdf. Silly that some absurdity of an al-but-vanished race should rise to haunt
me now. Silly.

_Anniedoesnt live hereany more._

_Who killed Cock .Robin?1, said the sparrow_- He closed the door behind him and walked across
the room.

Dust-covered furniture stood waiting for the man who had not returned. Dust-covered tools and
gadgets lay on the table tops. Dust covered thetitles of the rows of books that filled the massive
bookcase.

They are gone, said Jenkins, talking to himsalf. And no one knew the hour or the reason of their
going. Nor even where they went. They dipped off in the night and told no one they were leaving. And
sometimes, no doubt, they think back and chuckle-chuckle at the thought of our thinking that they sill are
here, chuckle at the watch we keep againgt their coming out.

There were other doors and Jenkins strode to one. With his hand upon the latch he told himself the
futility of opening it, thefutility of searching any further. If this one room was old and empty, so would be
al the other rooms.

His thumb came down and the door came open and there was a blast of hest, but there was no
room. There was desert-agold and yellow desert stretching to a horizon that was dim and burnished in
the heat of agreat blue sun.

A green and purplething that might have been alizard, but wasn', skittered like aflash acrossthe
sand, itstiny feet making the sound of eeriewhitling.

Jenkins dammed the door shut, stood numbed in mind and body.

A desert. A desert and athing that skittered. Not another room, not ahall, nor yet aporch-but a
desert.

And the sun was blue-blue and blazing hot.

Sowly, cautioudy, he opened the door again, at first acrack and then alittle wider.

The desert ill wasthere.

Jenkins dammed the door and leaned with his back againgt it, asif he needed the trength of his metd
body to hold out the desert, to hold out the implication of the door and desert.

They were smart, he told himself. Smart and fast on their mental feet. Too fast and too smart for
ordinary men. We never knew just how smart they were. But now | know they were smarter than we
thought.

Thisroomisjust an anteroom to many other worlds, akey that reaches across unguessable space to
other planetsthat swing around unknown suns. A way to leave this earth without ever leaving it-away to
crossthevoid by stepping through adoor.

There were other doors and Jenkins stared at them, stared and shook his head.

Slowly he walked across the room to the entrance door.

Quietly, unwilling to bresk the hush of the dugt-filled room, helifted the latch and let himself out and
the familiar world was there. The world of moon and stars, of river fog drifting up between the hills, of
treetops talking to one another across the notches of the hills.

The mice dtill ran aong their grassy burrows with happy mouse thoughts that were scarcely thoughts.
Anowl sat brooding in the tree and his thoughts were murder.

So close, thought Jenkins. So close to the surface still, the old blood-hunger, the old bone-hate. But



we're giving them a better start than Man had-athough probably it would have made no difference what
kind of astart mankind might have had.

And hereit isagain, the old blood-lust of Man, the craving to be different and to be stronger, to
impose hiswill by things of his devising-things that make his arm stronger than any other arm or paw, to
make his teeth sink deeper than any natural fang, to reach and hurt across distances that are beyond his
own arm's reach.

| thought | could get help. That iswhy | came here. And thereisno help.

No help at dl. For the Mutants were the only ones who might have helped and they have gone away.

It'sup to you, Jenkinstold himself, walking down the stairs. Mankind's up to you. Y ou've got to stop
them, somehow. Y ou've got to change them somehow. Y ou can't let them mess up the thing the Dogs are
doing. You can't let them turn the world again into abow and arrow world.

He walked through the leafy darkness of the hollow and knew the scent of mouldy leaves from the
autumn's harvest beneeth the new green of growing things and that was something, hetold himself, hed
never known before.

His old body had no sense of smdll.

Smdll and better vison and asense of knowing, of knowing what a thing was thinking, to read the
thoughts of raccoons, to guess the thoughts of mice, to know the murder in the brains of owlsand
weasdls.

And something more-afaint and wind-blown hatred, an aien scream of terror.

It flicked across his brain and stopped him in histracks, then sent him running, plunging up the
hillside, not as aman might run in darkness, but as arobot runs, seeing in the dark and with the strength
of meta that has no gasping lungs or panting bregth.

Hatred-and there could be one hatred only that could be like that.

The sense grew deeper and sharper as he went up the path in legping strides and his mind moaned
with the fear that sat upon it-the fear of what he'd find.

He plunged around a clump of bushes and skidded to a hdlt.

The man was walking forward, with his hands clenched at his side and on the grass|ay the broken
bow. Thewolf'sgrey body lay haf in the moonlight, haf in shadow and backing away from it wasa
shadowy thing that was half-light, haf-shadow, amost seen but never surely, like a phantom cresture that
moves within one's dream.

"Peter!" cried Jenkins, but the words were soundlessin his mouth.

For he sensed the frenzy in the brain of the half-seen creature, afrenzy of cowering terror that cut
through the hatred of the man who walked forward towards the drooling, spitting blob of shadow.
Cowering terror and frantic necessity-anecessity of finding, of remembering.

The man was admogt on it, walking straight and upright-a man with puny body and ridiculousfists-and
courage. Courage, thought Jenkins, courage to take on hell itself. Courage to go down into the pit and rip
up the quaking flagstones and shout alurid, obscene jest at the keeper of the damned.

Then the creature had it-had the thing it had been groping for, knew the thing to do. Jenkins sensed
theflood of rdlief, that flashed acrossits being, heard the thing, part word, part symbol, part thought, that
it performed. Like a piece of mumbo-jumbo, like a spoken charm, like an incantation, but not entirely
that. A mentd exercise, athought that took command of the body-that must be nearer to the truth.

For it worked.

The creature vanished. Vanished and was gone-gone out of the world.

Therewasno sign of it, no sngle vibration of itsbeing. Asif it had never been.

And the thing it had said, the thing that it had thought? It went like this. Likethis- Jenkins jerked
himsdlf up short. It was printed on hisbrain and he knew it, knew the word and thought and the right
inflection-but he must not use it, he must forget about it, be must keep it hidden.

For it had worked on the cobbly. And it would work on him. He knew that it would work.

The man had swung around and now he stood limp, hands dangling at hisside, staring at Jenkins.

Hislipsmoved in thewhite blur of hisface. Y ou... you-"



"l am Jenkins" Jenkinstold him. "Thisismy new body."

"There was something here," said' Peter.

"It was acobbly," said Jenkins. "Joshuatold me one had gotten through.”

"It killed Lupus,” said Peter.

Jenkins nodded. "Yes, it killed Lupus. And it killed many others. It was the thing that has been
killing."

"And | killedit," said Peter. "l killed it... or droveit away... or something."

"You frightened it away," said Jenkins. "Y ou were stronger than it was. It was afraid of you. You
frightened it back to theworld it came from."

"I could havekilled it," Peter boasted, "but the cord broke-"

"Next time," said Jenkins quietly, "you must make stronger cords. | will show you how it'sdone. And
asted tip for your arrow-"

"For my what?'

"For your arrow. The throwing stick isan arrow. The stick and cord you throw it with iscalled a
bow. All together, it's caled abow and arrow."

Peter's shoulders sagged. "It was done before, then. | was not the first?"

Jenkins shook his head. "No, you were not thefirst." Jenkins walked across the grassand lay his
hand upon Peter's shoulder.

"Come home with me, Peter.”

Peter shook hishead. "No. I'll St herewith Lupus until the morning comes. And then I'll call in his
friendsand wewill bury him."

He lifted his head to ook into Jenkins face. "Lupuswas afriend of mine. A great friend, Jenkins.”

"I know he must have been,” said Jenkins. "But I'll be seeing you?"

"Oh, yes," said Peter. "I'm coming to the picnic. The Webster picnic. It'sin aweek or 0."

"Soitis" sad Jenkins, speaking very dowly, thinking ashe spoke. "Soitis. And | will see you then.”

Heturned around and walked dowly up the hill. Peter sat down beside the dead wolf waiting for the
dawn. Once or twice, helifted hishand to brush at his cheeks.

They sat inasemi-cirdefacing Jenkins and listened to him closdly.

"Now, you must pay attention,” Jenkinssaid, "That iS most important. Y ou must pay attention and
you must think real hard and you must hang very tightly to the things you have-to the lunch baskets and
the bows and arrows and the other things.”

Oneof the girlsgiggled. "Isthisanew game, Jenkins?'

"Yes" sad Jenkins, "sort of. | guessthat iswhat it is-anew game. And an exciting one. A most
exciting one”

Someone said: "Jenkins aways thinks up anew game for the Webster picnic.”

"And now," said Jenkins, "you must pay attention. Y ou must look a me and try to figure out the thing
I'mthinking-"

"It'saguessing game," shrieked the giggling girl. "I love guessing games."

Jenkins made hismouth into asmile. "Youreright,” besaid. "That's exactly what it is-aguessng
game. And now if you will pay attention and look at me-"

"I want to try out these bows and arrows," said one of the men. "After thisis over, we can try them
out, can't we, Jenkins?"'

"Yes," sad Jenkins patiently, "after thisis over you can try them out."

He closad his eyes and made his brain reach out for each of them, ticking them off individudly,
sensing the thrilled expectancy of the mindsthat yearned towards his, felt the little probing fingers of
thought that were dabbing at hisbrain.

"Harder," Jenkinsthought. "Harder! Harder!"

A quiver went across his mind and he brushed it away. Not hypnotism-nor yet telepathy, but the best
that he could do. A drawing together, a huddling together of minds-and it was dl agame.

Sowly, carefully, he brought out the hidden symbol-the words, the thought and the inflection. Easily



he did them into hisbrain, one by one, like one would spesk to achild, trying to teach it the exact tone,
theway to hold itslips, the way to moveitstongue.

Helet them lay there for amoment, felt the other minds touching them, felt the fingers dabbing at
them. And then he thought them a oud-thought them as the cobbly had thought them.

And nothing happened. Absolutely nothing. No click within hisbrain. No feding of faling. No
vertigo. No sensation &t dll.

So he had failed. So it was over. So the game was done.

He opened his eyes and the hillside was the same. The sun gtill shone and the sky was robin's egg.

He sa diffly, slently and felt them looking at him.

Everything wasthe same as it had been before.

Except- There was adaisy where the clump of Oswego tea had bloomed redly before. Therewasa
pasture rose beside him and there had been none when he had closed his eyes.

"Isthat dl theresto it?" asked the giggly girl, plainly disappointed.

"Thatisdl," said Jenkins.

"Now we can try out the bows and arrows?" asked one of the youths.

"Yes," said Jenkins, "but be careful. Don't point them at one another. They are dangerous. Peter will
show you how."

"Well unpack the lunch,” said one of the women. "Did you bring a basket, Jenkins?'

"Yes," sad Jenkins. "Esther hasit. She hed it when we played the game.”

"That'snice" said thewoman. "Y ou surprise us every year with the thingsyou bring.”

And you'l be surprised this year, Jenkinstold himsdf. Y ou'll be surprised at packages of seeds, dl
very negtly labeled.

For welll need seeds, he thought to himsalf. Seedsto plant new gardens and to start new fields-to
raise food once again. And well need bows and arrows to bring in some mest. And spears and hooks
for fish.

Now other little things that were different began to show themselves. The way atreeleaned at the
edge of the meadow. And anew kink intheriver far below.

Jenkins sat quietly in the sun, listening to the shouts of the men and boys, trying out the bows and
arrows, hearing the chatter of the women asthey spread the cloth and unpacked the lunches.

I'll haveto tell them soon, hetold himsdlf. I'll have to warn them to go easy on the food-not to gobble
itup dl at one sitting. For we will need that food to tide us over thefirst day or two, until we can find
roots to dig and fish to catch and fruit to pick.

Y es, pretty soon I'll haveto cal them in and bresk the newsto them. Tell them they're on their own.
Tell them why. Tdl them to go ahead and do anything they want to. For thisisabrand-new world.

Warn them about the cobblies.

Although that's the least important. Man has away with him-avery viciousway. A way of dedling
with anything that Sandsin his path.

Jenkins sSghed.

Lord help the cobblies, he said.

NOTESON THE EIGHTH TALE

There is some suspicion that the eighth and final tale may be a fraud, that it has no placein
the ancient legend, that it is a more recent story made up by some storyteller hungering for public
acclamation.

Sructurally, it is an acceptable story, but the phraseology of it does not measure up to the
narrative skill that goes into the others. Another thing isthat it is too patently a story. It istoo
clever inits assembly of material, works the several angles from the other tales too patly together.

And yet, while no trace of historic basis can be found in any of the other tales, which are
indisputably legendary, thereis historic basisfor thistale.



It isa matter of record that one of the closed worldsis closed because it isa world of ants. It
is now an ant world-has been an ant world for uncounted generations.

Thereis no evidence that the ant world is the original world on which the Dogs arose, but
neither isthere evidence that it is not. The fact that research has not uncovered any world which
can lay claimto being the original world would seem to indicate that the ant world might in fact
be the world that was called the Earth.

If that is o, all hope of finding further evidence of the legend's origin may be gone forever, for
only on the first world could there be artifacts which might prove beyond contention the origin of
the legend. Only there could one hope to find the answer to the basic question of Man's existence
or his non-existence. If the ant world is the Earth, then the closed city of Geneva and the house on
Webster Hill arelost to usforever.

VIl

THE SMPLEWAY

Archie, the little renegade raccoon, crouched on the hillside, trying to catch one of thetiny, scurrying
things running in the grass. Rufus, Archie'srobot, tried to talk to Archie, but the raccoon was too busy
and hedid not answer.

Homer did athing no Dog had ever done before. He crossed the river and trotted into the wild
robots camp and he was scared, for there was no telling what the wild robots might do to him when they
turned around and saw him. But he was worried worse than he was scared, so he trotted on.

Deep in asecret nest, ants dreamed and planned for aworld they could not understand. And pushed
into that world, hoping for the best, aiming at athing no Dog, or robot, or man could understand.

In Geneva, Jon Webster rounded out his ten-thousandth year of suspended animation and dept on,
not stirring. In the Street outside, awandering breeze rustled the leaves aong the boulevard, but no one
heard and no one saw.

Jenkins strode across the hill and did not look to elther left or right, for there were things he did not
wish to see. There was atree that stood where another tree had stood in another world. Therewasthe
lay of ground that had been imprinted on his brain with abillion footsteps across ten thousand years.

And, if one listened closely, one might have heard laughter echoing down the ages... the sardonic
laughter of aman named Joe.

Archie caught one of the scurrying things and held it clutched within histight-shut paw. Carefully he
lifted the paw and opened it and the thing was there, running madly, trying to escape.

"Archie" said Rufus, "you aren't ligtening to me."

The scurrying thing dived into Archies fur, streeked swiftly up hisforearm.

"Might have been aflea," said Archie. He sat up and scratched hisbelly.

"New kind of flea ," hesaid. "Although | hope it wasn't. Just the ordinary kind are bad enough.”

"Youarent ligening,” sad Rufus.

"I'm busy," said Archie. "The grassisfull of them things. Got to find out what they are.”

"I'mleaving you, Archie"

"Yourewhat!"

"Leaving you," said Rufus. "I'm going to the Building."

"You'recrazy," fumed Archie. "You can't do athing like that to me. Y ou've been tetched ever snce
you fdl into that ant hill...

"I've had the Cdll," said Rufus. "l just got to go.”

"I've been good to you," the raccoon pleaded. "I've never overworked you. Y ou've been likeapa of
mineingtead of like arobot. I've dways treated you just like an animal.”

Rufus shook his head stubbornly. "Y ou can't make me stay," he said. "'l couldn't stay, no matter what
you did. I got the Call and | got to go.”



"Itisn't likel could get another robot,” Archie argued. "They drew my number and | ran away. I'ma
deserter and you know | am. Y ou know | can't get another robot with the wardens watching for me.”

Rufusjust stood there.

"I need you," Archietold him. ™Y ou got to stay and help me rustle grub. | can't go near none of the
feeding places or the wardens will nab me and drag me up to Webster Hill. Y ou got to help mediga
den. Winter's coming on and | will need aden. It won't have heat or light, but | got to have one. And
you'vegot to..."

Rufus had turned around and was walking down the hill, heading for theriver trail. Down the river
trail, travelling towards the dark smudge above the far horizon.

Archie sat hunched againgt the wind that ruffled through hisfur, tucked histall around hisfeet. The
wind had achill about it, achill it had not held an hour or so before. And it was not the chill of westher,
but the chill of other things.

His bright, beady eyes searched the hillsde and there was no sign of Rufus.

No food, no den, no robot. Hunted by the wardens. Eaten up by fleas.

And the Building, asmudge againgt the farther hills acrosstheriver valley.

A hundred years ago, so the records said, the Building had been no bigger than the Webster House.

But it had grown since... aplace that never was completed. First it had covered an acre. And then a
square mile. Now findly atownship. And till it grew, sprawling out and towering up.

A smudge above the hillsand acloudy terror for the little, superdtitious forest folks who watched it.
A word to frighten kit and whelp and cub into sudden quiet.

For therewas evil there... the evil of the unknown, an evil sensed and attributed rather than seen or
heard or smelled. A sensed evil, especidly in the dark of night, when the lights were out and the wind
keened in the den's mouth and the other anima s were deeping, while one lay awake and listened to the
pulsing _otherness _that sang between the worlds.

Archieblinked in the autumn sunlight, scratched furtively at hisside.

Maybe some-day, he told himself someone will find away to handle fleas. Something to rub on one's
fur so they will stay away. Or away to reason with them, to reach them and talk things over with them.
Maybe set up areservation for them, a place where they could stay and be fed and not bother animals.
Or something of the sort.

Asit was, there wasn't much that could be done. Y ou scratched yourself. Y ou bad your robot pick
them off, although the robot usudly got more fur than fleas. Y ou rolled in the sand or dust. Y ou went for
aswim and drowned some of them... well, you redlly didn't drown them; you just washed them off and if
some of them drowned that was their own tough luck.

Y ou had your robot pick them off... but now there was no robot.

No robot to pick off fless.

No robot to help him hunt for food.

But, Archie remembered, there was a black haw tree down in the river bottom and last night's frost
would have touched the fruit. He smacked hislips, thinking of the haws. And there was a cornfield just
over theridge. If one was fast enough and bided histime and was sneaky about it, it was no trouble at al
to get an ear of corn. And if worse came to worse there always would be roots and wild acorns and that
patch of wild grapes over on the sand bar.

Let Rufusgo, said Archie, mumbling to himself. Let the Dogs keep their feeding Sations. Let the
wardens go on watching.

Hewould live hisown life. He would et fruit and grub for roots and raid the cornfields, even ashis
remote ancestors had eaten fruits and grubbed for roots and raided fields.

Hewould live as the other raccoons had lived before the Dogs had come aong with their ideas about
the Brotherhood of Beasts. Like animals had lived before they could talk with words, before they could
read the printed books that the Dogs provided, before they had robots that served in lieu of hands,
before there was warmth and light for dens.

Y es, and before there was alottery that told you if you stayed on Earth or went to another world.

The Dogs, Archie remembered, had been quite persuasive about it, very reasonable and suave.



Some animals, they said, had to go to the other worlds or there would be too many animals on Earth.
Earth wasn't big enough, they said, to hold everyone. And alottery, they pointed out, was the fair way to
decide which of them would go to the other worlds...

And, after all, they said, the other worlds would be amost like the Earth. For they were just
extensons of the Earth. Just other worldsfollowing in the track of Earth. Not quite like it, perhaps, but
very close. Just aminor difference here and there. Maybe no tree where there was atree on Earth.
Maybe an oak tree where Earth had awanut tree. Maybe a spring of fresh, cold water where there was
no such spring on Earth.

Maybe, Homer had told him, growing very enthusiastic... maybe the world he would be assigned to
would be a better world than Earth.

Archie hunched againgt the hillsde, felt the warmish sun of autumn cutting through the cold chill of
autumn's wind. He thought about the black haws. They would be soft and mushy and there would be
some of them lying on the ground. He would egt those that were on the ground, then heéd climb the tree
and pick some more and then heldd climb down again and finish off the ones he bad shaken loose with his
climbing of thetree.

Hed eat them, and take them in his paws and smear them on hisface. He might evenrall in them.

Out of the corner of one eye, he saw the scurrying things running in the grass. Like ants, he thought,
only they weren't ants. At least, not like any ants he/d ever seen before.

Fleas, maybe. A new kind of flea.

His paw darted out and snatched one up. He fdt it running in his palm. He opened the paw and saw
it running there and closed the paw again.

Heraised hispaw to hisear and listened.

Thething hed caught wasticking!

The wild robot camp was not at al the way Homer had imagined it would be. There were no
buildings, just launching ramps and three spaceships and haf a dozen robots working on one of the ships.

Although, cometo think of it. Homer told himsdlf, one should have known there would be no
buildingsin arobot camp. For the robots would have no use of shelter and that was dl abuilding was.

Homer was scared, but he tried hard not to show it. He curled histail over hisback and carried his
head high and his earswell forward and trotted towards the little group of robots, never hesitating. When
he reached them, he sat down and lolled out his tongue and waited for one of them to speak.

But when none of them did, he screwed up his courage and spoke to them, himself.

"My nameisHomer," he said, "and | represent the Dogs. If you have ahead robot, | would liketo
tak tohim."

The robots kept on working for aminute, but finally one of them turned around and came over and
squatted down beside Homer so that his head was level with the dog's head. All the other robots kept on
working asif nothing had happened.

"l am arobot called Andrew," said the robot squatting next to Homer, "and | am not what you would
cal the head robot, for we have no such thing among us. But | can speak with you."

"l cameto you about the Building,” Homer told him.

"| takeit," said the robot called Andrew, "that you are speaking of the structure to the north-east of
us. The one you can seefrom hereif you just turn around.”

"That'sthe one," said Homer. "I cameto ask why you are building it."

"But we arentt building it," said Andrew.

"We have seen robotsworking oniit."

"Y es, there are robots working there. But we are not building it.”

"Y ou are hel ping someone se?"

Andrew shook his head. "Some of usget acall... acdl to go and work there. The rest of us do not
try to stop them, for we are dl free agents.”

"But whoisbuilding it?' asked Homer.

"Theants" said Andrew.



Homer'sjaw dropped dack.

"Ants? Y ou mean theinsects. Thelittle thingsthet livein ant hills?

"Precisaly,” said Andrew. He made the fingers of one hand run across the sand like aharried ant.

"But they couldn't build aplace-like that,” protested Homer. "They are supid.”

"Not any more," said Andrew.

Homer sat stock ill, frozen to the sand, felt chilly feet of terror run dong hisnerves.

"Not any more," said Andrew, talking to himsdlf. "Not stupid any more. Y ou see once upon atime,
there was a man named Joe..."

"A man?What'sthat?" asked Homer.

The robot made a clucking noise, asif gently chiding Homer.

"Menwereanimas" hesaid. "Animasthat went on two legs. They looked very much like us except
they were flesh and we are metd ."

"Y ou must mean the websters," said Homer. "We know about things like that, but we cdl them
webgers”

The robot nodded dowly; "Y es, the websters could be men. There was afamily of them by that
name. Lived just acrosstheriver."

"Theresaplace called Webster House," said Homer. "It stands on Webster's Hill."

"That'sthe place," said Andrew.

"Wekeepit up,” said Homer. "It'sashrineto us, but we don't understand just why. It isthe word
that has been passed down to us... we must keep Webster House.™

"Thewebsters," Andrew told him, "were the ones that taught you Dogs to speak.”

Homer stiffened. "No one taught usto speak. We taught ourselves. We developed in the course of
many years. And we taught the other animals.”

Andrew, the robot, sat hunched in the sun, nodding his bead asif be might be thinking to himself.

"Ten thousand years," hesaid. "No, | guessit's nearer twelve. Around eleven, maybe.”

Homer waited and as he waited he sensed the weight of yearsthat pressed against the hills, the years
of river and of sun, of sand and wind and sky.

And the years of Andrew.

"You areold," besaid. "Y ou can remember that far back?'

"Yes" said Andrew. "Although | am one of the last of the man-made robots, | was made just afew
years before they went to Jupiter.”

Homer sat slently, tumult stirring in hisbrain.

Man... anew word.

Ananimd that went ontwo legs.

An animd that made the robots, that taught the Dogsto tak.

And, asif he might be reading Homer's mind, Andrew spoketo him.

"Y ou should not have stayed away from us,”" he said. "We should have worked together. We worked
together once. We both would have gained if we had worked together.”

"Wewere afraid of you," said Homer. "l am ill afraid of you.”

"Yes" sad Andrew. "Yes, | suppose you would be. | suppose Jenkins kept you afraid of us. For
Jenkinswas a smart one. He knew that you must start fresh. He knew that you must not carry the
memory of Man as adead weight on your necks."

Homer sat Slently.

"And we," therobot said, "are nothing more than the memory of Man. We do the things he did,
athough more scientificaly, for, Snce we are machines, we must be scientific. More patiently than Man,
because we have forever, and he had afew short years.”

Andrew drew two linesin the sand, crossed them with two other lines. He made an X in the open
square in the upper left hand corner.

"Youthink I'mcrazy,” hesad. "Y ou think I'm talking through my hat."

Homer wriggled his haunches degper into the sand.

"l don't know what to think," he said. "All these years..."



Andrew drew an O with hisfinger in the centre square of the cross-hatch he had drawn in the sand.

"I know," he said. "All these years you have lived with adream. Theideathat the Dogs were the
prime movers. And the facts are hard to understand, hard to reconcile. Maybe it would be just aswdll if
you forgot what | said. Facts are painful things at times. A robot has to work with them, for they arethe
only things he has to work with. We can't dream, you know. Factsare dl we have."

"We passed fact long ago,” Homer told him. "Not that we don't useit, for there are timeswe do. But
wework in other ways. Intuition and cobblying and listening.”

"Y ou aren't mechanicd," said Andrew. "For you, two and two are not dways four, but for usit must
be four. And sometimes | wonder if tradition doesn't blind us. | wonder sometimesiif two and two may
not be something more or lessthan four."

They sguatted in Slence, watching theriver, aflood of molten silver tumbling down a coloured land.

Andrew made an X in the upper right hand corner of the cross-hatch, an O in the centre upper
space, and X in the centre lower space. With theflat of his hand, he rubbed the sand smooth.

"I never win," he sad. "I'm too smart for mysdf.”

"Y ou were telling me about the ants," said Homer. "' About them not being stupid any more.”

"Oh, yes" said Andrew. "l wastdling you about aman named Joe..."

Jenkins strode across the hill and did not look to either |eft or right, for there were things he did not
wish to see, things that struck too deeply into memory. There was atree that stood where another tree
had stood in another world.

Therewasthe lay of ground that had been imprinted on his brain with abillion footsteps across ten
thousand years.

The weak winter sun of afternoon flickered in the sky, flickered like acandle guttering in thewind,
and when it steadied and there was no flicker it was moonlight and not sunlight at al.

Jenkins checked his stride and swung around and the house wasthere... low-set against the ground,
sporawled acrossthe hill, like adeegpy young thing that clung close to mother earth.

Jenkinstook a hesitant step and as he moved his metal body glowed and sparkled in the moonlight
that had been sunlight a short heartbeat ago.

From theriver valey came the sound of anight bird crying and araccoon waswhimperingina
cornfield just below theridge.

Jenkins took another step and prayed the house would stay athough he knew it couldn't because it
wasn't there.

For thiswas an empty hilltop that had never known a house. Thiswas another world in which no
house existed.

The house remained, dark and silent, no smoke from the chimneys, no light from the windows, but
with remembered linesthat one could not mistake.

Jenkins moved dowly, carefully, afraid the house would leave, afraid that he would startleit and it
would disappesr.

But the house stayed put. And there were other things. The tree at the corner had been an em and
now it was an 0ak, asit had been before. And it was autumn moon instead of winter sun. The breeze
was blowing from the west and not out of the north.

Something happened, thought Jenkins. The thing that has been growing on me. Thething | felt and
could not understand. An ability developing? Or anew sensefinaly reaching light? Or apower | never
dreamed | had.

A power to walk between theworlds at will. A power to go anywhere | choose by the shortest route
that the twisting lines of force and happenstance can conjure up for me,

Hewalked less carefully and the house still stayed, un-frightened, solid and substantial.

He crossed the grass-grown patio and stood before the door.

Hesitantly, he put out ahand and laid it on the latch. And the latch was there. No phantom thing, but
ubgtantial metd.

Sowly helifted it and the door swung in and he stepped across the threshold.



After five thousand years, Jenkins had come home... back to Webster House.

So there was aman named Joe. Not awebster, but aman.

For awebster was aman. And the Dogs had not been first.

Homer lay before thefire, alimp pile of fur and bone and muscle, with his paws stretched out in front
of him and his head resting on his paws. Through haf-closed eyes he saw the fire and shadow, felt the
hesat of the blazing logs reach out and fluff hisfur.

But ingde hisbrain he saw the sand and the squatting robot and the hills with the years upon them.

Andrew had squatted in the sand and talked, with the autumn sun shining on his shoulders... had
talked of men and dogs and ants. Of athing that had happened when Nathaniel was dlive, and that wasa
time long gone, for Nathaniel wasthefirst Dog.

There had been aman named Joe... a mutant-man, a more-than-man... who had wondered about
ants twelve thousand years ago. Wondered why they had progressed so far and then no farther, why
they had reached the dead end of destiny.

Hunger, perhaps, Joe had reasoned... the ever-pressing need to garner food so that they might live.
Hibernation, perhaps, the stagnation of the winter deep, the broken memory chain, the starting over once
again, each year agenesisfor ants.

So, Andrew said, hisbad pate gleaming in the sun. Joe had picked one hill, had set himsdf up asa
god to change the destiny of ants. He had fed them, so that they need not strive with hunger. He had
enclosed their hill in adome of glassite and had heated it o they need not hibernate.

And the thing had worked. The ants advanced. They fashioned carts and they smelted ore. This
much one could know, for the carts were on the surface and acrid smelting smoke came from the
chimneysthat thrust up from the hill. What other thingsthey did, what other things they learned, deep
down in their tunnels, there was no way of knowing.

Joewas crazy, Andrew said. Crazy... and yet, maybe not so crazy either.

For one day he broke the dome of glassite and tore the hill asunder with hisfoot, then turned and
walked away, not caring any more what happened to the ants.

But the ants had cared.

The hand that broke the dome, the foot that ripped the hill had put the ants on the road to grestness.
It had made them fight... fight to keep the things they had, fight to keep the bottleneck of destiny from
closing once again.

A kick inthe pants, said Andrew. A kick in the pantsfor ants. A kick in theright direction.

Twelve thousand years ago a broken, trampled hill. To-day amighty building that grew with each
passing year. A building that had covered atownship in one short century, that would cover ahundred
townshipsin the next. A building that would push out and take the land. Land that belonged, not to ants,
but animas.

A building... and that was not quite right, dthough it had been cdled the Building from the very sart.
For abuilding was ashelter, aplace to hide from storm and cold. The ants would have no need of that,
for they had their tunnelsand their hills.

Why would an ant build a place that sprawled across atownship in ahundred years and yet that kept
on growing? What possible use could an ant havefor aplace like that?

Homer nuzzled his chin degp into his paws, growled ingde histhroat.

Therewas no way of knowing. For first you had to know how an ant would think. Y ou would have
to know her ambition and her god. Y ou would have to probe her knowledge.

Twelve thousand years of knowledge. Twelve thousand years from agtarting point that itsalf was
unknowable.

But one had to know. There must be away to know.

For, year after year, the Building would push out. A mile across, and then six miles and after that a
hundred. A hundred miles and then another hundred and after that the world.

Retreat, thought Homer. Y es, we could retreat. We could migrate to those other worlds, the worlds
that follow usin the stream of time, the worlds that tread on one another's heels. We could give the Earth



to ants and there still would be space for us.

But thisishome. Thisiswherethe Dogs arose. Thisiswhere we taught the animasto talk and think
and act together. Thisisthe place where we created the Brotherhood of Beasts.

For it does not matter who came firdt... the webster or the dog. This place ishome. Our home as
well aswebster's borne. Our home as well as ants.

And we must stop the ants.

There must be away to stop them. A way to talk to them, find out what they want. A way to reason
with them. Some basisfor negotiation. Some agreement to be reached.

Homer lay motionless on the hearth and listened to the whisperings that ran through the house, the
soft, far-off padding of robots on their rounds of duties, the muted talk of Dogsin aroom upgtairs, the
crackling of theflames asthey ate dong the log.

A good life, said Homer, muttering to himsdlf. A good life and we thought we were the oneswho
made it. Although Andrew saysit wasn't us. Andrew says we have not added one iota to the mechanical
skill and mechanica logic that was our heritage... and that we havelost alot. He spoke of chemistry and
betried to explain, but | couldn't understand. The study of elements, he said, and things like molecules
and atoms. And dectronics... although he said we did certain things without the benefit of eectronics
more wonderfully than man could have done with dl his knowledge. Y ou might study electronicsfor a
million years, he said, and not reach those other worlds, not even know they're there... and we did it, we
did athing awebster could not do.

Because we think differently than awebster does. No, it's man, not webster.

And our robots. Our robots are no better than the ones that were left to us by man. A minor
modification here and there... an obvious modification, but no red improvemen.

Who ever would have dreamed there could be a better robot?

A better ear of corn, yes. Or abetter walnut tree. Or awild rice that would grow afuller head. A
better way to make the yeast that substitutes for mest.

But abetter robot... why, arobot does everything we might wish that it could do. Why should it be
better?

And yet... the robots receive acal and go off to work on the Building, to build athing that will push
usoff the Earth.

We do not understand. Of course, we cannot understand. If we knew our robots better, we might
understand. Understanding, we might fix it so that the robots would not receive the cdll, or, recelving it,
would pay it no attention.

And that, of course, would be the answer. If the robots did not work, there would be no building.
For the ants, without the aid of robots, could not go on with their building.

A flearan dong Homer's scalp and he twitched his ear.

Although Andrew might be wrong, he told himsdlf. We have our legend of the rise of the
Brotherhood of Beasts and the wild robots have their legend of thefal of man. At thisdate, who isthere
to tel which of thetwo isright?

But Andrew's story doestiein. There were Dogs and there were robots and when man fell they went
their separate ways... athough we kept some of the robots to serve as hands for us. Some robots stayed
with us, but no dogs stayed with the robots.

A late autumn fly buzzed out of a corner, bewildered in thefireight. It buzzed around Homer's head
and settled on hisnose. Homer glared at it and it lifted itslegs and insolently brushed itswings. Homer
dabbed at it with apaw and it flew away.

A knock came at the door.

Homer lifted his head and blinked at the knocking sound.

"Comein," hefindly said.

It was the robot, Hezekiah.

"They caught Archie," Hezekiah said.

"Archie?'

"Archie, the raccoon.”



"Oh, yes" said Homer. "He was the one that ran away."

"They have him out here now," said Hezekiah. "Do you want to see him?"

"Send themin,” sad Homer.

Hezekiah beckoned with hisfinger and Archie ambled through the door. His fur was matted with
burs and histail was dragging. Behind him stalked two robot wardens.

"Hetried to stedl some corn,” one of the wardens said, "and we spotted him, but he led us quite a
chae"

Homer sat up ponderoudy and stared at Archie. Archie stared straight back.

"They never would have caught me," Archiesaid, "if I'd il had Rufus. Rufus was my robot and he
would have warned me."

"And whereis Rufus now?'

"Hegot the call to-day," said Archie, "and left mefor the Building."

"Tdl me" said Homer. "Did anything happen to Rufus before he left? Anything unusua ? Out of the
ordinary?'

"Nothing," Archietold him. "Except that he fdl into an ant hill. Hewas aclumsy robot. A regular
stumble bum. Alwaystripping himsdlf, getting tangled up. He wasn't coordinated just the way he should
be. He had a screw loose some place.”

Something black and tiny jumped off of Archie's nose, raced dong the floor. Archi€'s paw went out
in alightning stroke and scooped it up.

"Y ou better move back aways," Hezekiah warned Homer. "He's smply dripping fleas.

"It'snot aflea” said Archie, puffing upin anger. "It issomething ese. | caught it this afternoon. It
ticksand it lookslike an ant, but it isn't one.”

The thing that ticked oozed between Archie's claws and tumbled to the floor. It landed right side up
and was off again. Archiemade astab &t it, but it zigzagged out of reach. Like aflash it reached
Hezekiah and streaked up hisleg.

Homer cameto hisfeet in a sudden flash of knowledge.

"Quick!" heshouted. "Get it! Catchit! Don't let it - -

But the thing was gone.

Slowly Homer sat down again. His voice was quiet now, quiet and aimost deadly.

"Wardens," he said, "take Hezekiah into custody. Don't leave hisside, don't let him get away. Report
to me everything he does."

Hezekiah backed away.

"But | haven't done athing.”

"No," said Homer softly. "No, you haven't yet. But you will. You'll get the Cal and youll try to desert
usfor the Building. And before we let you go, welll find out what it isthat made you do it. What it isand
how it works."

Homer turned around, adoggish grin wrinkling up hisface.

"And, now, Archie..."

But there was no Archie.

There was an open window. And therewas no Archie.

Homer stirred on hisbed of hay, unwilling to awvake, agrowl gurgling in histhroat.

Getting old, he thought. Too many years upon me, like the years upon the hills. Therewas atime
when I'd be out of bed at the first sound of something at the door, on my feet, with hay sticking in my fur,
barking my head off to |et the robots know.

The knock came again and Homer staggered to hisfest.

"Comein," heydled. "Cut out the racket and comein.”

The door opened and it was arobot, but abigger robot than Homer had ever seen before. A
gleaming robot, huge and massive, with a polished body that shone like dow fire evenin the dark. And
riding on the robot's shoulder was Archie, the raccoon.

"l am Jenkins," said therobot. "1 came back to-night.”



Homer gulped and sat down very dowly.

"Jenkins" hesaid. "There are Sories... legends... from the long ago.”

"No more than alegend?’ Jenkins asked.

"That'sall,” said Homer. "A legend of arobot that looked after us. Although Andrew spoke of
Jenkinsthis afternoon asif he might have known him. And thereisastory of how the Dogs gaveyou a
body on your seven thousandth birthday and it was amarvellous body that...

Hisvoiceran down... for the body of the robot that stood before him with the raccoon perched on
his shoulder... that body could be none other than the birthday gift.

"And Webster House?" asked Jenkins. "Y ou still keep Webster House?!

"We till keep Webster House," said Homer. "We keep it asit is. It'sathing we haveto do.”

"The webgters?'

"There aren't any webgters.”

Jenkins nodded at that. His body's hair-trigger sense had told him there were no websters. There
were no webster vibrations. There was no thought of webstersin the minds of things he'd touched.

And that was asit should be.

He came dowly across the room, soft-footed as a cat despite his mighty weight, and Homer felt him
moving, felt the friendliness and kindness of the metal creature, the protectiveness of the ponderous
grength within him.

Jenkins squatted down beside him. ™Y ou arein trouble,” Jenkins said. Homer stared at him.

"Theants," said Jenkins. "Archie told me. Said you were troubled by the ants."

"I went to Webster House to hide," said Archie. "'l was scared you would hunt me down again and |
thought that Webster House..

"Hush, Archie" Jenkinstold him. "Y ou don't know athing about it. Y ou told me that you didn't. You
just said the Dogs were having trouble with the ants."

Helooked a Homer.

"I suppose they are Joesants," hesaid.

"So you know about Joe," said Homer. " So there was a man cdled Joe."

Jenkins chuckled. "Y es, atroublemaker. But likeable at times. He had the devil in him."

Homer said: "They're building. They get the robots to work for them and they are putting up a
building.”"

"Surdly,” said Jenkins, "even ants have theright to build.”

"But they're building too fast. They'll push us off the Earth. Another thousand years or so and they'll
cover thewhole Earth if they keep on building at the rate they've been.”

"And you have no placeto go? That'swhat worries you."

"Y es, we have aplace to go. Many places. All the other worlds. The cobbly worlds.”

Jenkins nodded gravely. "I wasin a cobbly world. Thefirst world after this. | took some websters
there five thousand years ago. | just came back to-night. And | know the way you fedl. No other world is
home. I've hungered for the Earth for amost every one of those five thousand years. | came back to
Webster House and | found Archie there. He told me about the ants and so | came up here. | hope you
do not mind."

"We are glad you came," said Homer softly.

"These ants," said Jenkins. "l suppose you want to stop them."

Homer nodded his heed.

"Thereisaway,” said Jenkins. "1 know thereisaway. The websters had away if | could just
remember. But it'sso long ago. And it'sasmpleway, | know. A very smpleway."

His hand came up and scraped back and forth across his chin.

"What are you doing that for?' Archie asked.

"B

"Rubhbing your face that way. What do you do it for?"

Jenkins dropped hishand. "Just ahabit, Archie. A webster gesture. A way they had of thinking. |
picked it up from them.”



"Doesit help you think?"

"WEell, maybe. Maybe not. It seemed to help the websters. Now what would awebster do in acase
like this? The websters could help us. | know they could...”

"The webgtersin the cobbly world,” said Homer.

Jenkins shook his head. "There aren't any webstersthere.”

"But you said you took some back."

"I know. But they aren't there now. |'ve been donein the cobbly world for amost four thousand
years."

"Then there aren't websters anywhere. The rest went to Jupiter. Andrew told methat. Jenkins, where
isJupiter?’

"Yes, thereare," said Jenkins. "There are some websters eft, | mean. Or there used to be. A few |eft
a Geneva."

"It won't be easy,” Homer said. "Not even for awebster. Those ants are smart. Archietold you
about the fleahe found.”

"It waan't any flea," said Archie.

"Yes, hetold me" Jenkinssaid. "Said it got on to Hezekiah"

"Not onto,” Homer told them. "Into isthe word. It wasn't aflea... It was arobot, atiny robot. It
drilled aholein Hezekiah's skull and got into hisbrain. 1t sedled the hole behind it."

"And what is Hezekiah doing now?'

"Nothing," said Homer. "But we are pretty sure what will do as soon asthe ant robot gets the set-up
fixed. Hell get the Cdl. Hell get the call to go and work on the Building.”

Jenkins nodded. "Taking over," he said. "They can't do job like that themselves, so they take control
of thingsthat can.”

He lifted his hand again and scraped it across his chin.

" wonder if Joe knew," he mumbled. "When he played god to the ants. | wonder if he knew.”

But that was ridiculous. Joe never could have known. Even amutation like Joe could not have
looked twelve thousand years ahead.

So long ago, thought Jenkins. So many things have happened. Bruce Webgter was just starting to
experiment with dogs, had no more than dreamed his dream of taking, thinking dogs that would go down
the path of destiny paw in hand with Man... not knowing then that Man within afew short centuries
would scatter to the four winds of eternity and leave the Earth to robot and to dog. Not knowing then
that even the name of Man would be forgotten in the dust of years, that the race would cometo be
known by the name of asinglefamily.

And yet, thought Jenkins, if it was to be any family, the Websters were the ones. | can remember
them asit it were yesterday. Those were the dayswhen | thought of myself asaWebster, too.

Lord knows, | tried to be. | did the best | could. | stood by the Webster dogs when the race of men
had gone and finally | took the last bothersome survivors of that madcap race into another world to clear
the way for Dogs... so that the Dogs could fashion the Earth in the way they planned.

And now even those last bothersome survivors have gone... some place, somewhere... | wish that |
could know. Escaped into some fantasy of the human mind. And the men on Jupiter are not even men,
but something ese. And Genevais shut off... blocked off from the world.

Although it can't be farther away or blocked more tightly than the world fromwhich | came. If only |
could learn how it was | travelled from the exile cobbly world back to Webster House... then, maybe,
perhaps, somehow or other, | could reach Geneva.

A new power, hetold himsdf. A new ability. A thing that grew upon me without my knowing thet it
grew. A thing that every man and every robot-and perhaps every dog... could haveif he but knew the
way.

Although it may be my body that made it possible... thisbody that the Dogs gave me on my seven
thousandth birthday. A body that has more than any body of flesh and blood has ever quite attained. A
body that can know what abear isthinking or afox isdreaming, that can fed the happy little mouse
thoughtsrunning in the grass.



Wish fulfilment. That might beit. The answer to the strange, illogica yearningsfor thingsthat seldom
are and often cannot be. But al of which are possibleif one knowsthe way, if one can grow or develop
or graft onto oneself the new ability that directs the mind and body to the fulfilment of the wish.

| walked the hill each day, he remembered. Walked there because | could not stay away, because
the longing was so strong, steding myself againgt looking too closely, for there were differences| did not
wishto see.

| walked there amillion times and it took that many times before the power within me was strong
enough to take me back.

For | wastrapped. The word, the thought, the concept that took me into the cobbly world was aone
way ticket and while it took me thereit could not take me back. But there was another way, away | did
not know. That even now | do not know.

"You sad therewasaway," urged Homer.

"A way?"

"Y es, away to stop the ants?

Jenkins nodded. "1 am going to find out. I'm going to Geneva."

Jon Webster awoke.

And thisisstrange, he thought, for | said eternity.

| wasto deep forever and forever has no end.

All dsewas migt and the greyness of deep forgetfulness, but this much stood out with mind-sharp
clarity. Eternity, and thiswas not eternity.

A word ticked at hismind, like feeble tapping on adoor that wasfar away.

Helay and listened to the tapping and the word became two words... words that spoke his name:

"Jon Webster. Jon Webster." On and on, on and on. Two words tapping at his brain.

"Jon Webgter."

"Jon Webgter."

"Yes," said Webster's brain and the words stopped and did not come again.

Silence and the thinning of the mists of forgetfulness. And thetrickling back of memory. Onething at
atime.

There was a city and the name of the city was Geneva.

Men lived in the city, but men without a purpose.

The Dogs lived outsde the city... in the whole world outside the city. The Dogs had purpose and a
dream.

Saraclimbed the hill to take acentury of dreams.

And ... I, thought Jon Webster, climbed the hill and asked for eternity. Thisisnot eternity.

"Thisis Jenkins, Jon Webgter."

"Yes, Jenkins," said Jon Webster, and yet he did not say it, not with lip and tongue and throat, for he
felt the fluid that pressed around his body insdeits cylinder, fluid that fed him and kept him from
dehydrating, fluid that sedled hislips and eyes and ears.

"Yes, Jenkins" said Webgter, spesking with hismind. "Iremember you. | remember you now. Y ou
were with the family from the very first. Y ou helped us teach the Dogs. Y ou stayed with them when the
family wasno more.”

"l am il with them," said Jenkins.

"| sought eternity,” said Webgter. "1 closed the city and sought eternity.”

"We often wondered,” Jenkinstold him. "Why did you close the city?"

"TheDogs," said Webster's mind. "The Dogs had to have their chance. Man would have spoiled their
chance.”

"The dogsare doing well," said Jenkins.

"But the city is open now?"'

"No, the city till isclosed.”

"But you are here."



"Y es, but I'm the only one who knowsthe way. And there will be no others. Not for along time,
ayway."

"Time," said Webster. "I had forgotten time. How long isit, Jenkins?'

"Since you closed the city? Ten thousand years or s0."

"And there are others?'

"Y es, but they are deeping.”

"And the robots? The robots still keep watch?!

"Therobots still keep watch.”

Webster lay quietly and a peace came upon his mind. The city still was closed and the last of men
were deeping. The Dogs were doing well and the robots stayed on watch.

"Y ou should not have wakened me," he said. ™Y ou should have let me deep.”

"Therewas athing | had to know. | knew it once, but | have forgotten and it isvery smple. Simple
and yet terribly important.”

Webgter chuckled in hisbrain. "What isit, Jenkins?"

"It'sabout ants," said Jenkins. "Ants used to trouble men. What did you do about it?"

"Why, we poisoned them," said Webster. Jenkins gasped. " Poisoned them!™

"Yes" said Webgter. "A very smplething. We used a base of syrup, swedt, to attract the ants. And
we put poison in it, apoison that was deadly to ants. But we did not put enough of it to kill them right
away. A dow poison, you see, so they would have timeto carry it to the nest. That way we killed many
instead of just two or three."

Silence hummed in Webster's head... the sllence of no thought, no words.

"Jenkins" he said. "Jenkins, areyou..."

"Y es, Jon Webgter, | am here.”

"Thatisal you want?'

"Thatisdl | want."

"l cangoto deep again.”

"Y es, Jon Webster. Go to deep again.”

Jenkins stood upon the hilltop and fdlt the first rough fore-running wind of winter whine acrossthe
land. Below him the dope that ran down to the river was etched in black and grey with the leafless
skeletons of trees.

To the north-east rose the shadow-shape, the cloud of evil omen that was called the Building. A
growing thing spawned in the mind of ants, built for what purpose and to what end nothing but an ant
could even closely guess.

But there was away to dedl with ants.

The humanway.

Theway Jon Webster had told him after ten thousand years of deep. A smpleway and a
fundamenta way, abrutd, but efficient way. Y ou took some syrup, sweet, so the antswould likeit, and
you put some poison init... dow poison so it wouldn't work too fast.

"Thesmpleway of poison,” Jenkinssaid. "Thevery smpleway."

Except it called for chemistry and the Dogs knew no chemistry.

Except it cdled for killing and there was no killing.

Not even fleas, and the Dogs were pestered plenty by the fleas. Not even ants... and the ants
threatened to dispossess the animals of the world they called their birthplace.

There had been no killing for five thousand years or more.

Theideaof killing had been swept from the minds of things.

And it is better that way, Jenkinstold himself. Better that one should lose aworld than go back to
killing.

Heturned dowly and went down the hill.

Homer would be disgppointed, he told himself.

Terribly disappointed when he found the websters had no way of dealing with the ants...



THEEND



